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Running from my past seemed like a good idea at the time. Too bad it’s about to catch up to me.

Fending off murderous mages isn’t exactly at the top of my ideal to-do list, but when they start flinging spells at our vampires, I’m the only one equipped to fight back. Doesn’t matter that I’m out of magical shape—I’m going to have to fall back on all my training to keep Adam, the vampire I care way too much about, safe.

That’s the least of it. Adam’s ever-present smile might have me weak in the knees, but when my best friend’s younger brother, Drew, arrives, I’m thrown for another loop. The big, sweet wolf is clearly running from something, and he has no idea the lengths I’ll go to protect him, too.

Turns out it’s not just me. Adam’s as drawn to Drew as I am, and though I’m willing to step aside and let them have each other, he floats a different idea. What about the three of us? An impossible thought, especially when the truth comes out and the spectre of my biggest regret returns to haunt me in a very real, very lethal way.

As if I have time to dwell on all that. The three of us are targets, our enemies closing in on every side. And as danger looms, I come face-to-face with the one question I’d hoped never to have to answer again: How far will I go to protect—or avenge—the people I love?

Blood Ties is a fated mates, slow(ish) burn MMM urban fantasy, featuring a snarky, powerful mage, and the cheeky vampire and cinnamon roll werewolf he finds himself drawn to. It contains steamy scenes between three men and all the violence—and blood—you might expect from a vampire romance. This is the second in a three-book series, where each book features a different relationship within one overarching plot, and cannot be read as a standalone.
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Prologue - Sam
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Fifteen years ago…

The rain has soaked through to my skin, but that’s not why I’m shaking.

I can’t pull magic to warm myself anymore.

I stand in a shop doorway, wrapping my arms around my chest. The jacket I dragged on in the midst of the fighting isn’t made for this weather, but it’s all I’ve got. My hair is plastered to my skull, and my stomach rumbles, cramping painfully.

I’ve been in London for three days, which means my parents died five days ago.

It means I made it to the Lytton estate four days ago, where I—

I press a hand to my mouth, forcing the memory back. I have to… I have to do something. For all the training I’ve had, I should be prepared for this.

A deep breath helps pull together some of my scattered thoughts. Okay. First of all, no magic. If I try it again, it’ll burn through me. I know it.

Immediate concerns? Water. Food. Warmth. Maybe that’s not the right order, but I don’t care. It’s easier to keep the memories at bay if I have a task to focus on.

Besides, I’m a sitting duck out here. I can’t be the only one to have survived. If nothing else, Jasper’s probably out there somewhere, causing more trouble.

I square my shoulders and step out onto the street. It’s not late, but it’s dark already, and although I can’t pull on my magic, I can feel the faintest hints of it from others as I dart through the crowds.

Witch magic, I think, my lip curling back in disdain. Though maybe I’m not one to judge. Witches didn’t cause all the shit I’ve just been through.

No, that was all down to Jasper.

I cross the road and go to turn down another street when something catches my attention. There’s a narrow, shabby-looking shop squeezed between two buildings, and I stare at it for a moment before I take a few cautious steps closer.

It’s no more powerful than a handful of other places I’ve sensed over the last few days. Hell, I even went over to the vampire clan house, spent a night debating whether it might be worth offering myself up as a donor in exchange for some protection.

Decided against that, though. Best-case scenario, they’d turn me back over to whatever mage they could find—they can’t run the risk of ending up with all their vampires addicted to fae-blessed blood.

That’s not accounting for my age, either. I pause at the edge of the shop’s window and take a peek inside. I can’t see anyone, but the space looks cluttered, every surface covered in things witches need to do their spell work. The lights are on, and the sign says the place is open, but I walk past, pausing only when I reach a spot I can hide in.

The wind blows, and cold seeps into my bones. I clench my jaw when my teeth start to chatter. No, the vampires will be no help to me. I’ve never met a wolf in my life, either, so the packs are out too.

And the hunters… The grief in my chest burns hot with anger. Hunters. Hunters of what? We’re supposed to be on the same side, but not a single one came to our aid.

My father had always told me that the Wild Hunt were there for that. They protect us—all of us—from the wiles of the fae.

I growl and squeeze my arms tighter around myself.

Yeah, that was a fucking lie.

I don’t know how long I wait before I approach the shop again. The sign still says open, but the other buildings on this street are dark, and there’s no one walking along it. I bite the inside of my cheek. Can’t reach out with magic, but what if I risk going inside and I’m wrong?

Well, that’s it, isn’t it?

And maybe it’s all I deserve.

I open the door and walk into the shop.

The wall of heat that hits me makes my knees weak. I close the door and lean back against it. Why am I breathing so fast? My heart pounds against my chest, and I feel lightheaded, dizzy…

“You poor thing,” a woman says, and my eyes shoot open.

When did I close them?

She stands in the entryway to another room, and backlit as she is, I can’t make out her features. I think she’s probably my mum’s age, though I can already see the two women are nothing alike.

Were nothing alike.

She takes a step forward, but when I press myself against the door, she stops. “You’re safe here, you know,” she says.

I can’t help the scowl I give her. She has to know what’s happened and she’s just—

“Safe?” I repeat. My voice comes out high, on the verge of panic. “How can I be safe in a witch’s den?”

The woman tilts her head to one side, and when she takes a step forward this time, she’s not cautious about it. There’s a sharp anger to her movements instead.

“I know you’ve been through a lot, boy, but that’s no excuse to be rude.”

Heat floods my cheeks, but I keep my stubborn chin high. She’s right, even if I’m not going to admit it. Dad was always telling me that. Just because Jasper says something, it doesn’t mean you have to repeat it.

I’d stopped calling the other kids witches—just to rile them up—when Cassian had started coming around. My heart thumps painfully in my chest. He was everything I wanted to be.

Well, except for the part where he was Jasper’s best friend. I guess that’s not true anymore, either.

“You should come in and get warm,” the woman says. She’s closer now, and part of me is alarmed, sure, but I’m just so tired. “When did you last eat?”

I shrug. More than five days ago, for certain. When her hand touches my arm, I flinch, but she tightens her grip, and I don’t pull away.

I’m not sure how she gets me into the back room, but I blink and I’m there, and I blink again and there’s a steaming cup of tea and a plate of toast before me.

I frown down at it before I eye her suspiciously.

She sighs. “You want me to try it, first?”

I can see her more clearly here, and I know I was right about her age. Her light brown hair is tied back, some wisps having escaped, framing round cheeks. Her eyes are tired, though they spark with anger when she looks me over.

I get the feeling it isn’t directed at me. Not entirely.

“No,” I mutter and drink the tea first. I’m careful to go slow; though I’ve been lucky enough to get my hands on water here and there, I know I’ve not had enough.

She watches me intently as I finish the drink and eat the toast with as much meticulous thoughtfulness. Heat crawls up my neck. I’m well-trained. I am. It’s just that training never really covered what to do if your entire family and all your allies are killed, and you’re the only one left, and you—

My stomach rolls and I jump to my feet. She points, and I make it to the toilet a second before everything I’ve just consumed leaves my body again.

I groan, and she appears with a glass of water, her expression sympathetic but not overly so. I decide I like that. I don’t want pity.

“Up you get,” she says and helps me to my feet. “Want to try that again?”

The next time, I keep it down. The witch takes the plate away and washes it in the little sink. I keep my back rigid in the chair, not liking the way my eyes want to fall shut.

“You’re welcome to stay the night here,” she says, her back still to me.

I don’t like that, either. Doesn’t she know I could be a threat?

“I have somewhere to stay,” I lie.

She hums thoughtfully. I hear water drain from the sink and she turns, resting her back against it.

“Well, if you didn’t want to travel all that way to wherever you’re headed…” She smiles faintly. Something haunts her eyes, and I don’t think it has to do with me at all. “I’m Pris, by the way.”

I press my lips together, and she shakes her head. “No, I don’t need your name. But I’m… I’m going to head out. There’s a room upstairs if you did feel inclined to stay the night.”

I glance at the small staircase in the corner of the room. “What’s up there?”

“Storage, mostly,” she replies. “But there’s an airbed, too. I had a feeling I might need it tonight.”

My gaze snaps back to her, and she shakes her head, holding her hands up in front of her. “I’m no seer,” she says, and that haunted look returns. “You just… never know.”

Makes sense, I suppose. There can’t be many witch—magical shops in London. She has to have heard about what’s happened.

Even with as insular as our families were, everyone will know the truth soon.

The mages have wiped each other out.

No.

The fae tricked us into wiping each other out.

She heads for the front of the shop, for the door, and I stand and follow her on clumsy legs. When Pris pauses, I stop, and she looks back at me with a questioning expression.

“I… Thank you,” I manage. The words come out choked and rough, and she nods once.

“I’ll see you in the morning, little mage,” she says before she lets herself out into the night.
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Four years later…

I don’t know what I’m expecting when I bound into Rowan & Hawthorne that evening, but it’s not the worried expression on Pris’ face, or the way she’s pacing circles in the floor of the small back room.

“What’s going on?” I drop my bag on a chair. Any thought of telling her about how my exams have gone flies right out of my mind.

She looks at me sharply, like she’s going to ask, but I shake my head. Magic curls around me, ready to fight against whatever threat has her this worked up.

I never left after that first night. The next morning, I woke up warm and not at all well-rested, and when I came down into the shop, Pris fixed me breakfast without a word. She let me wallow for a week before she demanded my name—just the first—and then dragged me back to her flat to take the spare room.

She’s not my mother, and she won’t ever replace her, but I can’t pretend I’d have done nearly as well without her.

“Someone’s coming.”

My heart leaps into my throat. Jasper?

No, Jasper’s dead. I’m certain of it.

“Who?”

Pris’ expression softens in an instant. “Oh, little mage,” she says, voice fond even when I grumble. “Not for you. You’re not—You’re safe.”

“I’m not worried about me,” I mutter.

“Don’t worry about me, either. We’re fine. I’m just surprised, is all.”

Not just that. I frown and move past her, then flick the kettle on. She paces as I make our tea, and only when I press the mug into her hands does she sit down.

“Tell me what’s going on.”

“Ky—Kieran’s coming.” Pris frowns into her cup.

I raise my eyebrows. “Am I supposed to know who that is?”

“He’s…” She looks past me, into the shop. “I didn’t make this place alone.”

“Yeah. Rowan’s a family name, you said.”

“And Hawthorne was the maiden name of my best friend. Emily.”

There’s a world of pain in that final word.

“Kieran is…”

“Her son.” Pris sighs heavily. When she lifts her mug to take a sip of her tea, her hands are shaking. “I failed him, Sam. All of them. The only reason he’s coming here is because he has nowhere else to go.”

I stare at her for a long moment. Plenty of adults failed me, I’ve come to realise, though for many of them, there really was no other choice. I shouldn’t have ended up running around London at fourteen with my magic half burnt out, and I’m so, so lucky that I ended up someplace safe.

“He’ll be in good hands, then,” I say, and Pris’ eyes flare wide with surprise. “Whatever happened, happened. You’re helping now, right?”

“I don’t even know if he knows he’s coming here.”

I shrug. “We’ll deal with it.” I don’t know what this guy is like, but I’m sure he’s nothing I can’t handle. Not that Pris needs me for that. I just like knowing I can help.

We finish our tea and, when it’s evident we’re not heading back to the flat anytime soon, I start preparing dinner. I’ve been vegetarian for the past year or so, so Pris isn’t surprised when I start making omelettes, though I wonder if Kieran will want one, too.

The bell above the door rings just as I’m heating up the pan, and I take it off the stove, flicking the oven off.

Pris pins me with a look as she rises from her seat. “Stay here.”

As if.

I move over to the door as soon as she’s left the room. The front of the shop is always dimly lit, but still, I make out the two men in there with her.

One is huge, and my magic flares at the sight of him, reacting to the anger in my chest.

Hunter.

No, not just any hunter. I clench my jaw. A fucking fae-blessed one.

He’s holding up the other, though, and when they shift closer, light falls across his face and I realise he’s not much older than me, if he is at all. Of course, he’s taller—most men are—and his shoulders are broad in a way that suggests he’s going to be built like a brick shithouse when he gets more muscle on him.

“Through here,” Pris says, and I move around to the other side of the table as they come into the back room.

Both the hunter and Kieran freeze when they see me.

Pris lets out an annoyed sound. “This is Sam. He’s—”

“He’s a mage,” the hunter says. His eyes are wide, almost like he can’t believe it.

I force the words out of a dry throat. “I know what you are, too.”

Magic shifts around me, begging to be used in a way I haven’t felt in years. Not since…

“You’re scaring him,” Kieran says to the hunter, and my thoughts just—stop.

The hunter’s attention shifts to Kieran, as does Pris’, and they settle him in the chair opposite me. In here, I can see the bruise purpling his jaw and the way his left eye is swollen shut. He’s holding his ribs tenderly, but he doesn’t make a noise as the hunter and Pris help him down, even though I know it’s got to hurt.

“I’ll get—” Pris says and walks back into the shop again. I know there’s nothing in there to help him; not unless she’s planning on doing a spell.

She needs a moment.

I study Kieran, and it takes me a second to realise he’s studying me right back. Something about his presence is almost enough to make me ignore the hunter, and though I should be annoyed that he’s right—the hunter does scare me—I find that I’m not.

“You’re Kieran,” I say, and the corner of his mouth quirks.

“And you’re Sam.”

When I look up, the hunter is still eyeing me with something close to wariness.

Kieran tilts his head back, looking up at him. “You should go check on her.”

“I’m not leaving you here if it’s not safe.”

“You’re the one who insisted on bringing me here.”

“Kieran—”

“Pax.” Kieran sighs. “Check she’s okay. Please?”

The hunter sniffs, scowls, turns on his heel, and leaves the room. Kieran seems alert, even with all his injuries, though I’m pretty sure his energy will crash soon.

I recognise the signs.

“Making dinner?” he asks.

I shrug. “If you like omelettes…”

“Sure.”

Pushing away from the table, I flick the stove on again, all the while aware of Kieran’s eyes on me. It’s not… attraction. I’m very aware that I’m into guys, but even if Kieran is too, it’s not about that.

My magic is trying to tell me something. I just don’t know what it is.

“You going to be in London for a while?” I ask. An idea is forming in my head, and it’s ridiculous, but it’s also making the magic around me resonate, almost hum.

Kieran huffs a laugh. “Yeah, I think so. Not like I have anywhere else to go. You?”

“Eh, same,” I say. The pan is hot, butter melted, so I pour in the eggs, then a generous helping of cheese.

“Why do you ask?”

I poke the eggs around the pan. It’s not going to be my best omelette, but it’ll do.

“I’m living with Pris at the moment, but I figured I might move out soon. Need a flatmate, though.”

When I turn towards him, plated omelette in hand, Kieran eyes me speculatively. I already know he’s human. My magic would sense a wolf, and I’m trained well enough to spot hunters. Fae or fae-blessed, it’s all the same.

No, he’s human.

But when I listen to my magic, sliding the plate in front of him, watching as he grimaces when he leans forward—showing just the tiniest hint of weakness he wouldn’t show before the others—I wonder if he feels the same thing I do.

Connection.

He takes a bite, chews, and nods when he swallows. “Yeah, all right,” he says. “Sounds like a plan.”


Chapter one
Drew
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I breathe in a lungful of heavy air as I step off the bus at Victoria Coach Station. The air here isn’t as fresh as back home, making me wrinkle my nose, but I’m not about to be ungrateful. Being here has to be better than being up there. I can breathe more easily in other ways.

Kieran sent me a text an hour ago to say he’d meet me at the station, but my stomach twists when I consider the fact that I might not recognise him right away. I want to say I’ll know his scent, that we’re sure to look somewhat alike, but he left almost a decade ago and there’s no telling how he’s changed since.

I hitch my backpack up on my shoulders and walk into the building. People sit on the chairs lining one wall, waiting for their friends and family and everyone else, and I scan each face that mills past me, wondering if I might have missed him.

“Drew!”

Oh. There’s no need to worry.

Even if Kieran’s scent hadn’t hit me like a freight train—my wolf, tired as he is, perks up immediately—I know I still would’ve recognised him.

I can’t remember much of our mother. What I have is more a sense of her, a scent, a feeling that lodges in my chest sometimes, occasionally strong enough to choke me.

Kieran looks like her. There’s something in his eyes, a shift in expression that happens when our gazes meet, and I swallow before I raise a hand in greeting.

He faintly smiles back and waves in answer. I weave clumsily through passengers heading out, and when we’re about a foot away from each other, I come to a halt, almost stumbling in my haste.

We pause, just looking each other over. Kieran, he has no wolf. Never has. I haven’t seen him in so long.

But when I look at him, I feel safe.

I force myself to speak when he doesn’t move, his expression unreadable.

“Um. Thanks for that. I don’t know what I’d have done if you—”

The words stick in my throat when Kieran moves and, before I can react, his arms tighten around me, and I’m surrounded by my brother’s scent.

I let out a shuddering breath. I cried enough on the way down here—in the end, I turned my face towards the dark window so no one could see. And yet, tears prickle painfully at the backs of my eyes when I lean into his embrace.

“I’m so sorry I didn’t help you,” he says.

I open my mouth to protest—he’s the entire reason I’ve made it out—but he shakes his head and steps back.

He rubs his hands over his face, eyes suspiciously red when they meet mine again. “I am sorry,” he says. “And I’m glad you’re here.”

Nothing about him tells me he’s not sincere, and my wolf doesn’t want him to move further away. We’re safe with him. Only…

“I’m sorry, too,” I murmur. I lower my eyes, but not before I see Kieran’s frown.

“What? What are you talking about?” He’s not alarmed, just confused.

“What I said—When you left—”

Kieran heaves a sigh, and his scent spikes with realisation. “Drew.” His hand lands heavily on my shoulder. “I know you didn’t mean it. I knew you didn’t mean it back then.”

My whole body trembles, my wolf whining in the back of my head. I know if we were anywhere else, away from prying eyes, I’d have shifted already.

Kieran shifts his weight, and his hand moves to the back of my neck. He squeezes, and I inhale his scent, and some of the ingrained fear leaves my shoulders.

“Okay?” he says.

I meet his eyes. He stares steadily back. “Yeah, okay.”

Kieran lets out an amused huff. “Okay, come on. Nothing to worry about, but there’s some stuff we’ve got to discuss before we go back to mine.”

I nod. Whatever he wants. He doesn’t know how much he’s saved me by letting me come here.

With any luck, he’ll never find out.

So when he squeezes again, then lets go and starts walking, I follow.
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We end up in a cute café I’m sure I’d appreciate more some other time. As it is, I’m exhausted, and the noise and the people overwhelm me, so when Kieran puts his hand on my elbow to lead me over to one corner, I don’t even flinch.

He sits us so I’m facing the door, even though it makes him twitchy to have his back to it. I confirm that I’ll drink coffee and he darts off to order.

In a daze, I look around. I feel almost as though I’ve been knocked on the head too hard, and I’m waiting for my werewolf healing to catch up.

The place isn’t full, but everyone in it is human, at least as far as I can tell. A tingle of magic teases my nose, so faint I can barely smell it at all, and that’s new, too. I know I can sense magic, and I know why, but there wasn’t an abundance of it around when I was growing up.

In a city this large, the faint energy of it is everywhere.

I lean back in my seat as Kieran returns, carefully carrying over two full mugs. He sets mine in front of me and I breathe in the caffeine-laced aroma greedily.

“Hope it’s strong enough,” he says, the corner of his mouth twitching. “You look knackered.”

I stifle the yawn his words provoke and take a hurried sip from my cup. Kieran drinks from his own, but not before he shifts his chair slightly.

The new position gives him a better view of the door. Only in his periphery, but it’s enough to settle the tense line of his shoulders. I chew the inside of my cheek. Is he always this on edge, or is it just because I’m here?

After a moment, he puts down his mug and sighs. “There’s some stuff going on here you’re not going to like.”

Surprised, all I can do is blink at him. I won’t…? I almost want to laugh. As if I have the luxury of choice, and as if I’d be rude enough to—what, judge Kieran’s life—even if I had.

“It’s not up to me,” I say and mean it. “I’m barging into your life.”

“Not barging,” Kieran says with a grimace. “But you’re right, it’s not. So if I tell you everything and you don’t like it, I’ll help you find somewhere else to go where you’ll still be safe.”

His tone is firm but not unkind. I nod. A little hurt flares in my chest, but I tamp it down quickly. I wasn’t the one to drive him out, to truly drive him away, but he still doesn’t owe me anything.

“Pris can help, if it comes to that,” Kieran says. I jolt at her name.

“She’s here, too?”

She’s another shadowy figure, like Mum is, only a little less so because at least I’ve heard more about her, even if I don’t remember her presence much.

“Yeah. Dad drove her out after…” Kieran shakes his head. “I think so, anyway. I told her you were coming.”

I stare at him.

“Is that okay?” he asks.

“Yeah. Yeah, sure.”

“I think she’d like to see you. You know, if you want. When Pax brought me down here, he brought me straight to her, so…” He trails off.

“That’d be nice,” I say.

Kieran’s shoulders have drawn up again, and I wonder, for a second, what his and Pris’ relationship is like. She was our mum’s best friend. She introduced our parents to each other.

And, after everything…

No. We need to stay on track. If nothing else, I want to sleep—I dozed on the coach down, but that was nowhere near good enough.

“Anyway.” I clear my throat. “I assume you’re not involved in human sacrifice or whatever?”

Kieran barks a laugh. “No?”

“Well, I don’t see what’s so scary you think I’d run for the hills rather than stay with you.”

“I’ve got this… boyfriend.”

When Kieran doesn’t speak further, I raise an eyebrow. He stares steadily back, but his ears turn a little pink and I smirk.

“Yeah, and? Turns out I’m not into women, either. That’s not it.”

Kieran snorts. “No, it’s not the boyfriend part. His name’s Lucien. He’s a vampire.”

Oh. My eyes widen, and I glance down at my half-empty coffee cup, trying to hide my reaction. Another wolf would’ve scented my fear—irrational though I know it is—and when I dare to glance up, I know Kieran hasn’t missed it.

“He… is?”

“He is.”

Kieran’s jaw sets and I swallow hard. Part of me admires the fact he’s not jumped to being defensive. He’s giving me a minute. Waiting to see how I react.

He has to know how I managed to leave. Jeremiah gave me Kieran’s number. Kieran left it with him.

A vampire killed our mother. A vampire helped me escape our father. A vampire tried to kill Kieran—would’ve killed me, given the chance—and we were ruthlessly trained to kill them right back.

There’s a vampire out there who Kieran… loves?

I meet his eyes again. Loves. That’s right.

“Yeah, okay,” I say, and my voice doesn’t shake, not even a little. “How long have you two been…?”

Kieran laughs quietly, the sound more relieved than amused. “Only about a month.” He picks up his cup and drains what’s left before he puts it down decisively. His expression is entirely serious when he says, “We’re mates.”

“Vampires have mating bonds, too?” I’ve never heard of that before, and considering how vampire-killing-centric my education has been, I’m surprised it’s a fact I don’t know.

“No.” Kieran’s gaze never wavers. “The bond came from me.”

I rear up, surprise finally getting the better of me, and narrowly avoid smacking the back of my head against the wall. “But you…”

“Yeah, I know. I wasn’t expecting it either, but here we are.”

He doesn’t have a wolf. I scent the air again, and Kieran rolls his eyes when I do. No. I’d be able to tell.

“I didn’t think that was possible.”

“Me neither.” The words are terse, and I feel the sudden urge to bare my throat, to apologise in the most honest way I can.

Instead, I ask, “Does Lucien know?”

“Yep.” Kieran pops the P before he sighs. “He knows.”

“And?”

The faintest pink rises to Kieran’s cheeks. “And he doesn’t mind. He likes it, actually. He likes that it makes us closer, that we can feel each other.”

I nod before I drink the rest of my coffee, mind still spinning, then make sure to set the cup down gently. “Okay. Well, it’s a bit… unexpected, but it’s your life, not mine.” I hesitate, then add, “It’ll be nice to meet him.”

That surprises Kieran, if only for a second, and he looks at me for a beat too long before he speaks. “All right. If you’re sure.”

“I am.”

“I have a flatmate, too. Sam. He’s a mage. I already spoke to him about you staying, so he’s expecting you, but I figured you should know that.”

“Thanks.” That’s not really an issue whichever way I slice it. I have no problem with mages; never have.

“You’ll meet another couple of vampires, too. Adam and Elle. Adam is Lucien’s turn, so he’s around a lot, especially at the mo—” Kieran cuts himself off with a shake of his head. “Anyway. He’s around. Elle, too. She’s Lucien’s friend. They run one of the districts together.”

“Sounds good,” I say, keeping my voice deliberately light. I’m safe here. I know that.

My brain knows it. My wolf knows something too, if the way he’s perked up at those names is any indication. I don’t know what he can sense—I’m still out of sync with myself. Maybe I can fix that here, too.

I rub my hands over my face. I need rest. Every part of me needs to rest.

“Why did you come here, Drew?” Kieran asks and I snap my head up to look at him.

“I needed to get away.” Not a lie. “You know what Dad—what he’s like.”

Not a lie, either.

“Yeah, I do.” Kieran eyes me and there’s something knowing in his gaze. “Same shit or something new?”

I swallow. I could tell him all about Dad, all about the plans he’s cooking up with Hale—plans I’ve thrown a spanner in by running off.

“He’s worse now,” I admit. I swallow hard before I lower my voice. “Please. I don’t wanna go back.”

No lies.

Kieran reaches across the table and takes my hand. “I won’t send you back. Ever. But I need you to tell me one thing, Drew, and I need you to be honest.”

Inside my head, my wolf whines.

“Do you think they’ll find you here?”

No. I have to believe they won’t. Jeremiah and Paxton helped me, and they’re skilled at what they do. No one ever found Kieran, after all.

But Hale is ambitious. He doesn’t like being told no. What Dad promised him, what I promised…

“No,” I say, forcing the word out like I believe it. If I say it enough, I will. “No, they won’t find me here.”


Chapter two
Adam
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I arrive at Lucien’s flat not long after the sun goes down.

I’ve been staying in our district since the attack because it’s marginally closer to Sam and Kieran’s place. It doesn’t mean I’ve seen Lucien much. He’s spent almost every minute with Kieran, and after what happened with Tristan, I get it, but I also feel like I’m missing something.

I knock with a barely audible sigh. Maybe it’s time for me to grow up a little. We spent a lot of time together when he was stuck at the clan house after Nathan’s attack. We’re closer than most sires and turns of our ages, so perhaps I should just spread my wings. Leave.

A soft huff of laughter escapes me before I can stop it. I feel like I’m sixteen all over again, getting ready to leave school, leave home, start my adult life.

Yeah, like that ended well.

Lucien opens the door. The smile he gives me is genuine, making his green eyes crinkle at the corners. The bond between us—the one that marks us as sire and turn—is almost silent even this close, and over the next few years, I’m sure I’ll stop being able to feel it at all.

It will never be truly gone, though, until one of us is. Somehow, that thought is a comfort.

“Come in,” he says, and there’s an edge of nervous excitement to the way he moves that has my eyebrows lifting.

“What’s going on?” I kick my shoes off by the door and, once we’re in the living room, I throw myself into one of the armchairs. Lucien shoots me a mildly irritated look at the way I sprawl over his furniture, but his expression softens when I only grin in reply. “Aren’t you seeing Kieran tonight?”

Elle will be around if I want company. If Lucien doesn’t go, they’ll both be busy. She’s been more than willing to indulge his time with Kieran, but I know there are vampires waiting to speak to Lucien again, and she’s been fielding their enquiries for long enough.

“No,” Lucien says. “Kieran’s brother has arrived.”

I sit up a little straighter. I can’t deny my fascination with Kieran’s brother, even though we’ve never met. For all I know of Kieran, he could have sprung fully formed from the earth, so the idea of meeting his family is exciting.

“Wait. Why aren’t you going over?”

Lucien takes his own seat, primly crossing one leg over the other. “Kieran wants a night to settle him in.”

I search Lucien’s expression for any signs of discomfort with the situation but come up empty. He smiles like he knows just what I’m doing. He probably does. “I am surprised he only wants one night,” he says at last. “As far as I am aware, it has been a long time since they last saw each other.”

“Yeah.” I tap my fingers on the arm of the chair, then tip my head back to stare up at the ceiling. “What d’you think he’s like?”

Will he be serious like Kieran was when we first met? As protective, maybe. That I can imagine.

“I do not know,” Lucien replies. “Truthfully, I have not asked. I did not wish to push Kieran when he was clearly worried. Whatever it is that has brought his brother here, I doubt it is good news.”

I hum my agreement. We’ll find out soon enough. I should get to meet him at some point, right? I might have only been to the flat once since the day after the attack, but the wards haven’t changed, so Kieran must be fine having me around.

Sam told me, anyway, when he raised his wards again later that night, that me, Elle, and Lucien can come and go as we please.

“What are your plans for the evening?” Lucien asks.

I flounder for an answer. Staying here to spend time with Lucien would be nice, but he and Elle will have a lot to get on with, and I don’t really want to get roped into that.

Besides, Tristan died over a week ago, and for all that everyone’s worried there might be someone else pulling the strings, nothing unusual has happened since. I feel like things are beginning to settle.

Sam’s face floats up in my mind and my stomach twists. I need to get him out of my head. It’s not his fault he’s taking up space, but maybe I can find someone else to scratch that itch.

Messing around with him is a terrible idea. I know that. He’s clearly way more powerful than he’s been letting on and, besides, I’m not going to do anything that might affect the happiness Lucien has found.

“Gonna just… head out,” I say, getting to my feet and jerking my thumb over my shoulder in the direction of the front door. “You don’t need me for anything, right?”

Lucien laughs. The sound warms my chest.

There’d been a time when I thought we’d never hear him laugh again.

What I owe Kieran for that… It’s a debt that’s not mine to pay, maybe, but I’ll try all the same.

“I do not, but Elle might,” Lucien says. His eyes glitter. “You should go before she gets here.”

I don’t need telling twice. “Okay, bye!”

Lucien’s next laugh follows me down the hallway and I slip out of his flat and the building quickly. Once I’m on the dark street, I wonder where I might go. Human clubs are fine but not what I’m looking for tonight.

A handful of clubs for supernaturals exist around the city, but I don’t fancy any of the vampire-heavy ones of those, either. Being Lucien’s turn—especially after everything that’s happened recently—makes me recognisable.

I want…

I pull out my phone and order a taxi to take me to Bite. Sure, werewolves run it, and sure, the last time I was there, we all got into a fight with Tristan and then were dragged into a back room, but that’s all water under the bridge. I hope so, anyway. It’d suck to get all that way and then have them not let me in.

When I arrive, the queue is short; the club hasn’t been open for long. I join it and ignore the clearly sceptical look the wolf at the door gives me when I hand over my ID. I don’t recognise him, but my eyes linger appreciatively on his shoulders before they trace over his broad chest.

“Fucking hell,” he mutters. “You’re not here to cause shit tonight, are you?”

“Hmmm?” I drag my eyes up to his and he raises an eyebrow. “No, of course not.”

He’s not quite what I’m looking for tonight, but by the quick once-over he gives me, he’s not entirely out of the question.

“I promise I’ll be good,” I say, batting my lashes dramatically.

His chest puffs up, nostrils flaring as he scents me. I can smell him in turn, that spicy undertone all werewolves have, and my mouth waters.

Okay, maybe he could be a good choice for tonight. Not quite an anonymous fuck, but one I still probably wouldn’t have to deal with after.

“Don’t cause any trouble,” he says and steps aside to let me in.

I grumble but make my way into the club, wondering why he gave up so quickly.

The moment the bass reverberates through my bones, I toss the thought aside.

This is what I need. The club isn’t too busy yet, but there are enough people inside that I have to weave between small groups as I head over to the bar. Bite doesn’t serve the spiked blood some of the vampire clubs are known for, but they have a plain bottle in the fridge, even if the wolf behind the bar wrinkles his nose when I ask for it.

Does he dislike vampires or just the smell of blood? Not my problem. I pay and take my glass, offering the wolf a smile he returns.

Maybe it’s just the smell he doesn’t like.

I move away from the bar and over to one of the tall tables that line this side of the dance floor. They’re usually a place to chat and relax, but tonight they offer a perfect vantage point to scope out my choices. The longer I’m here, the more I think hooking up with someone might be a good idea.

After all, I helped with all that stuff with Tristan, too. Why shouldn’t I get to blow off a little steam?

Once I’ve finished my drink, I wade onto the dance floor, which is now pretty packed. A cute human grinds up on me for a couple of songs before I drift over to a wolf whose possessive hands on my hips tell me he’d hold me down and fuck me just how I need it.

I’m about a second away from asking if he wants to get out of here before I pick up a scent that has me wrinkling my nose.

Magic.

Not just magic.

Sam’s magic.

“Let’s get out of here,” my wolf says, and the way he presses his face against my throat has me tipping my head back with a whine.

I already know I’ll say no. If Sam’s here, I want to see him. I have to see him. My horniness is still riding me hard, but it’s taking a backseat to this new desire.

“Not tonight, handsome,” I reply.

The wolf makes an affronted sound, but I’m already slipping away, heading back towards the tables to get a better view. Music thumps in my ears, the smell of bodies and booze mixing with the undertone of Sam’s magic that I can’t get out of my nose.

It only takes me a second to spot him.

Sam’s on the dance floor, hips swaying in the tightest pair of silver shorts I’ve ever seen on him. Fuck, I think I’m actually drooling as I realise he’s wearing a matching silver corset, the silky shirt underneath unfastened so it spills over his bare chest.

The lights catch his tattoo and I swallow hard. The hunger I had for anyone is gone, a need to get my hands on Sam firmly replacing it, and I don’t know if I want to fuck him until he screams or beg for him to bend me over, but I don’t care.

Someone else moves into view, disrupting the tunnel vision I have. He’s some wolf, not one I’ve spoken to tonight, and he wraps his arm around Sam’s waist, pulling Sam back against him.

I freeze. I wait for Sam to stop, to tell him to leave, but he smiles instead, eyes a little too bright to be sober, and turns into the wolf’s embrace.

Well, fuck.

I shake my head. I’ve missed my chance. It’s probably for the best. I can’t go over there. I can’t—

Except I’m already walking. Before I know it, I’m on the dance floor, making my way through the crowd again, and as Sam tips his head back, grinding against the wolf behind him, I reach them.

The wolf catches my approach and growls, eyes flashing in the dim light.

Sam’s reaction is the exact opposite. His face splits in a huge grin and he twists out of the wolf’s arms, throwing his own around my shoulders. “Adam!” He sways on his feet. I grab his hips to keep him upright. “What’re you doing here?”

Same thing as you, I don’t say. Am I jealous? Maybe. I’m old enough to admit that. But I’m a little worried, too, by the way the wolf is watching us both, and I keep my hands on Sam gentle.

The wolf huffs and turns, disappearing into the crowd.

Sam blinks owlishly after him. His full lips purse into a pout and this close, I can see the sparkle of highlighter on his high cheekbones, the way it brings out the green in his hazel eyes. “Where’s he goin’?” he asks.

“Probably to prey on someone else,” I say, then wince. That’s not fair.

Sam snorts. “We were just dancing.” He looks up at me. “I wasn’t gonna take him anywhere.”

“It’s… It’s okay if you were,” I say, suddenly feeling out of sorts. He doesn’t need my permission. Still, Sam only grins, and yes, he’s slightly drunk, but there’s an uncanny perceptiveness to his expression.

“Do you want to go home?” I ask. My head’s spinning, and I have no excuse for it.

“Nah.” Sam leans in closer, stretching up onto his tiptoes so we’re almost eye to eye. His septum piercing flashes silver in the club lights. “I came here to dance. Dance with me?”

“I—”

“You don’t have to.” He shrugs, but I see the disappointment in his eyes.

I tighten my grip on him. The song changes and we move together, the beat vibrating through us. Sam turns, pressing his back to my chest, and I wrap an arm around his waist, keeping him close. He doesn’t seem to mind. He lets out a breath when my palm lands on his stomach—I’m surprised he can feel it through the corset at all—then laughs and grinds back against my hips.

I hiss out a curse. It’s difficult to resist the urge to push back, to grind against him in turn. I can’t have him. I know better.

Sam spins and looks up at me again. His eyes are big and bright, and they linger on my lips for a moment too long.

“Why’d you come over here?”

“I—What?”

“You saw me. Why’d you come over?”

“I wanted to say hello.”

“Liar,” Sam replies. He goes onto his tiptoes again and I plant my hand on his lower back to keep him steady. His face is flushed, sweat pricking his hairline and sending his artfully tousled blond hair awry.

“Sam…”

“Tell me not to.”

I just have to say no.

The word sticks in my throat.

Sam takes it for the permission it is. He surges up and our mouths brush together. At first, it’s clumsy, but then I tighten my grip, pulling him closer, and he grunts against my lips. Sam licks into my mouth needily, almost frantic with it, and I respond in kind, pulling back only to suck on his lower lip. He tastes like lightning and smoke and something I want to chase, want to own…

Sam groans, rolling his hips against mine, and I tear my mouth away as reality crashes down on me. What am I thinking? Sam’s drunk and I—

He watches me with eyes gone dark, expression unreadable but for the hunger lurking there. I shake my head.

“I should take you home.”

“Yeah. Okay.”

Sam entwines his fingers in mine, and I tell myself I need to hold on tight so I don’t lose him in the press of bodies around us. We don’t speak again until we leave Bite and have walked some way down the street. We can get the bus from here, but I don’t know if he wants to grab a taxi, and when I look back at him, he’s chewing on his lower lip, a contemplative expression on his face.

“What is it?”

“I don’t want to go home.” His fingers tighten around mine for the briefest of seconds before he tugs his hand free. He fishes his phone out of the pocket of his shorts, and I’m genuinely surprised to see it fit. “I can call someone. Don’t worry about it.”

“No, I—Why don’t you want to go home?” Has something happened? Sure, I’ve not known him or Kieran for long, but they seem close.

Sam pulls a face. “Drew’s there now, I guess. I dunno. I didn’t see him before I left. And now I’m…”

Drunk, he doesn’t say, and I don’t react either way. Not that I can say much. It’s why I stopped kissing him.

That and the fact I know taking things further would be a terrible idea.

Still, the words are out of my mouth before I can think twice about them. “You could come back to mine.”

Sam stares at me, and I hear his heart pick up. It runs fast anyway; at least, compared to Kieran’s, who’s the only other human I’ve really spent time around lately.

“What?”

“If you want, I mean. I have a flat in Lucien’s district. You could go back in the morning.”

I don’t add that he’ll be safer with me. Or, at least, I’ll feel better if he is. He has to know, though. Has to be able to read it from my face.

Sam looks at me, then back at his phone. He presses the button on the side and the screen goes dark.

“Sounds like a plan,” he says. “Wouldn’t want to wake them up, anyway.”

I fumble my phone out of my pocket and order a taxi. Sam sticks close to my side—though we don’t touch—the entire ride back, and I can see him beginning to wear out. The big yawn he lets out as we reach the building is a dead giveaway.

He follows me out of the taxi and into the building’s lobby, where the vampire on desk duty looks between the two of us curiously. I put a hand on Sam’s lower back and steer him towards the lift as I try to ignore the heat creeping up my face. I’m old enough that I don’t need to feel embarrassed.

Not that I do. Not that I should.

I press the button for my floor and Sam huffs out a laugh next to me. “You doing okay there?” he asks, voice dripping with amusement.

“Yeah, what? Why?”

“Oh, I just figured…” Sam shoots me a devastating grin. “That vampire definitely thinks we’re gonna fuck, right?”

I choke on air and Sam laughs when I cough. The lift reaches my floor, and the doors open. Heat still prickles the back of my neck and though Sam isn’t laughing as we walk down the hall, I see his grin out of the corner of my eye.

Who am I kidding? We both know I want to. But I’m not about to do anything if Sam’s not stone-cold sober.

Sam follows me into the flat, standing by the door as I flick on the light and kick off my shoes. When I turn to look at him again, he’s chewing his lower lip.

“Adam, maybe I should…”

“You wanna go home?”

“No, but…”

“What is it?”

He lets out a heavy sigh. “I shouldn’t—We’re not—”

“Don’t worry about any of that.” I walk down the hall and into the kitchen, not surprised when Sam doesn’t follow. I get him a glass of water and when I join him in the hall again, he’s removed his boots, at least. He’s even shorter without them, and I want to gather him up and press him against me, but I resist the urge, instead pushing the glass into his hands.

“Look, you need to sleep, right?” I say. “It’s not like you’ll disturb me. You can take my bed and I’ll settle in on the sofa.”

His eyes go wide at that. “Adam, I can’t—”

“You can and you will.” I cross my arms over my chest. “Besides, I’ll probably wake up when you leave and drag myself into the bedroom.”

He takes a sip of water, and I can see his resolve weakening. “You’re sure?”

God, but he’s pretty when he looks up at me like that. I’ve never seen him unsure before, and it hits me like a punch in the gut, different to the want I’ve recently been feeling around him. As much as I like Sam’s ability to be in charge and boss people—mostly me—around, I like that I might be able to help him, to take care of him in some small way.

“I’m sure,” I say and mean it.

He searches my face for a moment. I don’t know what he’s looking for, but he seems to find it.

“Thanks. I’ll stay.”


Chapter three
Sam
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He’s on his knees before me, but there’s still something so self-assured about his expression. Dark eyes never waver as magic buzzes into my hands—and he can feel it. I know he can, but he doesn’t move to pull any into himself.

It crashes through me, a tidal wave of power, and I don’t know where I end and it begins, but that doesn’t matter.

My parents are dead because of him.

I’m not going to kill him. I want to, but my mother taught me how to bind, how to weave a net around another’s power, knot it so tight he’ll never be able to hurt anyone again.

Only…

Only he does reach for it. Only it’s all too much. Only there’s a sound behind me, a surge of someone else’s power, and he panics, and I panic, and the magic pours into him, a veritable flood that turns scorching as it burns and burns and burn—

I wake with a start, a cry sticking in my throat. My head is thumping, tongue fuzzy, and the room spins when I groan and roll over.

That’s when I notice I’m definitely not in my bed, though I appear to be, thankfully, alone.

I squeeze my eyes tight before I force them open. It doesn’t help. I’m still shaking, and the room is pitch black. I force myself to sit up, fumbling around until I switch on a lamp that’s sitting on the bedside table.

Nope. I don’t recognise this room, and my heart—already racing—speeds up when I see the window is shuttered closed from the outside. Magic swirls around me, sensing my panic and pushing at my skin. I am…

Ah. I feel a familiar energy, a vampire energy, and let out a sigh, sinking back into the bed again.

Adam. The night before comes back to me all at once, though it does nothing to shake the cold feeling of the nightmare I just awoke from. Still, my cheeks heat at the thought that Adam is sleeping out in the living room like he promised, when he could’ve slept in here.

I wouldn’t have complained. Hell, last night I’d probably have tried for more.

I shake my head, catching sight of a full glass of water on the bedside table nearest to the door. Painkillers sit next to it and something about the two objects makes me swallow hard. I didn’t bring them in here, which means Adam left them, and I don’t remember him doing that, which means I was asleep, and my magic didn’t wake me, which means…

“Fuck,” I mutter and shuffle across the bed. I fumble two of the painkillers out, taking them with a greedy drink before I drain the entire glass, and wait for the initial discomfort of my thumping head to subside.

I don’t like that my nightmares are back, but there’s not much to be done about them. They’ve been lurking ever since I realised who Nora probably was, but I’ve only really been experiencing them since her capture—though not that first night, thank the gods. I think I was too wiped out to dream at all.

There’s no point in dwelling on them. It’s not as if I don’t know why they’re happening. Fear. Guilt.

I think instead of the day before. Kieran told me Drew was coming, so I went to let Pris know and then to see Ophelia and Dante, to give Kieran and Drew space in the flat.

That’s not all of it, of course. I’d been the one to suggest we get a few drinks, and when they’d decided to call it a night, I’d been the one to go to Bite, alone. I’d been dancing with some hot, rough-around-the-edges wolf, and Adam arrived.

We danced.

We kissed.

I press my fingers to my lips as if I’ll somehow still be able to feel the phantom touch of him this morning. I wasn’t too drunk last night, but the memory is fuzzy, and part of me is furious at myself for that. Our first kiss, and I can’t fully recall it.

Without the drinks, though, I know I’d never have crossed that line.

Enough. I need to stop feeling sorry for myself and go home. I’ll meet Drew, and Adam and I will go back to whatever we were before.

I use the attached bathroom, grateful for the new toothbrush obviously set out for me, then dress quickly, wrinkling my nose at the fact that I’m putting on clothes I wore out last night. The corset is fiddly, my fingers clumsy as I deal with the last of my hangover, but when I check my reflection, I at least look somewhat presentable.

Sucks having to do a walk of shame without even having the fun that should precede it.

Moving out into the living room, I see it’s not pitch black in here. The shutters are down—I’m willing to bet they cover the entire building when the sun starts to rise—but Adam’s left a light on next to the sofa.

I pause when I reach him. He’s fast asleep, face lax and peaceful, and I take a moment just to look my fill.

When I saw him dancing with Kieran the night we met, something drew me to him. I bite the inside of my cheek. Was that how Tristan managed to get past us all? I can’t dwell on it. Besides, how was I supposed to resist? He’s not smiling now, but my chest warms anyway as I trace the scattering of freckles over his nose and the soft curve of his cheek.

I want to kiss him again. Want to wake him with kisses, move my hands over him like I have every right to touch. I think he’d let me take charge, let me take care of him the way I so desperately want to, but I can’t see how it would end well.

There’s no chance I can tell him who I am. What I’ve done. I know Lucien is older and likely has a chequered past, but that’s Kieran’s problem, not mine. Adam is young, for a vampire, and I get the feeling he’s just as good as I think he is.

I’m not. My heart clenches at how vulnerable he is, sleeping out here with me only a closed door away. He shouldn’t trust me like this. Those shutters are secured, but not against magic, and it would be all too easy for me to force them open, to let the sun in and—

I bend down and brush my lips over his forehead before I can follow that thought to its inevitable, terrible conclusion. His skin is cool to the touch, and he doesn’t move.

So much for him going to bed when I leave.

I don’t wake him, instead leaving the flat and the building behind. When I’m halfway back to mine, I send him a text; maybe that will rouse him enough to move him off the too-short sofa and into his admittedly very comfortable bed.

Thanks for last night. All of it.




The walk clears my head, a biting morning wind chasing away the final remnants of my hangover. I get more than a few looks for what I’m wearing, but they’re all more knowing than judgemental, and I can’t blame anyone for that.

It’s just before eleven when I make it back to our building. I let myself in and pause outside the door to our flat, listening for a moment. Kieran’s and my sleeping schedules are fucked to all hell after the past few weeks, but that doesn’t mean his brother won’t be pottering around already, and as much as I didn’t want to meet him when I was two sheets to the wind last night, I can’t see how this would be a better first impression.

I can’t hear anything. Maybe they’re both still asleep? If so, one of them will be in the living room—probably Kieran—but I think I can sneak past.

Reaching for the magic flowing around me, I can’t help the smile that tugs at my lips as it settles over my form. It’s not like I’ve ever stopped using magic, not completely. I don’t think I could. It’s just that things like the wards don’t stretch me all that much. I’ve been hiding my true self for so long that I’ve not been trying.

I pull a face. And that came back to bite us all in the arse, didn’t it?

I unlock the door almost silently, holding my breath despite my magical shield as I step inside. The curtains are drawn, but light creeps in around the edges, and I make out the outline of a large man lying on the sofa.

That has to be him. Drew.

I close the door and lock it before I carefully remove my boots, placing them by the haphazard pile of Kieran’s and my shoes. Padding across the living room, I pause next to the sofa, letting my eyes roam over Drew.

Kieran’s a big guy—which isn’t saying much, since just about everyone is bigger than me—but Drew is something else entirely. I smile as I imagine the argument he and Kieran probably had last night about Drew taking the sofa. He looks like he might tip off it if he moves at all.

They look alike, though. They share the same high cheekbones and square jaw, but Drew’s lips are a little fuller, his brow smooth as he snores lightly. His lashes are long and dark, resting against his skin but not fully hiding the dark smudges under his eyes.

I wonder what colour his eyes are. Does he wear the same perpetually concerned frown that Kieran does?

Hopefully not. Drew moves slightly, the duvet covering him slipping down to reveal his chest. He’s wearing a T-shirt, but I can still see the way the fabric stretches over his shoulders and pecs, and heat pools in my belly.

Fuck. Something distracts me, though, the magic at my fingertips twisting around to reach out for Drew’s. Wolf. I glance at Kieran’s bedroom door. He has to know we’ll work it out. It’s not like it takes a genius. I’ve never felt the pull of a wolf from Kieran, but I know humans don’t heal the way he does, don’t poison vampires the way he has.

I shake my head. All this does is confirm what I already thought I knew. I stalk away from the sofa, crossing into my room. Between Adam last night and Drew right now, I need to get my head on straight.

I snatch up some clothes and walk into the bathroom, still using magic to shield myself and the noise I make while I’m in there. I don’t want to wake Drew, not with how tired I imagine he is, and I need the time, the space.

The shower helps in that it washes the club off me, but my thoughts still spin as I dress and rub most of the water out of my hair. I swipe condensation off the mirror and study myself for a moment. Without the makeup I was wearing last night, I look younger, and despite the sleep I got, my hazel eyes are dull and tired. I slap on moisturiser, resolving to go through an actual skincare routine later tonight, then throw my dirty clothes into the wash basket before I open the door, a cloud of steam billowing out into the living room behind me.

When I see Drew is sitting up, the curtains partially open behind him, I jerk to a stop, pulling the towel away from my head. Damp strands of dark blond hair fall in my eyes, and I push them back in irritation.

Drew’s eyes are wide and run over me like my presence surprises him. He’s even prettier awake, and his eyes are so dark they seem black.

Did Kieran not tell him about me? Or was he expecting something else?

“Hey,” I say when I realise I’ve been standing there gawking for far too long. “I don’t know if Kieran told you about me. I’m Sam.”

Drew sits up straighter. When he pushes the duvet aside and stands, I see he’s only wearing boxers with his tight T-shirt, and I force my eyes up. That means I see the softness of his belly and the way his muscles shift as he moves, which doesn’t really help.

Fuck, but he’s tall, too. I swallow hard, tipping my head back as Drew approaches and sticks out his hand.

How polite.

I want to climb him like a tree.

I shake his hand, subtly moving the towel I’m holding in the other, so it drapes over the front of my hips.

“I’m Drew.”

His handshake belies his size; it’s terribly gentle, as though he’s afraid he might break me. He’ll learn I’m tougher than that. I smile in return, though it’s little more than a twist of my lips. “Well, I’m glad. I’d have been worried if you said you were someone else.”

Drew takes a step back when he lets go, shooting a worried look between me and the door to Kieran’s room. “Kieran told you about me?”

“He told me you were coming.” Trusting that I’ve got things under control, I rub the towel over my hair again, temporarily hiding Drew from view. “I should let you get cleaned up.”

“I didn’t hear you come in.”

I blink at the non sequitur and move the towel, looking up at him. “What?”

Drew flushes, a pretty pink flooding his cheeks as he drops his eyes. I swallow hard, cock stirring in my shorts again. Well, shit.

“Sorry, I just didn’t expect—I thought I would hear you come in.”

I tilt my head to one side. Sudden anger flares inside me, but it’s all aimed at Kieran. He should’ve told me. Then panic wouldn’t be filling Drew’s gaze, like he’s already let too much slip.

It’s not his fault his brother’s keeping a secret.

“I’m quiet on my feet,” I say with a shrug, keeping my voice even. Drew’s shoulders loosen slightly. “And I didn’t want to disturb you after I was out all night. It’s a lot, coming to London for the first time. Must’ve been a big day yesterday.”

“Yeah,” Drew says. Relief soaks his voice and I smile again. Has Kieran told Drew I can do magic? “Yeah, I guess that was it.”

The door to Kieran’s room opens and he steps out mid-yawn, rubbing a hand over the back of his neck. He blinks blearily at the two of us and I snort a laugh.

“Drew, Sam. Sam, Drew,” he mutters, waving a hand as he walks past us and towards the kitchen.

I sling the towel around my shoulders and follow, pausing at the other side of the counter.

Behind me, Drew makes a choked sound, and I can’t help my grin.

Oh, I’m not the only one looking.

Kieran looks at him sharply, then rolls his eyes. “Which ones today?”

I laugh and turn so Kieran can see how now, a rat? written across the arse of my shorts. He lets out a long-suffering sigh and I turn back to him with a shrug.

“And here you are complaining when I take your hoodies! I can’t win with you.”

Kieran huffs before he clatters around the kitchen, grabbing three mugs and flicking the kettle on.

“That’s a thought,” he says. “Watch out for your clothes, Drew. If Sam gets cold, he’ll nick them.”

I look back, only to see that Drew is bright red and looking anywhere but at me. I bite my lip to keep in the laugh that threatens to bubble up.

“So how was last night?” Kieran says as he starts making us tea.

My good mood doesn’t entirely vanish, but it’s definitely dampened.

“Fine.”

Kieran snorts. “You didn’t come home.”

“Like I said, it was fine.”

I’m not getting into it. It’s one thing that I kissed Adam, what with Adam being Lucien’s turn and Lucien being Kieran’s… I don’t know. Boyfriend, I guess, though it feels like more than that.

I have no doubt that Kieran will know I stayed over at Adam’s soon. It’s not really an issue—even if something had happened between us, it’s not like it’s Kieran’s business.

It’s just… All of it. I kissed Adam, even if Kieran doesn’t know it. Kieran might be human, but his brother certainly isn’t, and that means I think Kieran isn’t either and has been hiding it from us. Plus, I can’t stop thinking about how fucking pretty Drew is, even though it’s so clear he’s running from something, I could scream.

I really need to take a good, hard look at myself.

Maybe tomorrow.

“Hmm, I bet,” Kieran says. He passes me my tea with the smug look of someone who’s now getting laid regularly, though maybe that one’s just my imagination.

“Dickhead,” I mutter into my cup.

Kieran laughs. He pushes another mug into Drew’s hands, then breezes past him to throw himself onto the sofa.

Drew looks between the two of us, big doe eyes still wide.

I groan in the safety of my head. What am I going to do about this?


Chapter four
Drew
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I can barely tear my eyes from Sam before he finally retreats into his bedroom.

It’s not just how hot he is—though I can admit I wasn’t expecting that.

Why didn’t I hear him come in?

I’ve been on edge for months. I’ve hardly slept through the night since Hale arrived to start negotiating with Dad. And, even as exhausted as I was yesterday, I still didn’t sleep well, not being in a new place like this.

It’s impossible that I didn’t hear the door open. That I didn’t hear—or smell—him come in and take a shower.

“Drew?” I drag my attention from Sam’s closed door and back to Kieran. He’s sprawled across the sofa, watching me speculatively. “You okay?”

I rub a hand over my face, offering him what I hope is a genuine smile. “Just wasn’t expecting him to be here when I woke up. Not that—I know he lives here, I just—”

Kieran takes a drink of his tea. “No worries,” he says easily. He sets the cup down and shifts up on the sofa. “Come sit.”

I do, tentatively, trying to read his mood as I settle. He hasn’t woken up this morning and decided I need to go, has he? Does he know about Hale? I should’ve told him—

Kieran curls his fingers around my wrist, squeezing tight. “Breathe, Drew. We just need to talk something through.”

“What is it?”

“I’m planning to invite Lucien over this evening.”

Oh. “Okay, I can—I can clear out—” They’ll need privacy, and I can find somewhere for one night.

“Listen.” Kieran’s voice resonates in a different way than our father’s. Though the grip he has on my wrist is firm, it never tightens to the point of pain. All my attention is on him, and I nod.

“I’m listening.”

“I’m inviting Lucien over because I want the two of you to meet. But I’m inviting Adam and Elle with him. Adam’s a good tracker and they need to know what you—what we are.”

I swallow hard. I can’t help the way fear twists in my belly, suddenly making it hard to breathe again.

Never trust a vampire, son. They’ll tear your throat out as soon as they look at you.

No. I know better than that. Jeremiah never hurt me.

Kieran squeezes my wrist before he lets go. Understanding reflects in his eyes, and there’s a sympathetic set to his mouth.

“He’s still pushing that, huh?”

I shrug. I sit back but don’t retreat fully. I don’t want him to see the way my hands are trembling.

“Yeah.”

“You know you’re safe here.”

“No, I know,” I say. “I trust you.”

Kieran’s eyes widen. I can’t explain it, and it makes little sense, but I do. Something settled in me the moment I finally laid eyes on Kieran again, and despite everything I’ve been taught, I know I’ll be safe meeting them.

If nothing else, Lucien is Kieran’s mate. That’s important. If he were in a pack, it’d be cause for celebration. That Kieran has found his, even though he has no wolf, and that his mate’s a vampire? I know what Dad would think, but to me, it’s nothing less than a miracle.

“I want to meet them all,” I say and force myself to meet Kieran’s gaze. “I do.”

Kieran studies my face for a moment. “Okay. If you’re uncomfortable at all, let me know. They’re part of my life, Drew, but you are as well.”

He squeezes my arm again and I nod. “Is there anything else I need to know? About living here, I mean.”

Kieran pulls a face and scrubs a hand through the hair on the back of his head. Memories rise, unbidden, and I know he’s about to say something he doesn’t want to, like every time he’d had to share a toy with me when we were kids.

I smile despite myself.

“So it might be best if you stay inside today. I don’t know what the etiquette is, you being here. I think—” He lowers his voice, eyeing Sam’s closed door for a second. “I think we’re supposed to go see Alpha Deacon, but obviously I didn’t do that when I got here, and I’m not sure how we go about it.”

My smile slides away, a frown replacing it. “Doesn’t anyone know where you’re from?”

“Lucien does,” Kieran says. He grimaces. “The bond was kind of a giveaway. Pris, obviously. Sam, maybe. I haven’t told anyone else. Everyone I work with is human, so they don’t know about any of it anyway.”

“And how do the vampires here feel about wolves?” I ask, voice trembling.

Panic tightens my chest, but Kieran budges up the sofa and puts one hand firmly on the nape of my neck before he presses his forehead to my cheek.

“Breathe,” he murmurs, and between his voice and his scent and his touch, I feel grounded in a way I haven’t in months. “It’ll be okay.”

“Liar.”

Kieran snorts. “I am not. I won’t let anything happen to you and neither will Lucien, okay? The worst that’s going to happen is people will be mad at me for not telling them the truth, which is fair. And it’s hardly the worst thing I’ve done recently.”

I look at him out of the corner of my eye. “What was worse?”

He sighs and leans back but doesn’t let go of my neck. I’m grateful for that, even if he doesn’t know it.

“Let’s leave that one for another day, yeah? There’s enough on right now as it is.”

I chew my lip, but I don’t want to push, not right now. “Yeah. Okay.”

An alarm sounds just as Kieran opens his mouth, and he bites back whatever he’s about to say, swearing instead. “I’ve gotta go to work.”

“I’ll be okay here,” I say quickly. “I won’t go outside, like you said.”

Kieran runs a hand over his face. “That sounds like I’m locking you up. Look, I’ll—I can take the day off, and—”

“No, it’s fine. Go to work. I’ll probably take another nap anyway.” And worry myself stupid about meeting three vampires later—including the love of your life. No big deal.

“I really should go,” he admits, shoulders slumping. “I took time off recently, but… Only if you’re sure.”

I square my shoulders, making my expression as serious as I can. “I am. I’ll just… I dunno, watch TV.”

Kieran nods again, clapping me on the shoulder before he heads to his bedroom to get ready. I find myself at a loss for the first time in years. In the pack, there’s always something to be done. That doesn’t mean we never sneaked away for downtime—Quinn and I used to pretty regularly—but even that felt… purposeful.

Now, the rest of the day stretches ahead of me, empty and distant.

I take my clothes into the bathroom to get showered and dressed, and by the time I re-emerge, Kieran’s putting his shoes on by the door.

“It’s an overtime shift, so I’ll be back just after eight,” he says. “I’ll bring us something for dinner, too, so don’t worry about that. If you want anything, text me. I’ll pick it up when I’m done.”

“Okay.” We talked about his life at some length the night before, and I know he works two jobs. I probably need to find one too, don’t I?

I frown. And how am I gonna do that? It’s not like I have any qualifications.

When I look up, Kieran is studying me again. I don’t ever remember him being so observant, but he must have been—I just never noticed. I expect him to tell me not to worry, or not to leave, but instead, he watches me a moment longer before he speaks.

“It’s a lot,” he says, “to get used to. I know it is. But if I managed it, I sure as shit know you can.”

I swallow. “I can’t—I mean, how do you know that?”

“You put up with everything for way longer than I ever managed to,” he says easily, even as I flinch. “And we’ll help you, you know. Whatever you need.”

“Yeah. Thanks.”

“Okay.” He raises a hand in farewell before he leaves, shutting the door firmly behind him.

I turn to look at the sofa, at the backpack on the floor with the handful of belongings I’d known I could safely carry.

He’s wrong. I don’t know that I’ll get used to it. My leaving—I waited too long. The whole time, I knew I should’ve done something, but I waited around uselessly until it affected me.

I bite back a sound that threatens to rise up in my throat—I don’t know if it will emerge as a whimper or a scream—and sit on the sofa, reaching forward for the TV remote on the low coffee table.

My wolf paces, though he seems less restless than me. More… impatient.

I need to not think, and since leaving the flat is out of the question, I need something else to distract me.

With a sigh, I turn on the TV and flick through the channels, stopping only when a familiar refrain plays through the speakers.

Pride and Prejudice.

I throw a guilty glance at Sam’s door. I don’t care all that much if he judges me for watching it, but maybe I should clear out of the living room? Give him some space?

I shake my head. I’ll go if he asks. I let out another heavy sigh and settle back in the cushions, quickly becoming engrossed in the story again.
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Sam joins me about an hour later. He says nothing as he curls up in one of the armchairs with his tablet and a sketchbook, and though his glance at the TV is amused, there’s nothing hurtful about it.

We’re watching the miniseries—my favourite. Well, I am, at least. Sam frowns at his tablet, letting out a frustrated sound before he puts it aside.

“I can turn it off if you want.”

Sam looks between me and the TV again. All the frustration bleeds from his features as he smiles. “No, leave it on.”

He opens his sketchbook instead, tapping his pencil against his lips before he begins to draw. I can smell the undercurrent of his magic now that I know what I’m looking for, even though he isn’t using it right now.

It’s a smoky, spicy scent. I want to breathe in deeper, inhale it until I can’t smell anything else, but that’s rude.

“You watching your show, or are you watching me?”

I meet Sam’s eyes for a split second before I flush and jerk my eyes back to the screen. “Sorry.”

What am I doing? If I don’t get it together, Kieran and Sam won’t let me stay here, and then what am I supposed to do? Go back home?

Absolutely not.

On screen, Elizabeth is being rightfully waspish in the face of Darcy’s unexpected proposal, but I don’t hear the words past the rushing in my ears. When I sneak a look at Sam again, his eyes dart away from mine and back down to his page.

What is he drawing? The room? The show?

Me?

My thoughts circle, beginning to spiral, and I jump when I realise Sam is now standing over me, hand hovering like he’s about to reach out.

“Are you okay?”

“Y-Yeah, I—”

Sam leans forward and his hand lands on my shoulder, squeezing gently. I want to arch into even that little touch, can feel a whine building in the back of my throat, but I force myself to stay still, every muscle tensing.

My wolf rolls over to show its belly, and Sam’s eyes glitter like he somehow knows that.

“You don’t have to worry so much, y’know,” Sam says, then laughs softly. It’s like he’s laughing at himself. “Not that that helps. But Kieran’s not going to throw you out on the street or anything like that. And Lucien’s gonna love you. The shit he lets Kieran get away with…”

“Kieran said they’ve not been together that long.”

Sam shrugs and drops onto the sofa next to me. Our sides touch. I exhale a shaky breath.

As soon as Dad struck his deal, I did my best to withdraw from the others, pulling back even more once Hale arrived. It was obvious he’d take any so-called indiscretions on my part out on the other wolves.

We’re tactile creatures, though.

Even Quinn commented on how distant I seemed before I left.

That hug I shared with Paxton was the first time I’d intentionally touched anyone in months.

“Yeah, it’s only been a few weeks,” Sam continues, unaware of my internal plight. “But from what I can tell, mating bonds work fast, right?”

I nod before I catch myself, all the colour draining from my face. My heart thuds against my ribs, mouth gone dry with terror. Sam’s grin, while bright, is now a little sly.

“You know—”

“He thinks no one’s figured it out,” Sam says, nodding. “Which is why I’m not going to burst his bubble. Besides, I can’t wait to watch him squirm tonight.”

“How long have you known?”

A shadow crosses Sam’s face. “I only knew for sure recently, but I’ve known for a while that he’s… different. I get why he kept it to himself. Pretty sure Elle has a good idea of what’s going on. Adam—”

Sam flushes, just a little, and I catch the faintest hint of desire coming off him. Kieran hasn’t told me much about Adam beyond him being Lucien’s turn, which I know makes Adam important to both of them. Sam clears his throat, apparently flustered.

Ah.

There’s no point in being disappointed, but I can’t help the feeling. Sam’s hot, and he smells amazing, and he’s going out of his way to be kind…

But I’ve known him for all of ten minutes, really.

I smile, and he smiles back.

“What’re you—What were you doing on your tablet?”

“Oh. Work.” Sam shrugs. “I’m a graphic designer. Got stuck on something, though, and the sketching—It helps me work through the blocks.”

“That’s cool.”

“I mostly work online. Commissions and stuff. It’s why I’m in the flat so much.” He nudges me with his shoulder. “We’ll be seeing a lot of each other, I bet.”

“Yeah, seems like it.”

Oh, I’m totally done for.


Chapter five
Adam
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Lucien smooths his hair down for what has to be the fifth time since I arrived in the lobby ten minutes ago, and I exchange an amused look with Elle.

“It’ll be fine, you know,” she says after a moment.

Lucien sighs. We’re waiting for a car to pick us up and take us to Kieran’s flat, where we’ll meet his brother for the first time.

Lucien’s clearly nervous. I can’t get a read on Elle, but I know she was surprised when Lucien told her she was invited too, especially when he made it clear Kieran specifically asked for her to be there.

As for me? I feel… expectant. Like there’s something waiting for me.

Unsettled by it, too.

Between all that and having no idea what Kieran’s brother will be like, I’m more than a little restless myself.

Plus, there’s something else going on. I might not have known Lucien as long as Elle has, but half a century is still a long time. There’s something he wants to tell us, but he can’t.

Maybe Elle knows, though. She seems entirely at ease, which is saying something, considering how fidgety both Lucien and I are.

Lucien looks at me, eyes sharp. Yeah, after all this time, he can read me just as well as I read him.

“You do want to come along, yes?”

I nod quickly. It feels less like a want than a need, but I’m not sure how to voice that.

I’m not just caught up in thoughts of Kieran and his family and whatever might be waiting for me there. No. I’ve been feeling out of sorts for not seeing Sam all day, too. I knew he was gone when I woke, and the text thanking me for looking out for him was nice, but he didn’t mention our kiss.

I scoff at myself internally. One kiss—half-drunk on his part—and I’m acting like no one’s ever touched me before.

“I’m coming,” I say, trying to push my thoughts aside. “Wouldn’t want to miss out on getting to know anyone who has dirt on what Kieran was like as a kid.”

Is it the wrong thing to say? Lucien pulls a face, but Elle snorts, shaking her head.

“The car’s here,” she says. “Let’s go.”

The closer we get to Kieran and Sam’s flat, the tenser Lucien becomes, though the trip itself is uneventful. Elle murmurs into his ear as we pull up, the words too low for even me to hear. He nods, looking a little calmer.

I catch a whiff of… something as we step out onto the street, but it’s gone before I can really focus on it. Sam’s magic burns too brightly from the wards, anyway. He must have juiced them up again in the past week—I feel as though I can almost see them now, a criss-cross of power covering the entire building and a few feet beyond.

Lucien herds us up the path, ushering the two of us into the building ahead of him. I frown again once I’m inside, wrinkling my nose. Again, Sam’s magic is heavier, but that undertone—

Elle clears her throat, and Lucien’s hand brushes my arm as he passes me by. I follow them both up the stairs and the scent becomes stronger and stronger the closer we get to the flat.

“Um,” I say eloquently, hanging back a little. We’re almost at Kieran’s floor, and even though I’m the strongest tracker of the three of us, there’s no chance Lucien and Elle can’t smell this. “There’s a wolf here.”

Elle stifles what sounds like a laugh. Lucien lets out a terribly put-upon sigh. I look up at them both, standing on the landing as they are, and cross my arms over my chest with a frown.

“I’m missing something.”

“Yeah, you’re missing your sire being an absolute arse,” Elle says. “Keep moving. We’ve got you.”

They do. I know neither Lucien nor Elle will ever deliberately let anything happen to me, though the worry in my chest doesn’t completely go away. I follow them both up another flight of stairs and then down the hall, where the wolf’s scent is getting more intense.

Does Kieran have someone else in there with him? I scowl, gums itching as my fangs beg to be free. It doesn’t make sense. Kieran’s always seemed uncomfortable around werewolves. Why would he allow one around his brother if he wants to protect him so much?

We pause at the door, and I tilt my head to listen. I can hear three heartbeats in the flat beyond.

Kieran’s is easy to pick out, strong and steady as it is. Sam’s flutters like a hummingbird’s at times, but it is calm now, picking up only slightly at Lucien’s knock.

The other resonates. There’s no other way to describe it. I fall into the sound of it, into the way it thumps evenly like Kieran’s always does. Something inside me claws with the desire to set eyes on the creature that heartbeat belongs to. It’s important. They are important.

Footsteps approach the door, and I blink, coming back to myself.

Wait…

Kieran opens the door, smiling brightly up at Lucien at the same time as I blurt, “He’s a wolf?”

Kieran’s smile drops. The heartbeat I’ve never sensed before this moment—Kieran’s brother’s—skyrockets. Elle shoots me a fond, if exasperated, look.

“Adam,” Lucien mutters. He pinches the bridge of his nose.

Kieran glances over his shoulder, back into the flat, then looks at me again. His mouth is set in a thin line, eyes flinty. “That a problem?”

I know I don’t have to be scared of Kieran. I know it. Kieran loves Lucien and Lucien would never let anything happen to me, and I suspect Kieran’s taken on some of that responsibility too when nobody’s been looking.

Still. That expression. I fight back a shiver, dropping my eyes. “No,” I mutter at the floor. “Of course not, I just—”

No. That’s not all.

“Wait, but that means—”

“Gods above, let him in before he announces to all the bloody neighbours what’s going on,” Sam calls from inside. There’s a laugh in his voice and Kieran grumbles a little before he steps back.

“Yeah, fine. Get in here.”

We all file past—Lucien first, then me, with Elle bringing up the rear. The door closes and only then do I look up again from where I’ve fixed my eyes on my shoes.

I lock eyes with Sam first. He’s perched on the arm of the sofa, bare feet tucked under a cushion. He’s wearing a hoodie I’m certain is Kieran’s, but his legs are bare too and the sight of all that smooth skin makes my mouth water. He smiles at me, the tips of his ears turning pink and his heart beating a little faster before his gaze flicks between the three of us.

I tear my eyes away—no good can come of that right now—and take in the stranger in the room.

Drew sits in the centre of the sofa, staring up at us all with trepidation clearly written across his face. My first thought is that even sitting down, he’s huge, black T-shirt straining tight across his massive shoulders. But he’s hunched down, like he’s trying to make himself smaller, and he won’t meet anyone’s eyes.

How tall will he be when he stands? Taller than Kieran, for sure. Taller than me or Lucien, too?

“Everyone, this is my brother, Drew,” Kieran says. His tone aims for nonchalant, but there’s an edge to it. “Drew, this is Elle, Adam, and Lucien.”

Drew’s eyes shoot to Lucien first, widening a little like he’s surprised. He all but leaps to his feet, stumbling a little in his haste. I swallow when he sticks out a hand in Lucien’s direction, his expression absolutely earnest.

Holy fuck, he’s adorable.

“It’s really good to meet you,” Drew says. His voice is a low rumble, and it’s not only my heart that skips a beat to hear it. I eye Sam for a second.

Lucien shakes Drew’s hand firmly, his smile as kind and indulgent as it was the night he turned me. “It is a pleasure to meet you as well. Kieran has told me a little of you, but I hope we can get to know each other better.”

Drew’s surprised expression shifts to aim at Kieran, as though he expected Kieran to never have mentioned him at all. Not that he’s wrong—but I’m starting to get that it’s nothing personal.

Kieran shrugs, dropping onto the sofa. “I don’t know what you’re all standing around for,” he mutters.

Elle takes one of the chairs and Lucien the other, closest to Kieran. I hesitate, Drew and I the only ones standing, but then Elle pats the arm of the chair she’s sitting in. “Get over here.”

I do as I’m told. Drew sits back down a little stiffly, and I watch the way Sam nudges his foot closer until his toes touch Drew’s thigh. The moment they connect, some of the tension bleeds out of Drew’s frame.

I don’t think anyone else has noticed. Elle’s shrewd gaze is focused solely on Kieran.

“I guess I owe you all an explanation,” Kieran says.

He looks between Sam, Elle, and I, and I realise that whatever he’s about to say, Lucien already knows.

Elle shrugs. “I don’t know that you owe us your past,” she says, sounding almost pained. “We can kind of work out some of it from this whole situation.”

She waves a hand, encompassing all of Drew in the gesture. He shrinks back a little on the sofa. I look over at Lucien.

“You knew.”

The look Lucien gives me is pained, and Kieran is quick to jump to his defence. “I asked him to keep it a secret. I didn’t want to talk about where I’m from. Where we’re from.”

Drew stares down at his hands. I nod. I get it, really, and it’s not like I had no idea at all. Even I know vampires don’t just die from feeding on regular humans.

We’d have a real problem on our hands if that were the case.

“Elle’s right,” I say finally. “You don’t have to tell us anything.”

Sam snorts. “Well, I want some details,” he says haughtily, crossing his arms over his chest. Drew tips his head to one side, sending him a cautious, questioning look, and Sam winks at him before he turns his attention back to Kieran. “Start talking.”

Kieran pulls a face, but there’s a hint of amusement in his expression. “Yeah, okay. So I guess you’ve all figured out that Drew’s a werewolf. Our father is, too. Our mother was human.”

I frown. “So you’re… human, too?”

“Not really.” Kieran sighs. “I honestly didn’t know until recently. I’ve always been stronger than the average person, but it wasn’t until Lucien and I got together that I realised.”

“Realised what?” Sam asked.

“The connection between us. It’s more than it should be. Stronger.”

Elle leans forward in her seat. “What does that mean?”

Lucien reaches out, and when his and Kieran’s fingers twine together, he smiles. “A mating bond,” he says softly. “Kieran and I are mates.”

Kieran’s eyes go dark when his gaze meets Lucien’s, and I watch in fascination as Lucien’s cheeks turn pink. Elle smothers a laugh. I can’t help my own smile.

I’ve never seen Lucien like this before. Even at the beginning with Nathan, things were different. More distant, somehow, the looks between them never full of such genuine affection.

I fight the urge to look at Sam or Drew, thankful when Elle pipes up. “What does that mean for you, Kieran?”

“If a wolf—or any were, I guess—has kids with a human, the kids usually come out were, but sometimes they don’t. Our dad, he… He really hoped I’d have a wolf, but it got more and more obvious that wasn’t going to happen. So I left. Apparently, you can be a wolf without having a wolf in some ways.” He looks at Elle, then me, then Sam. “I’ll never be able to shift, but I got some of the other traits.”

“Like the bond,” Elle says, nodding.

“Yeah, like the bond. The healing too, I guess, and my strength… There could be other stuff, but I don’t know for sure. I didn’t know any of this was possible.”

Drew shakes his head, drawing my eyes to him. He doesn’t seem to have been aware either, not if the worry clouding his pretty brown eyes is anything to go by.

I drop my gaze again as the thought crosses my mind. How good is his sense of smell? Can he scent the desire on me?

How inappropriate.

“Does it feel different to…” I trail off before the question can fully form. Our bond.

Lucien’s answering smile is soft. “Yes,” he admits. “The bond between you and me came from me, from my blood. The power in it was—is—all on my side. This is… even. Equal.”

Kieran snorts, and from the heated glance they exchange, I realise there are some questions I don’t want answers to.

Most sire-turn bonds quiet after the first couple of decades. Ours certainly had, even in spite of all the time we spent together.

When Nathan attacked me, it flared to life again. Over the past seven months or so, it’s quietened down, but I wonder if the bond between Kieran and Lucien has really seen to that.

I look up and Drew is watching me intently. He flushes when our eyes meet, glancing at Sam before he studiously looks down at his hands again, shoulders hunched.

Something swirls in my gut. Some unnamed protective instinct, different to the desire I felt when I first saw him.

Whatever he’s running away from—and I know we all know he is, even if he’s not willing to voice it—it’s done a number on him.

“Anything else we need to know?” Elle asks, drawing me back to the conversation, though not before I notice the bemused way Sam is watching me, too. “You’re not going to start doing magic, are you?”

Kieran rolls his eyes. For the first time all night, he seems to truly relax, arm brushing against Drew’s as he slumps back into the cushions. “No, Sam’s more than got us covered with that.”

Sam snorts in response.

“So what now?” I ask. “Do you have to go and see Alpha Deacon?”

I look between Kieran and Lucien, genuinely unsure of the answer. I don’t know much of how things work for wolves, only that Alpha Deacon is in charge of all the packs, as well as the handful of lone wolves in the city.

Drew flinches and Kieran reaches out, clasping the back of his neck in a firm grip.

The reaction is instantaneous. Drew all but melts into that grip, tension leeching out of him as he ducks his head again.

“It’ll be fine,” Kieran murmurs. “I said so, didn’t I?”

Drew nods and Kieran squeezes gently. “Drew.”

“Yeah.” He licks his lips, chancing a look up at Sam, who nods encouragingly. “Yeah, you did.”

“I just don’t know how things with Deacon are gonna go, after—” Kieran darts a sharp look at Drew, cutting himself off. “It’ll be fine. I guess I just need to get in touch with Chaya?”

“I can call her,” Elle says, carefully looking between Kieran and Drew. Has Kieran not told him everything that’s happened?

He has only been here a day, I suppose, and he’s obviously terrified.

Still. We know things aren’t over, no matter how quiet it’s been.

“I… What will I have to do?” Drew asks. Compared to his low tone before, his voice is timid, scared. His heartbeat suddenly rabbits. “I don’t wanna be a lone wolf, please—”

“You won’t,” Kieran says firmly. “There are packs here, too.”

“But—”

“We’ll work something out.” Kieran looks at Sam, who’s sliding down into the narrow gap on the sofa, knees pulled up to his chest. “Right?”

“Right,” Sam says, and his voice is just as certain.

I exchange a grim look with Elle. Lucien watches Kieran, his own worry reflecting in his eyes.

Alpha Deacon will be fair, sure, but things aren’t going to be that easy. Drew will have to become a lone wolf or join a pack, and either way, one thing is clear: he won’t be able to stay in clan territory.


Chapter six
Sam
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The next day, I wake closer to midday than I’d like. It’s hardly surprising; Adam and the others didn’t leave until nearly daybreak. What surprises me most is that I’ve not woken to a nightmare, and for a few minutes, I simply lie there, staring up at the ceiling.

We spent the rest of the night avoiding mentioning Tristan, which I’m surprised worked at all considering that Drew, once he did start chipping into the conversation, asked mainly about Lucien and Kieran. Maybe I’ll ask Kieran about that, or maybe I’ll leave it up to Elle. She seems like she might give him an earful about keeping us in the dark the next time she sees him.

I don’t know what possessed me to slide in next to Drew when he started panicking about becoming a lone wolf. Gods, I pressed up against his side, but then he looked my way, some of the worry leaving his expression and I…

I didn’t want to be anywhere else.

He looked less worried when he noticed Adam’s eyes on him, too. As if the vampire had stopped watching him all night.

I turn onto my side. The whole flat sounds still and quiet. Am I jealous? A bit, maybe, but more because I want Adam’s attention as well, rather than that I don’t want him looking at Drew.

I want Drew’s attention too, and that thought has me turning my face into my pillow so I can let out an annoyed groan. Fucking hell. What is wrong with me?

It helps that, despite being vastly different from each other, they’re both exactly my type. Bigger than me, physically stronger…

Absolutely willing to get on their knees. I’m certain of it.

A shiver runs through me. I want to look after them. I want to protect them.

I want to take them to pieces.

I sit up, frustrated and annoyed at myself, and climb out of bed, stopping only to tug on a pair of jogging bottoms before I stalk out into the living room.

Drew stirs as I open my bedroom door, but I beeline straight for the bathroom. Inside, I wash up and try to talk some sense into myself. I need to get it together. We’ve got bigger problems than my fucking libido, and if that means I have to… do something about it, then that’s what I’ll have to do.

My stomach sours at the thought of picking up anyone else and I roll an eye at my reflection.

“Get it together,” I mutter, then glance at the bathroom door.

Okay, I hope Drew didn’t hear that.

I take a deep breath before I step out into the living room again. Drew’s digging around in his bag and my mouth waters at the way his muscles move under the thin T-shirt he’s wearing.

“Tea?” I ask.

He jerks his head up, mouth open to reply, but freezes when his eyes land on me. His gaze runs over my bare chest, the tattoo that runs down my middle, and though I can’t tell if he likes what he sees, I want to preen all the same.

I clear my throat and his gaze jerks up to mine before it snaps away, colour flooding his cheeks. “Uh… Yes. Please. I mean, I can make it.”

“I’ve got it.”

I flick on the kettle, keeping my back to Drew as I grab our mugs and try to get myself under control. I should’ve put a shirt on, sure, but this is still my flat and it’s not like I’m intentionally trying to… I’m not…

I grab a third mug and put it next to our two, and Kieran emerges from his bedroom as I start pouring the water. He’s done in the bathroom by the time I’ve made the tea, but Drew shoots in there before I can pass him his.

Kieran raises his eyebrows as the door all but slams shut. “He okay?”

“I think so,” I say. “I didn’t… do anything.”

Kieran hums, taking a sip of his tea. We’re both quiet for a moment in a way we haven’t been for a long time.

I’m the one who breaks the moment. “How do you think last night went?”

Kieran shoots a look at the bathroom door, and I almost offer to use magic to make sure Drew can’t overhear. I don’t know everything about wolves, but I know their senses are better than ours.

Well, mine. I don’t know what Kieran’s are like at all.

The shower flicks on and Kieran turns his attention to me again.

“I think it was okay, right?” He chews the inside of his cheek. “I mean, no one yelled. No one really freaked out.”

I huff a laugh. “Because Adam was the only one who hadn’t already figured it out.”

“Yeah. I guess it was kind of obvious after all the injuries.”

“Were you expecting me to not figure out that Drew’s a wolf?”

Kieran grimaces, pausing his mug on the way to his lips. He sets it down. “I’m sorry,” he says. “Last night, all I was thinking was… I don’t know why I didn’t say anything earlier. I told Lucien over a week ago. I should’ve told you, too.”

It’s not like I’ve got a high horse to climb on. My own secrets are deep scars and I know what it means to expose them, even to light that might just help them to heal.

Besides, Kieran being related to wolves hasn’t put us in danger.

My secrets have.

“Don’t worry about it,” I say and look him in the eye to let him know I mean it. “We all know what we need to, right?”

“Right,” Kieran says, with a firm nod. “I just… with Drew. I don’t want to worry him while he’s here. Not right now, anyway. If he finds out what happened with Tristan…”

Yeah, I get it. “You think he’s running.”

The shower shuts off and I stop talking. Kieran nods, though, in answer to my statement. It’s been clear from the get-go, hasn’t it? Whatever Drew’s running from seems far more urgent than what I remember of Kieran’s first days in London. They’ve both mentioned their father, but I can’t help my suspicion that there’s something else behind this.

I don’t have long to dwell on it. Drew exits the bathroom with only a towel wrapped around his waist and I swallow, my throat suddenly dry. I greedily take in miles of tanned skin. Drew wears his scars with no self-consciousness, claw and teeth marks eerily similar to those on Kieran’s skin.

“Sorry,” Drew mutters, and I look down at my mug when I realise I’ve been staring. Has Kieran noticed? Has Drew? “Left my stuff out here.”

He grabs a neatly folded pile of clothes from the sofa, almost running back into the bathroom again. Kieran sighs, pushing a hand through his hair.

“I tried to get him to take my room.”

“Seems like that went well.”

His lips quirk, but the promised smile never forms. He glances between me and the bathroom, then lowers his voice, stepping closer. “I don’t—I don’t really know what to do.”

I open my mouth but close it before I can say something flippant. It’s not like Kieran’s never trusted me with anything before—we’ve been friends and flatmates for over ten years—but never with something so personal.

“It’ll be okay,” I say finally, meeting his eyes so he knows I mean the words. “I don’t think he does, either. You’ll work it out together.”

Kieran stares at me for a long moment before he nods. “Yeah. Yeah, okay.”
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I leave the flat not long after that. One emotional moment per day is about all I’m really up for, and besides, the way Drew is hunched and flinching has me itching to get my power back up to where it used to be.

If nothing else, I can protect him. I have no doubt whatever he’s running from is real, whether or not it’s still chasing him. If I’m in top form, there’ll be little that can slip by us.

Pris is serving a customer when I enter, some young guy with only the barest lick of magic. His eyes widen when he sees me, and he finishes paying quickly before he scurries out the door.

Oops. I rein in my own magic a little, and Pris laughs. She passes me, too, flipping the sign on the door to closed to give us some privacy.

“It’s a wonder you get any business when you do that all the time.”

“It’s a wonder I get any business when you come in here with magic coming off you like that.” She tilts her head to one side, studying me. “Everything okay?”

I sigh, thinking over my answer. I remember, suddenly, Adam lying on a bench, bleeding from a wound that never would have closed if I hadn’t been there to help.

It wasn’t enough, though. I didn’t stop Tristan that night—didn’t even slow him down when he and Nora appeared at my wards, an unconscious Kieran between them.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” I lie. Pris’ narrowed eyes tell me she doesn’t believe me, but I don’t expect her to. “Listen, I was wondering if there was something you could help me with.”

Pris nods and waves me into the back room. “Is everything all right with the others?”

What am I supposed to tell her? Drew looks haunted, hunted. Kieran’s struggling with understanding who he is.

“Everyone’s good. Just getting settled.”

“Did you—I mean, does he—”

“Kieran’s definitely mentioned you,” I say, taking a seat. “It’s a lot, right now.”

Pris sits in the chair opposite. “Yeah. What do you need?”

“I was just wondering if you had any idea of somewhere I could train. Not too far would be great, but I can travel if I need to.”

“Your magic?”

“I can’t let them down again.”

She hums, eyeing me for a minute. I’m glad she doesn’t try to refute the statement, even though I know she wants to.

I’ve never told her my surname. Of all the people I’ve met over the past fifteen years, Kieran’s the only one to have heard it. Part of me is still on edge, expecting him to ask, and over the last week, I’ve noticed him eyeing me like he wants to.

He hasn’t, though. It’s why I’ve decided to be so magnanimous about his own secrets.

Still, the point is that I need to train. I need somewhere isolated, somewhere I can draw and release magic without worrying about a stranger walking into it. Places like that are difficult to come by in a city like this, but if anyone knows of one, it’ll be Pris.

“There’s a series of abandoned warehouses not far away,” she says. “Would that work?”

“They’re not being used for anything now?”

“No. One is warded already, if you wanted to use it.”

“Why?”

Pris smiles. “Similar reasons you’re after it, I think. I didn’t ask; I just set up the wards, but the person who was using it left a long time ago. You can replace them with your own.”

“Thanks.” There are so few of us now, and the thought makes my stomach twist.

You know why that is.

Pris busies herself searching for the key and I push the thought away. There’s no changing the past. I know that.

“Here,” she says, sliding it across the table to me before she gives me the address. “You shouldn’t see anyone else out there, but I’ve not been there for a while. Be careful.”
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I leave half an hour later, heading straight for the warehouse. The closer I get, the more the magic around me seems to reach for me as if it knows what I’m planning to do.

I can’t let any of us be taken unawares like that again. Especially not now. I won’t risk Adam again. I won’t risk Drew at all.

“Enough,” I mutter to myself as I turn onto the outskirts of the abandoned industrial park. Every building here looks to be in disrepair, but I can’t see any signs of life, and when I send a ripple through the magic, I can’t sense anyone, either.

Maybe this will be enough to get my head back on straight.

The warehouse Pris mentioned is easy enough to find. It’s the only one that’s warded, and it’s saturated with her signature and another I don’t recognise.

Though the wards are still fairly strong, they’re beginning to degrade. I twine magic around their anchor points—only two, on either side of the building—and pull them apart, wondering if whoever set them might feel it.

Maybe not. Pris’ magic isn’t fae-blessed, it’s human, and so is the signature of the other mage. Mine is different. All our families’ magic was different.

Once the wards are down, I pull open the door and let myself inside. The building is huge, its ceilings tall, and cold air rushes through broken windows, making my coat swirl around my calves.

The room is empty of any furniture, and aside from dust coating every surface, it’s relatively clean. I shrug off my coat, letting it drop to the floor.

Magic surges towards me when I reach out, buzzing through my entire body. I grin, tipping my head back as I close my eyes. Oh, I missed this. It’s been years since I last let my magic free—attacking Nora had unleashed part of it, sure, but this here?

I take a slow, careful breath before I pull magic in, as much as I can until it feels like every cell of my body is going to vibrate apart.

Too much.

Too dangerous.

I laugh, uncaring. I’m not about to keep it.

It’s the work of a thought to shape it, to thin it out, make it harmless so that when I pull it in tight, imagining all that power as a shining, glowing ball, it trembles in my core. I open my eyes. Another breath, and that power unleashes, surging out of me, through this building and the next and the next, giving me a perfect understanding of everything that’s here without risking harm to a living creature.

I release another breathless laugh when I’m done, rocking back on my heels. Magic still brushes against my skin, begging for attention like a neglected pet, but I feel more balanced now as the initial restless urge subsides.

The whirling, confusing thoughts I’ve been having for the past few days are already beginning to settle. I take another deep breath. When I raise my arms, magic curls into my skin, burrowing deep.

I need to train. I need to be strong again.

I need to ensure I can protect all of them.


Chapter seven
Drew
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Sam leaves, and Kieran and I sit in silence for a while. He seems perfectly at ease.

I can’t stop my mind from working.

Can I stay here? It’s all I’ve been thinking since Lucien, Adam, and Elle left this morning. I only caught a couple of hours of very restless sleep.

What if I have to join another pack? The thought makes my stomach twist. It might be fine, of course it might, but I don’t know if I can risk it. I feel bad enough for all I’ve left behind, but what if it catches up to a pack full of strangers?

Being a lone wolf, though… Silly as it might seem, the thought makes me want to cry. Lone wolves have nothing. No pack. No packmates. Being in my pack and distancing myself from them was hard enough.

I won’t survive it.

“You okay?” Kieran’s voice breaks me out of my thoughts, and I nod quickly. Too quickly.

“I’m fine.”

“Good to know you’re still a shitty liar.”

I bristle despite myself. I don’t want to cause trouble. I don’t want to risk being kicked out. Still—

“I’m not.”

Kieran laughs. “Yeah, sure.” His expression is teasing, and nothing about his scent suggests that is a lie. “That’s why I had to cover for you when we were kids, huh?”

I cross my arms over my chest. I’m not sulking. “Not fair. I’m younger than you.”

His grin never fades as he leans over, nudging me with his shoulder. Whether he has a wolf or not, we both grew up in a pack, and it’s never more clear than when he does things like that, using touch instead of words. I lean into him, and Kieran drops his head to my shoulder with a hum.

I never expected him to be smaller than me. I’m only noticing it now, I know, because I’m not bearing the full brunt of his personality.

As much as I hate it, Dad was right. If Kieran had a wolf, he’d be an alpha. Nothing like Hale. Hell, nothing like Dad either, who goes around terrorising the rest of the pack so they won’t ever realise it wouldn’t be that difficult to oust him.

I rub a hand over my face. I could’ve done it, right? I could’ve challenged him and taken our pack and told Hale to leave and—

Kieran’s hand squeezes the back of my neck as he turns his face into my throat, breathing there just for a minute. Scenting me, even if he can’t smell it himself. I take a deep breath, the movement grounding me.

He moves back a little way to speak. “You won’t have to go back, Drew,” he says, and I know he believes it. I know he can make others believe it.

“Thanks.”

“We do have to talk to Deacon at some point, though,” he adds, a touch of reluctance in his tone. “I don’t know if you can live outside a pack unless you’re a lone wolf. I mean, you can stay here if you’re not in a pack, but I don’t want that to be the reason you decide.”

I look at him when he sits up again. “What do you mean?”

“I mean, you’re a pack wolf. If you just live with us, is that going to be enough?”

I’m quiet for a moment, but my wolf bristles. It feels like… Like there’s another option, somewhere, and my wolf knows it, but I can’t parse it right now. There are two paths, and I have to choose one of them.

“I don’t know,” I admit. Maybe I should say yes, to make Kieran feel better, but he’s already said I’m a shitty liar.

“We’ll work it out,” Kieran says. “And we can ask Deacon about it, too.”

“Isn’t he really important?”

“Yeah, and?”

“Why would he give us advice?” I pull a face. “We won’t even talk to him, right? Just one of his betas?”

Kieran tilts his head to one side and lets out a heavy breath. “No, it’ll be him. I actually… I met him, a few weeks ago. I think he’s all right, Drew. Really.”

“How can you be sure?”

“He seems to care about his people, and you’d be one, you know. Are one.”

I open my mouth to protest but close it again when no words come out. We’re brothers. We’re both Deacon’s people, with wolves or without them.

Although, maybe Kieran’s clan. Lucien’s a chieftain, they said last night. If nothing else, he’s clan-adjacent.

“I guess we’ll see,” I say finally, and Kieran squeezes the back of my neck again.

“Yeah, okay.” He gives me a long look and I frown when I see him bite the inside of his cheek.

“What is it?”

“What did—What did you think of Lucien?”

The question is all a rush, and my eyes widen when I realise what he said.

Still, I don’t answer right away. He wants an honest answer, and I don’t want to rush.

“I like him,” I say after a moment of silence, and it’s the truth.

I catch a rush of surprise in Kieran’s scent and duck my head in response. He thought I wouldn’t?

Part of me hadn’t wanted to like Lucien before I met him; I can admit that to myself. Even though he’s Kieran’s mate, he’s still a vampire, and there was a moment where I thought I’d vibrate out of my skin when the three of them piled into the cramped living room. But then Sam pressed his feet against my thigh, and I relaxed—just a little, just enough to listen to what they had to say.

Lucien radiates serenity. He looks at Kieran with the kind of love written across his face that I hope our parents once shared.

His scent spiked with nervousness, too, when he took my proffered hand.

I liked him immediately.

“Is it gonna be weird, having him around here?”

“Kieran, it’s your flat.”

“I want you to be comfortable here.”

He does. And I have no problem with Lucien, but the others… Elle and Adam are off-putting in their own unique ways.

Elle’s dangerous. Not to me, maybe, or at least not right now, but I’ll make sure I’m never in a position to make her lose her temper. There was an edge to her gaze when she first looked at Kieran that still sends a shiver down my spine.

Adam makes me shiver too, but for an entirely different reason. Sure, he and Lucien are as close as I expected them to be, but he looks like he laughs easily, and I wonder what it sounds like when he does. I was tracing the freckles on Adam’s face, freckles that pour down his throat, when he caught me looking.

His smile is nothing like Sam’s. Sam is more hesitant but also sly and knowing and makes my stomach clench. Adam is bright, almost ironically sunny, and I wonder what his lips taste like.

“I am,” I say, and it’s only a little untrue. “I don’t have to see your mating bond to know it’s real.”

“It’s not just that.”

“Yeah, I know. You both seem happy when you look at each other. You smell it, too. I’ll get used to them being here.”

“Them?” Kieran says, like he’d stop Lucien’s two closest friends visiting with him.

Besides, I didn’t miss the look between Sam and Adam, and it jolted through me, a combination of oh-that’s-hot and well-they’re-off-limits. Not that I think anything will happen between me and… either of them. They’re both way too connected to Kieran and, I’m sure, more interested in each other than they could ever be in me.

“Adam and Elle will come by too, won’t they?”

“Yeah, I guess.” Kieran sighs and lets go of me, leaning back on the sofa. “Believe it or not, things weren’t this complex a month ago.”

“Yeah, I bet.”

I know, too, that Kieran is still hiding something. All of them are—some dark, unnamed thing they didn’t want to approach with me in the room, but that brought them together all the same.

I don’t want to know.

Kieran will tell me at some point, but for now, I’m ignorant and blissful about it.

“You wanna go get some food?” Kieran asks. “We can make something for when Sam gets in.”

The smile he gives me is tentative. Hopeful. I smile back easily. “Sure. Sounds good.”
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I’m on edge when we cross through the wards, Sam’s magic prickling over my skin.

Now that I can pick out his magic, I know he used it to get back in the flat without waking me yesterday morning. He wanted to hide, and I can’t blame him. For all that I’m Kieran’s brother, I’m essentially a stranger to both of them.

Besides, he’d clearly been out and—I drag my thoughts away from where they’re heading. It’s not my business where he was or who he was with.

Kieran grabs a basket as we enter the shop and I know straight away that it’s not the one he works at. He smelt different when he came back last night. I follow him for a moment, breathing in the mix of different scents—the food, the people…

There’s a mage over by the fridges. He’s as tall as Kieran, with a narrow waist and messy brown hair. I offer him the faintest smile when our eyes meet; his own widen and he turns and strides out of the shop.

Kieran’s hand on my arm shocks me back to where I am. “All good?” He frowns at the spot where the mage was standing.

“Yeah, sorry. I—”

Kieran waves me off. There’s no irritation in his scent or body language, and I allow myself to relax. “No worries. What should we get? It’ll have to be veggie, I guess, if that works for you?”

“Yeah.” I glance around, but there’s no one standing close by, and the shop is small enough that I know we’re now the only two supernaturals in it. “Unless I’m a wolf, I eat vegetarian most of the time, anyway.”

Kieran idles near the vegetables, eyes moving over them as he lets out a surprised hum. “Really?”

“Sure. I was cooking a lot, so it wasn’t a big deal.”

Except when it was. Dad didn’t mind some of the time, too caught up in his own thoughts to care what I put in front of him, but that changed when he invited Hale in.

I like meat, little prince. The words echo in my head and my skin prickles as though his heavy gaze is on me again, assessing me like I’m the meat in question.

I bite back a growl.

He’s not here.

I trail after Kieran as he picks out food for dinner and then some other bits and pieces we need. Guilt swirls inside me as we pile everything onto the conveyor belt—I don’t have much money now, and I don’t know how I’ll get more without a job. At least I don’t have to shift often, so it’s not like I’ll be eating heaps more than the other two.

Kieran grins up at me like he knows what I’m thinking. “Don’t worry about it,” he says, voice a low murmur as he brushes against my side. “Seriously.”

A hint of command in the last word has me nodding before I can think twice. I don’t have time to dwell on it. The person before us is being served and Kieran pulls a neatly folded carrier bag from his pocket.

“Don’t think we’ll need another,” he says, but my attention moves past him, to the window we’re facing.

The mage I sensed by the fridges is standing out there, watching us. He frowns when I meet his eyes, and I can’t feel the prickle of magic from this distance—not through glass—but something about the way he shifts his weight makes me think he’s calling on it.

“Drew?” Kieran looks up at me, then peers out the window. The mage is gone. “Can you help pack?”

“Yeah, sure.” I grab the bag and pile things into it. My back is to the window and my wolf begins to pace, letting out a low growl that fills my mind.

“Let’s go.” Kieran takes the bag from me and steers me out of the shop, one hand on my elbow. Once we’re a few steps away, he stops, looking up at me. “What just happened?”

“I saw—I thought I saw—” I shake my head. Why am I worried? Mages live in this city. It doesn’t matter that I saw one.

“Who? Dad?” Kieran whips around, shoulders tense like he’s gearing up for a fight.

“No!” My hands shake. “No, not him. I don’t—I think I’m just not used to this many people.”

“You’re sure?”

“Yeah. It’s all good. Let’s go back.”
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Kieran gets right to cooking when we get back to the flat, telling me to get my things sorted before I come and help. He wants to do a couple of loads of washing and there’s no point in the three of us doing it separately.

I put my dirty washing in the bathroom, hesitate, then set to sorting out everything in there so it can be done properly. Kieran grins when I emerge with a full basket.

“Put it by the door. Washing machine’s downstairs, so I’ll do it in a bit.”

“There’s one in the building?”

“Yeah, thank fuck,” Kieran says, chopping some celery. I cross back over to the sofa and reach into my bag, moving things around. “Don’t have to go running out to the laundrette every couple of days.”

My fingers brush my phone. I sent Jeremiah a text saying I’d made it to the bus, then turned it off. I haven’t turned it on since, but the urge is suddenly strong.

Oh, I know Dad will have sent me messages. Left voicemails, even.

But Quinn… I left him there. He’s not defenceless, and I don’t necessarily think he’s in danger. But he’s probably worried for me.

I turn my phone on. It’s on silent, as ever, so it doesn’t chirp as the texts roll in.

I’m right, of course. Most are from Dad, the previews becoming increasingly irate. My stomach twists at the sight of them, but the dread I expected to feel never materialises. I risk a glance at Kieran, who is still chopping vegetables and humming to himself.

Quinn’s sent a few messages, too. At first, he’s trying to check I’m okay—then he just says he hopes I’m safe. My fingers hover over the keys for a few seconds, but I only send him a thumbs-up in response. I want him to know I’m fine.

I don’t want them all to find me.

I hope he can come here, one day. Or go somewhere. Our entire pack needs to leave, to rebuild far away from Dad, but it’s not up to me to decide that for them.

I frown when I see I have a text from an unknown number. I don’t have Jeremiah’s or Paxton’s numbers saved in my phone, but I know them by heart, and this isn’t…

There’s an image attached, and the preview hasn’t downloaded, so I tap through to see what it is.

As soon as the message loads and the image downloads, my blood runs cold.

You can run, but you can’t hide. I’ll find you soon, mate of mine.



My hands shake. It’s a selfie, Hale looking as impossibly gorgeous and vicious as ever as he stands in the clearing where I met up with Jeremiah and Paxton.

There’s no way he’s found them. He can’t have—if he had, he’d have sent a photo of them, and besides, they’re not amateurs. They can take care of themselves.

I turn off the phone, hands still shaking, and put it face down on the table.

“All good?” Kieran glances at me, standing by the oven now. Something is sizzling; the smell of onion fills the air.

I paste on a smile, hoping it’s not too bright. “Yeah. Yeah, I’m fine.”


Chapter eight
Adam
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Can I come over so we can talk?




I stare at my phone, waiting to see if Sam’s read the text and is typing out his reply. I only sent the message a few minutes ago. For all I know, he’s busy, or he’s read the preview and doesn’t want to open it, or…

I huff and put my phone aside. We had no opportunity to talk last night, not when we were all there to meet Drew. I’m certain I’m not imagining the tension between me and Sam, though, and I want to deal with it.

Preferably in bed, but I’ll take what I can get.

My phone buzzes. I snatch it up and let out a shaky breath at Sam’s reply.

Sure. Let me know when you’re on the way.



It’s that easy?

Well, not really. Even with all the questions I have about Drew—Drew who’s hiding something, Drew who barely trusts us, Drew who so obviously needs care and reassurance and—

Stop it. I bite back a growl. Even without all that, anything between me and Sam would be complicated.

That doesn’t mean I don’t want it.

I leave my flat, taking the stairs up to the floor with Lucien’s. When we first moved into this building, he tried to put us in flats next to each other, but Elle stepped in and put me on another floor.

“He needs his space,” she said, all the while ignoring Lucien’s affronted glare.

She wasn’t wrong, though I’m glad, now, that we were sent to the clan house after Nathan’s attack. I couldn’t have been even this far from him then; at least, not at first.

I knock on Lucien’s door, and he looks me over with a frown when he opens it.

“Is everything all right?”

“Yeah, sure.” He steps back and I breeze inside. “Just wanted to see if I need to do anything tonight.”

I don’t have a job as such. Technically, I’m no longer a fledgling, but fifty years a vampire isn’t that old, and besides, I think both Elle and Lucien spoil me.

Lucien more than Elle. If she spots me, she usually ropes me into a task.

Lucien’s lips quirk. “Why do I feel as though you already have plans?”

I duck my head, trying to hide my grin. Of course Lucien knows me better than anyone else.

Will Sam ever know me that well?

Will Drew?

“It’d be rude to just run out on you.”

Lucien huffs a laugh. “Lucky for you, then, that I am already busy tonight. Vasile has requested my presence at the Council. We will receive an update on what is happening with Nora.”

I pull a face, torn between my need to see Sam and go with Lucien to make sure he’s safe. Lucien reads the dilemma in my face and shakes his head.

“Go do whatever you are doing,” he says. “We will be fine. I expect Moreau has learnt little from her, judging by his silence so far, but I may still be surprised.”

“As long as you’re sure…”

“I am.” Lucien smiles. “It is good to see you making new friends again.”

I flush before I turn towards the door. I know some of the other vampires my age and some of the fledglings, but it’s always been easier to stick close to Lucien and Elle than branch out.

Still, this is different, too. If Lucien had any idea what I want from Sam…

“Thanks,” I mutter and close the door behind me before I can hear Lucien’s answer.
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I take the tube to Sam’s flat, wondering if Kieran will be there. Lucien might be the best at reading me, and Elle too, but Kieran’s a quick study and I don’t know what Sam’s told him about us.

If he’s told him anything at all.

I rap on the door when I reach the flat, breathing in the scents of the building. My sense of smell is nothing like Drew’s, but I can pick out his scent now, as well as the spark of magic that seems to accompany Sam everywhere.

Drew opens the door and I freeze. I don’t know why I’m not expecting him—I suppose I expected Sam to be waiting, since I sent him a text on the way over—but I’m not, and now I can’t stop staring.

Up close, he’s big and solid, the kind of frame that makes my mouth water. He’s a gorgeous contrast to Sam, who’s more confident in his skin, but slighter, and my mind runs away from me for a second as I imagine the two of us moving Sam easily, sandwiching him between us…

“Are you coming in?” Drew asks, one eyebrow lifting slightly in question. I flush, shifting from foot to foot. Warmth pools in my belly at the turn my thoughts have taken, a lazy spark shooting to my cock, and fuck, Drew can smell me, can’t he?

I’m so screwed.

“Uh, yeah. Thanks.”

Drew steps aside to let me pass, and when he shivers slightly, I wonder why. Is he having similar thoughts, or does he just hate vampires?

Kieran didn’t like us much to begin with. I’m sure Drew was being sincere to Lucien last night, and he seemed to warm up to us, but if he’s been taught that vampires are bad…

Drew shuts the door and moves past me, taking a seat on the right-hand side of the sofa. He curls up slightly as if trying to make himself smaller, and I fight the sudden urge to press up beside him and coax him out of his shell.

Instead, I listen. I can hear Sam’s heartbeat in his bedroom, but otherwise, the flat is silent.

“Kieran isn’t here?”

Drew shakes his head. “He’s working. He said he took some time off recently, so he’s been picking up extra shifts.”

Ah. So Kieran still hasn’t told Drew what happened—or that he went out of his way to look out for him. I guess I can understand why he wants to keep his little brother in the dark, but it doesn’t seem fair.

Not when we’re all certain there’s something else out there.

“Sam?”

“Getting ready, I think.” Drew’s smile is faint, but a little more knowing than I expect.

“We’re not going anywhere.”

Drew snorts, turning his attention back to the TV. He’s watching some regency series, but I don’t know which one. “Yeah, I know.”

I sit at the other end of the sofa. Drew’s shoulders tense at first, but as we sit in silence, he slowly relaxes, and I do too, leaning back into the cushions.

“How’re you enjoying London so far?”

“Well, the flat’s nice.”

I laugh. “Have you been anywhere else?”

“Kieran and I went for food today. Shopping, I mean. It was—” A shadow crosses his face, gone as quickly as it arrived, but I’m watching him closely enough that I catch it all the same.

I lower my voice, flicking a quick glance at Sam’s closed bedroom door. His heartbeat thuds steadily as he moves around. “Did something happen?”

“What?”

“Did something—someone…?”

Drew’s eyes widen and he looks at me like he’s seeing me for the first time. He swallows hard, and I see his pulse flutter at the base of his throat. “No,” he lies.

His heartbeat pulls back to baseline. I tip my head to one side. Can all wolves do that?

“You’re sure?”

“I’m sure.” Drew smiles, covering whatever he’s keeping to himself behind that sweet expression. “Besides, Kieran was with me. And I can take care of myself, you know.”

I can’t help myself. I turn fully towards him, propping an elbow on the back of the sofa. Resting my head on my hand, I give Drew a slow once-over that makes his cheeks go pink. “Oh, I figured as much,” I say, and when Drew swallows, his heart rate spiking again, I smile.

Of course Sam chooses that moment to open his bedroom door, and Drew flinches back into the corner of the sofa like he’s been burnt. Sam looks between us and when Drew won’t meet his gaze, he shoots me a questioning glance.

I shrug. Sam’s wearing shorts, as ever, buried in another hoodie I figure he’s stolen from Kieran. His hair is neatly styled, just a hint of mascara giving away what he’s been doing in there the whole time.

“Stop bothering him,” he mutters, crossing his arms over his chest. Is Sam… mad about it? I pull a face, my stomach dropping.

“Sorry,” I say. The word only makes Drew burrow further into the sofa as if he hopes it will eat him up.

“We’ll eat dinner in a bit,” Sam says to Drew, voice softer, and Drew nods.

He doesn’t move his eyes from the TV as I follow Sam into his room.

Sam closes the door and sighs, leaning back against it. I take the opportunity to look around. The place is pretty tidy, though there are canvases leaning against most of the walls, a pile of sketchbooks on a low desk.

The canvases all face away, and I itch to pick one up and turn it, to see what Sam’s been painting.

“What’s up, then?” Sam asks. He doesn’t move from the door, eyes wary, so I grin at him, sitting on the edge of his bed.

“Do you remember the other night?”

“The night before last? When I got drunk, and you took me home? Yeah, I remember.”

“Do you remember everything?”

I don’t want to push, not really, but I can’t help myself. I’ve been drawn to Sam since well before I tasted his blood, but after that kiss, I can’t think of anything else.

Well, except when I’m thinking of Drew. Which has only been the last twenty-four hours or so, but my mind’s been full of the two of them since then. I don’t know how I’m going to face Lucien again without him just reading the truth of it from my expression.

“The kiss, you mean.”

“Yeah.”

Sam sighs again. “Look…”

“Oh, no, no, no,” I interrupt, ignoring Sam’s exasperated glare. “Come on, don’t write this off right away.”

“You know it’s a bad idea.”

“Why’s that?”

“Because breakups are messy, and my best friend is basically married to your sire.”

“They’re hardly married.”

“What do you think a mating bond even is?”

I wave him off. “Fine. But we’re both adults. If we broke up, we’d both be mature about it.”

Sam frowns. He sits next to me on the bed and glances at the door once before he speaks, his voice low. “What about Drew?”

I sit up straighter. “What about him?”

“You’re going to keep teasing him? You’ve not even known him five minutes, and you were flirting.”

“That’s just how I am,” I say.

It’s not a lie, not really, but Sam’s right in pointing out that something is going on. Things are already different with Drew. But if Sam doesn’t feel the same, I can put my crush on the cute little wolf aside.

Right?

Sam chews his lip, staring off into the distance. I want to taste him so badly that my gums ache, my fangs itching to slip free.

I fed earlier tonight. It’s not about that.

“One more kiss,” I blurt out, and Sam’s shocked gaze snaps to me.

“What?”

I shrug. I don’t have an explanation, except I want him, and sitting this close to him in his bedroom, on his bed, is killing me.

“I wouldn’t want your lasting memory of how I kiss to be tainted by what you were drinking,” I say, and Sam huffs a laugh.

“I might be letting myself in for disappointment,” he says, but he’s already leaning closer.

Does he feel the same pull I do? Does it matter?

He pauses when he’s only a breath away, waiting. I suppose it’s only fair. He kissed me last time, after all.

I slide a hand into his hair, cradling the back of his skull as I slant my lips over his. Sam lets out a shaky breath when our mouths brush together, and I can’t help but kiss him harder, deeper, swiping my tongue over his lips and then, when he opens, into his mouth.

Sam tugs at my T-shirt, moving until we’re pressed together chest-to-chest. One hand cups my face, thumb swiping over my cheekbone. My cock stirs and when he sucks on my tongue, I groan.

He inhales sharply, fingers digging into my cheek before his hand slides down the side of my throat and over my chest. I shove my free hand up under his hoodie. His skin is soft, warm.

Fuck, I want to—I want—

Sam rubs his hand over my swelling cock and my hips jerk forward, pushing it against his palm. He squeezes and I tear myself away from the kiss to pant, suddenly desperate for him.

I hear something beyond the door. Drew. Fuck. Sam notices it too and squeezes me once more, gently, before he removes his hands.

I let go of him in turn and it takes him a moment to speak. When he does, I suspect it’s not what he truly meant to say.

“Not bad.”

I want to kiss his smirk away. “Sam…”

My voice is almost a whine, and he sucks in a breath. His eyes are dark, and he leans in, pressing his lips to the corner of my mouth before he sits back.

“We shouldn’t have—”

“Sorry. I shouldn’t have pushed.”

He snorts. “You think I kiss anyone who asks? It’s fine. But my point still stands. Things are… complicated.”

“They are.”

It’s a no, but… I have time. All of it. I’m not going to chase him, not going to push, but there’s plenty of time for things to change, and I can be patient.

“Thanks for looking after me, too, the other night,” Sam says. His colour is returning to normal the longer we sit there. “Do you want to stay for dinner?”

“Are you offering?” I shoot him a cheeky grin, eyes straying to his throat only for a second.

“Dickhead,” Sam mutters, a smile playing around the corners of his mouth. “Come on. You need to play nice with your new in-law, you know.”

“In-law?”

Sam ignores me, getting up from the bed, and I follow him back out into the living room. Drew’s eyes flick between us like he knows just what we were doing in there, but his expression is carefully neutral, and he quickly turns his attention to the TV again.

“Adam’s staying for dinner,” Sam says, wandering over to the kitchen.

Drew’s gaze jerks to me. “You can eat?”

I grin, throwing myself onto the sofa beside him again. If nothing else, Drew needs a friend, and one vaguely outside of his brother’s orbit.

“I can,” I say, “but I’m probably just going to sit and provide you both with scintillating conversation.”

Drew laughs quietly. Sam smiles faintly, his expression fond. Maybe I’m not completely off-base with how I feel about both of them—whatever it is I’m feeling—but there’s still time to figure that out too.

We sit in a comfortable silence as Sam sets about warming up leftovers from earlier in the day. Drew jumps up as soon as he starts pulling out plates, clearly anxious to help.

I don’t miss the way Sam smiles at him, a little warmth blooming in my chest at the sight. He’s not more guarded around me than the others, but he clearly softens for Drew, gently shooing him to the other side of the counter as he serves dinner.

He pushes a plate into Drew’s hands when he’s done and then looks at me. “Get over here.”

I join them both at the counter, clambering onto one of the high stools sitting there. Drew’s between the two of us and as they dig into their food, something about the moment feels right.

When I look up, Sam’s watching me. His expression is pensive, and when our eyes meet, I lift my eyebrows, wondering if he can work out what I’m asking.

My phone rings, breaking the moment. I frown when I see it’s Lucien and slip away from the two of them, to the other side of the living room.

“Hey. Everything okay?”

“No, I—Where are you?”

I frown at the concern in Lucien’s voice, turning to look at Sam and Drew. Drew is still eating, but Sam is watching me, fork hovering above his plate.

“I’m with Sam and Drew. What’s going on?”

“It is Nora,” Lucien says. “She is dead.”


Chapter nine
Sam
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Drew twists entirely in his seat to watch as Adam paces a few feet away. I can’t hear what Lucien’s saying on the phone, but Adam’s face has dropped, and he’s darting looks between me and the floor as he listens.

“Who’s Nora?” Drew asks and my stomach lurches.

“I—She—”

How am I supposed to explain this? Kieran should have told him. He should be here, but—

“What’s happened?” I ask.

Drew pulls a face, and the words seem reluctantly pulled from him. “Lucien says she’s dead,” he whispers.

Adam looks at us both again. He heard that. I reach out and squeeze Drew’s forearm. “Shit. Okay. She’s not—She wasn’t a friend of ours, so it’s…”

Adam hangs up, shoving his phone back in his pocket. He runs his hands through his hair, leaving his red curls sticking up in ways I’d find endearing if my mind weren’t already spinning.

“Lucien’s going to call Kieran now,” he says. “He wanted to be sure I wasn’t out on my own.”

It makes sense. Kieran can look after himself, which is not to say Adam can’t, but I think Lucien worries for him more.

“What’s going on?” Drew asks. He deflates almost immediately as if he thinks we won’t tell him.

“I’ll tell you,” I say. I will. “But we’ll have to wait until Kieran gets here.”

Adam comes closer. His hands close around the back of the chair he was sitting on. He looks like he wants to run.

“How did it happen?” I ask. If the vampire is here, then Kieran has to tell Drew what’s going on, and if he refuses, I’ll do it anyway. Sure, it seems like his focus is on Kieran and Vasile, but if we’re right, Drew was there the night Kieran was attacked. There’s no telling if the vampire will turn on him, too.

“A magic user killed her.”

I rear back in surprise. Sure, I bound her magic, but why would a mage come after her?

The only one who’s really had anything against the Lyttons is me.

“I… How? They’re certain it wasn’t a vampire?”

Adam looks at Drew, then at me, and shakes his head. “Some of the hunters can sense magic. There wasn’t a mark on her. No vampire can kill like that.”

No, they can’t.

Unless…

I study Adam. I don’t know how much he remembers from the night he drank my blood, and he’s never asked about it. I’m lucky he’s young, and that mages have always known to keep their distance from vampires.

I try not to make the distinction between witches and mages anymore—there are basically none of us left, and it was always more prejudice than anything else—but there is a difference.

Our magic is fae-blessed. Some fae gave some witch ancestor a gift, and now we have the ability to pull magic from the earth, from the air, in much the same way they do.

Witches can’t do that. The magic they have inside of them—and we have that too—doesn’t grow much, and sometimes it’s so internalised that they’re hunters instead of witches, and they feel human, but they’re stronger, have better instincts, though I don’t know how many people know the truth of that.

Magic calls for me. It sinks into my skin, enhancing what my witch ancestors gave me, and though that excess never belongs to me, I can shape it, use it. And when Adam drank from me, it carried in my blood, into him, meeting the death magic that keeps him moving and fired every cell alight. If I gave him enough, he’d have powers of his own, if only for a little while.

If he drank from a witch, he’d taste their magic but never be able to use it.

If this old vampire drank from a mage, maybe he could’ve killed Nora, but there can’t be many more of us. I rub my forehead. It’s been too long, and aside from the two fateful interactions I had with the Lytton patriarch, I don’t know their family. I don’t think he had other children, and I’m sure all the adults died, but still—

“Are you okay?” Drew asks. His expression is entirely open and concerned, and I wonder what he smelt on me that made him ask.

I squeeze his arm again before I withdraw the touch. “I’m fine,” I say. “What are they planning?”

Adam sighs. “I don’t know. Lucien told me to stay put until Kieran got here. I don’t know if he’s coming, too.”

I nod. I’m no longer hungry, and Drew picks at his own food as we sit in a charged silence. I want to tell him to eat more, that he needs to keep up his strength, but I’m more worried about what’s happened, about what this all means.

Is there someone out there coming for the mages? Did everything that happened expose that there are more of us left?

Or is this Nora’s punishment for being caught?

Tristan killed vampires, killed humans. This could have nothing to do with her magic at all.

It feels like an age before Kieran arrives. The shudder of him passes through the wards first, then I hear the charge of his footsteps up the stairs. Drew goes to stand, but Adam reaches for him this time, clapping a hand on his shoulder.

“It’s fine, little wolf,” he murmurs, and Drew’s cheeks heat just before Kieran bursts through the door.

His expression is frantic, calming only when he sees the three of us sitting there watching him. He lets out a heavy breath, shuts the door, and leans back against it.

“Sorry,” he mutters. “You’re all…”

“We’re fine,” I say, and he nods. He’s breathing hard. “You?”

“Yeah. Yeah, I’m good. Pretty sure there was nothing out there watching me or whatever.” He kicks off his shoes and joins us at the counter. Adam moves his hand from Drew’s shoulder, taking a minute step back.

“Is Lucien coming here?” he asks, and Kieran nods.

“On the way now,” he says. “He wants you to go to the Council with him.”

Shock flits across Adam’s face. “Me?”

“The mages at the Council confirmed a mage was in the room with her, but none of them recognise the magical signature. He’s hoping you can give it a try; I don’t think they’re powerful enough to track it very far.”

Adam’s already nodding, but I frown. “I should go.”

“What?” Kieran shakes his head. “No. You—”

“I should go,” I say again. “I can pick up the signature and teach them how to look for it, too. I’d bet most of them have never learnt how.”

“I don’t—” Drew begins and flushes when we all look at him. “I don’t understand. What’s going on?”

Kieran lets out a heavy sigh, and something in Drew’s expression hardens.

“You’re worried. Why are you worried?”

“It’s a long story.”

Drew scowls. “Kieran.”

“A week or so ago, a vampire and a mage attacked Sam and me. The vampire’s dead, but the mage, Nora—we handed her over to the Council.”

Drew looks between the two of us, expression horrified. “Attacked? Why would they—”

“It was a whole… thing. I killed the vampire’s boyfriend, I guess, when we found him feeding on a woman, and he was working with someone else and it’s just—It’s complicated.”

“And it’s not over,” Drew says quietly.

“No. Apparently not.”

Drew shakes his head. “No, you—” He breathes in more deeply, and it’s Kieran’s turn to scowl. “You already knew it wasn’t over. Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I didn’t want to worry you! You’ve clearly been through it, and I didn’t want to add something else on top of that.”

“That’s not up to you,” Drew replies. His tone is a little more even, but his jaw is set. Adam looks like he wants to leave the room, but he can’t stop watching them, and I feel the same. “The vampire… How did he die?”

“Drew…”

“How did he die, Kieran?”

They stare each other down for a few seconds, and though Drew looks away first, none of the anger leaves his face.

“He bit me,” Kieran says after a moment.

“You—” Drew throws his hands up into the air.

“Look, I’m fine,” Kieran says. He grabs Drew’s hand and squeezes tight. “I promise, okay? I didn’t plan it. But he’s gone, and now she’s gone, and it’s just—We’ll find out what’s going on, but it’s not like they’ve come after us. Hopefully, it’s just someone tying up loose ends.”

Kieran looks at me for a second and I stare flatly back. We both know that’s not true. So does Adam, and I suspect Drew isn’t falling for it, either.

“I’m gonna change,” I say, and my voice startles Drew, who turns to look at me. I give him a tight smile, hoping Adam will take my place as I head to my room.

I shut the door and lean back against it with a sigh. The last thing I want to do is walk into the Council building, especially since the last mage in there was just murdered, but I should do this. I have to do this. If this is about Nora, that’s one thing, but what if her presence has started something that could lead back to us? It’s so likely that whoever’s pulling the strings orchestrated the whole thing, but I can’t be one hundred percent certain.

I open my wardrobe and rifle through my clothes. My magic—so carefully honed, so artfully trained—is a weapon. Clothes, appearance, that’s the armour. I am, truthfully, scared to go, but I can’t let any of the hunters know that.

Stripping out of my shorts and Kieran’s hoodie, I drag on a pair of high-waist fake leather trousers, pairing them with a sheer black shirt covered in embroidered roses. A red velvet jacket completes the look, and I know I’ve got black boots by the door that will give me a couple of inches of height—and half a foot more confidence.

I line my eyes, check the mascara I put on earlier hasn’t smudged, and tame my hair a little. Once done, I give myself a slow once-over in the mirror.

I look powerful. Untouchable. I square my shoulders and tilt my head. My expression is unreadable, which is what I need it to be.

Wolves can smell your fear. Vampires can hear your heartbeat. Hunters? They read people like books, but mages like me were trained to trick the fae, and I’m sure I can still do it now.

I step back out into the living room to see Lucien has arrived. Adam’s speaking to him, but Drew’s gaze snaps straight to me and… remains.

I’m not imagining the heat in his eyes, am I? He looks me over slowly, mouth half-open, and fuck if that’s not how I want him looking at me all the time.

Adam’s expression, when he finally looks at me, isn’t much different. His is accompanied by the slightest curve of his lips, not quite a smirk but not far off.

“Ready to go?” Kieran says. He’s changed too, though his jeans and T-shirt are far more casual than my outfit.

His armour is different, but it works all the same.

“You’re coming?” I ask.

He frowns. “’Course I am.”

I look at Drew, then back at him. “Kieran…”

“The wards are strong, aren’t they?”

“Yeah, they are, I’m sure, just…” I don’t know how to explain it. What if we all leave Drew here and someone somehow snatches him up while we’re away? I’m certain my wards are powerful. I’ve made sure, since we found out Nora was able to teleport, that no one can teleport inside them.

Still…

“I can take care of them both, my love,” Lucien says quietly, looking between them. “I do not imagine it will take Sam a long time to identify the signature?”

“No, shouldn’t take more than a couple of minutes.”

“I-I’m sure I’ll be fine here,” Drew says hesitantly. He has to be picking up on all our concern, and I need to convince Kieran to sit down and explain everything to him at some point.

Kieran looks at him, then at Lucien before he meets my eyes again. “I’ll stay,” he says. “But be careful. If anything seems weird, get out of there; I don’t give a shit if they need your help or not. Got it?”

I smirk. “Got it.” No wolf, my arse. He’s bossy like one.

“We will all be fine,” Lucien says. He doesn’t protest when Kieran pulls him into his arms, pressing his face for a moment into the side of Lucien’s throat. I suppose it’s been a scare for Kieran, too, being newly mated and then having said mate be in the building while a mage was murdered.

I glance at Drew and the expression on his face as he watches Kieran and Lucien stuns me. The longing there makes my heart hurt.

That’s what he wants? A mate?

I suppose most wolves do.

And it makes me feel even worse about my attraction to him, about the way I’m revelling in the fact he’s attracted to me. To Adam.

If one of us were his mate, he’d know, wouldn’t he?

I shake the thought off as Lucien pulls away from Kieran, brushing his lips over Kieran’s temple. He looks at me and Adam.

“We should go.”
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By the time we pull up outside the Council building, it’s taking everything in me to sit still. Elle waits by the kerb for us, and she eyes me for a moment when I get out before she turns her attention to Adam and Lucien.

“Have they found anything else?” Lucien asks.

“No. The area’s all cordoned off now. All the magic users they could get have already been by.”

It would take a witch too long to really drill into the signature, if they even had the power to do that in the first place. I know Pris can, but I’ll be quicker.

“Njáll, Lazarus, and Briar are still down there,” Elle says. “With Vasile. Moreau’s waiting for you.”

“And the other Council members?” I ask. I can’t help it.

Elle nods. “They’re there, too.”

Fuck. Sure, I’m fairly certain Moreau has some idea who I am—he has to know I’m a mage after I bound Nora’s magic—but that’s different to revealing what I can do in front of the entire Council.

“You can go back to the flat if you would prefer,” Lucien says softly. “We do not have to tell them you came here.”

I look at him for a moment. I trust him, and for more than just his bond with Kieran. I know he’ll look out for me.

I know I’ll look out for him.

I shake my head and square my shoulders. If they’re going to work out who I am, then I’m not here to give them any weaknesses. Let them wonder how I survived. Let them speculate about what I did to make it here.

“No,” I say firmly. “I can do this.”

Adam opens his mouth as if he wants to protest, but Lucien nods. “All right. If you wish to leave, tell me, and we will go. Whatever you sense in there…”

He wants to say it doesn’t matter, but we all know it does. Especially if it somehow hints that trouble is coming for us again.

Adam and I follow Lucien and Elle into the building, and I let out one last shaky breath as I step over the threshold. There’s magic in here, even though it’s not an inherent part of being a hunter. It’s soaked into the very foundations of the place, and it stirs with every step we take down the marble-floored halls.

“This way,” Elle murmurs, leading us off to the right. I feel the pulse of them all before I see them.

One of the Council members is a witch, and Moreau is fae-blessed like Paxton is, like my family were, but otherwise, the hunters are silent to me. The vampires echo with death magic, nothing they can control.

The Council member who’s a magic user sneers when she looks at me. I move my gaze lazily from her and around the rest of the room.

I recognise Crai Vasile but not two of the three vampires with him. Njáll crosses huge arms over his chest, and the lithe woman next to him, I assume Briar, frowns. The other man—he has to be Lazarus—eyes all of us with no little curiosity.

“It is good of you both to come,” Vasile says, looking between me and Adam. “You will be able to find out who did this?”

Adam shifts from foot to foot, clearly nervous, but at least Njáll’s and Briar’s expressions seem to soften when they look at him. Lazarus doesn’t really react at all, and all the Council members look just as stuck-up as I expect them to.

“I should be able to pick up something,” he says.

“We will,” I add. Even if Adam picks up nothing, I know I will because if the mage who did this covered their signature, that will still tell me something. “The room’s down there?”

There are two hunters standing at the end of the corridor, staring straight ahead. I can’t sense anything from here. Have they sealed it off?

“Yes,” one of the Council members says—the woman who has magic. She scowls at me. Brave of her. “Who are you? Vasile, you cannot just—”

“Don’t look a gift horse in the mouth now, Helene,” Moreau says, his expression surprisingly jovial for the occasion. “I’m certain Mr Ware will do just as he said he will.”

I nod stiffly. What has he told them about Nora’s magic? I bound it. Only a mage—only someone from my family—can do that.

“This way,” Moreau says with a sweep of his hand, and I make sure not to look at any of the others as I follow.

Adam falls into step behind me, and we follow Moreau down the corridor and to a heavy wooden door at the end. I frown.

“It’s sealed?”

“We didn’t want to risk the signature escaping,” Moreau says. “At least, not immediately. I didn’t know you’d be coming along.”

Not like I want to be here. Moreau grins as though he knows what I’m thinking and unlocks the door.

We step into the room and I’m still for a moment, letting the scents and magical signatures wash over me. I can pick out all the hunters who’ve been in and out, their signatures weak as they’ve attempted to pull what information they could from the air.

I push them all aside, the corner of my mouth twitching when I hear Adam breathe in deeply. I know he doesn’t smell magic like some wolves can, but I suppose it helps centre whatever spark there is inside him.

Two signatures jump out of me all at once and when I grasp them, when I untangle them and realise what happened here, my world goes sideways.

One, more recent, layered over the top of the first, over the top of the spell that I know, without a doubt, killed Nora Lytton, is startlingly similar to hers. A relative, it has to be. Another Lytton, alive. In London.

But they didn’t kill her.

I hear Adam let out a gasp, but I don’t look at him. I can’t. I’m too busy looking inwards, remapping the shape of the spell that killed Nora, and then the signature that leads me back to the person who did it.

I know the signature.

My hands shake.

I turn, finally, and meet Adam’s eyes. He looks back in horror, face ashen.

We both know the signature, because this magic—this spell—is mine.


Chapter ten
Adam
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What do we do? Moreau is still watching from the door, and I turn away before he can see the look on my face.

This isn’t… It’s not possible.

Sam can’t have done this. He was with us when Lucien called. And I don’t think he can kill her from that distance, no matter how powerful he is.

Besides, he looks as confused as I feel.

He moves closer and reaches out to touch my wrist. “You feel it too?” he asks in an undertone.

I squeeze my eyes shut and nod. There’s some other magic there, too, but I can sense that more easily, like it came after.

“Do you think I—”

“No!” I shoot a look at Moreau, who’s frowning now, and then look at Sam again. “No. I know you didn’t.”

“Okay.” Sam takes a breath, steeling himself. He looks perfect in the clothes he’s picked out, in the way he’s pulled himself together to face off against people I can’t tell if he fears or hates.

When he looks at me again, I can’t read his expression and I don’t like it.

“Come on,” he says.

Moreau’s frown deepens at our approach. “What have you found?”

“We should tell everyone,” Sam says.

Moreau eyes him, giving us a grudging nod before he waves us out of the room. He closes and locks the door behind us, and I keep my eyes straight ahead, narrowed in on some spot between Sam’s shoulder blades.

If he can face this, so can I.

The quiet chat that’s been taking place in the other room falls silent when we walk in. Sam might be expressionless, but I know I’m not, and Lucien frowns when he sees me, taking a step closer.

I shake my head. I’ll stand by Sam in this. I have to. Drew and I are his only alibis.

“Did you pick out the signature?” Hunter Helene asks.

“We both did,” Sam confirms. “Aside from all the hunters with magic you had traipse in and out, we picked up two distinct signatures. One is similar to Nora’s magic before it was bound.”

“She was killed by a relative?” Njáll asks.

Sam shakes his head. “That one came after the first, which was tied to the spell that killed her.”

“You recognise it,” one of the other Council members says.

“Yes,” Sam replies. There’s no shake in his voice, and though his shoulders are a little tense, I think only three—maybe four—people in here can read that.

“Whose is it?” Hunter Helene asks. “We need to find them! We need to hunt them down and—”

“It’s mine,” Sam says.

Everyone is silent for a moment, apparently stunned, and then they all start speaking at once.

I clench my jaw, grinding my teeth together as I fight the urge to grab Sam and shove him behind my back.

“Yours?” one of the Council members screeches.

Lucien moves closer, his eyes on the Council members as they all collectively lose their shit.

“It can’t have been him,” I murmur, leaning over to Lucien.

“Oh, I know that,” Lucien replies instantly. Not all the worry leaves me, but his absolute conviction goes some way to soothing my nerves.

Elle’s the one to cut through the noise, letting out a shrill whistle that has some of the Council members glaring at her. Vasile gives her a faint smile.

“Thank you,” he says. “Now, what is to be done?”

“Lock him up,” Hunter Helene says. She scowls at Sam, crossing her arms over her chest. “He’s dangerous.”

To my surprise, two of our chieftains are nodding—Briar and Njáll. Briar I can understand because she’s never met Sam before, but Njáll?

I was with Njáll when Tristan attacked me, and he was there when Sam healed me, too. How can he think he’s done this?

“With all due respect,” Vasile says dryly, “if he was able to counter your impressive security to get to Nora in the first place, what measures do you have in place to keep him where he does not wish to be?”

Hunter Helene goes red, and Njáll meets Lucien’s eyes before he flushes and looks away.

Moreau sighs heavily. “It doesn’t matter. It’s not like he did it, anyway.”

The Council members all look at him, varying expressions of surprise on their faces, and Sam’s heartbeat picks up.

“You didn’t, did you?” Moreau asks.

“Of course not,” Sam scoffs. I can still hear his heart going fast, but we both know it’s not a lie. Why is Moreau being helpful? “And I wouldn’t be stupid enough to leave my signature behind like that if I did.”

“You have an alibi?” Hunter Helene asks.

Moreau pinches the bridge of his nose. “Helene…”

“I was with him,” I say, and then all their eyes are on me. “I mean, we… We were—”

“They have been together since before this meeting began,” Lucien says, smoothly picking up where I’m stuttering. I didn’t mean it to sound like… But I know I can’t mention Drew, either. Not until he’s seen Deacon; that’s a whole other can of worms. “Adam came to see me before I left, and went directly to meet Sam. He was there when you arrived?”

I jolt when I realise the question is aimed at me. “Yes.”

“No offence, chieftain,” Hunter Helene says, and her tone already has me on edge, “but with everything that’s happened recently, as well as before… How do we know we can trust what any of you are saying?”

A growl builds in my throat and Sam reaches back like he can sense it, gripping my wrist tightly. Sparks flit over my skin. When I look up at Lucien, the lines around his eyes speak to his resignation.

“You can lock me up if you like,” Sam snaps, and finally, anger is starting to crack through the expressionless mask he’s been wearing. “But Moreau’s right. You won’t keep me there. And if you do that, then I can promise you, I’ll never help you find out who did this. You think you’ve got a mage in your ranks who can hunt this person down without getting themselves and everyone else killed?”

Magic surges, but not from him—from her.

Sam’s still holding my wrist. He’s angled himself so the hunters can’t see.

“That’s enough,” Moreau grinds out. I’ve not seen him so serious in a long time; even the night with Tristan, he was pretending to be jovial. “Helene, stop it. We need all the assistance we can get.”

The prickle of magic dies down. I never felt any from Sam, and I frown at the side of his head. Was he just going to let her attack?

Can he call up magic that quickly?

“You want my help on this?” Sam asks. Lucien makes a questioning sound, but Sam is looking at Moreau. Njáll and Lazarus watch Sam speculatively; Briar looks concerned.

Vasile’s own gaze is appraising. It reminds me of how he looked at Kieran after Tristan’s attack. Like he’s considering something.

“We would appreciate it,” Moreau says.

Sam’s gaze cuts back to Helene. “Then I want an apology.”

She flushes red again. Her eyes dart between Sam and Moreau, but she realises quickly that she’s going to have to do it—that if she doesn’t, they’re fucked.

“I’m—”

Sam raises a hand. “No, not for me. For them.”

He indicates Lucien, whose lips flatten into a thin line, and Vasile, who wears a beatific smile in the face of Helene’s anger.

I’m certain I see Elle fight a smile of her own.

“Apologies, crai, chieftain,” Helene says. Each word sounds like it’s being physically dragged from her. “I did not mean to question your judgement.”

“I certainly hope not,” Vasile replies. “We would not wish to strain our relationships in these tumultuous times.”

She nods, jaw clenched. Sam’s thumb rubs over the inside of my wrist, and I fight a shiver.

Lucien nods to her in reply—neither of them thanking her for the apology—and Vasile looks at Moreau.

“We would appreciate being kept in the loop on this matter.”

“Of course,” Moreau says quickly. He eyes Sam, then Lucien and me. “Though I doubt we’ll be able to keep it a secret.”

“Did you find out anything when you questioned her?” Sam asks.

The Council members are all silent. One of the men finally speaks up. “No. We don’t even know her real name.”

“You don’t?” Sam sounds surprised, and he looks at Moreau until Moreau shakes his head. Sam sighs and squeezes my wrist again before he lets go. “Her name was Nora Lytton. The Lyttons are—were—a mage family, one of the old ones.”

The man shakes his head. “Not possible.”

“You can disbelieve it all you like. But that’s as good a place to start as any.”

“Who’s trying to frame you?” Moreau asks.

“Fuck if I know,” Sam says. “But I’ll find out.”

[image: image-placeholder]

We leave not long after that. Vasile speaks to Lucien before we go, and Elle stays behind, both halves of an increasingly efficient team.

Vampires are, I’ve learnt over the past fifty years, surprisingly solitary creatures. It’s never been something that’s worked for me, but then Lucien already had Elle so close that I think adding me into their little duo was easy enough.

If a vampire decides to care for their turn, their fledgling, then that’s only usually for a decade or so. Things in London are different, sure; there are a lot of vampires in a small, crowded area, but I’ve always wondered if the districts might be more effective if our chieftains had partners, or at least someone close by who they could trust.

Lucien takes the passenger seat, and Sam and I slide into the back of the car. Sam lets out a heavy sigh when it pulls off, sinking into the seat and tipping his head back. Even I didn’t realise how much tension he was carrying in there, but I can see as it leaves him.

“Hunter Helene will not be pleased with what you made her do,” Lucien says. He’s not really telling Sam off, but it’s a warning.

Sam makes an amused sound. “She’s not important enough to worry about,” he replies. “And she hated me the moment she felt my magic. She’s powerful, for a witch.” He winces a little as he says the final word. “Anyway, she was really fucking rude to you. You think I was going to let that go?”

I can’t help my grin, especially when I see the way Lucien’s eyes widen in the rear-view mirror. “I—”

“You’re not just Kieran’s mate,” Sam says, darting a quick look at the driver. He won’t tell. So long as we don’t threaten Vasile. “You’re a friend.”

Lucien nods once. “I—Thank you.”

Sam hums. One hand rests in the space between us and I reach out before I can talk myself out of it, tangling our fingers together. Sam turns his head, looking up at me.

I squeeze his hand, and he smiles. It’s strained, tired around the edges, but I know he means it.

We’re silent the rest of the way back to the flat. When we pull up, though, Sam pauses just inside the wards.

Lucien looks at him with a frown. “What is it?”

“I just—Give me a minute? I’ll be up, I promise.” He flounders, looking around. “I need to check the wards.”

Lucien believes that about as much as I do, judging by his expression, but nods. “All right. Adam?”

“I’ll be right there.”

I don’t want to let Sam out of my sight. Not right now. He frowns at me when I don’t follow Lucien inside, then stalks away, towards the side of the building.

He showed me how he powers his wards before. I trot along behind him and when he stands there, clearly planning to do nothing, I move closer.

Sam turns and looks at me with a sigh. “Adam…”

“What?”

He backs up and I follow until he’s resting against the wall, looking up at me. His expression isn’t dissimilar to that night in my flat, when he was debating whether to leave.

He needs help. I can be that support for him.

I take his chin in my hand, looking at him until he squirms.

“What?” he repeats my question with a scowl.

“Tell me how to help you.”

The corners of his mouth twitch, though I think he’s more touched than amused. He lets out a heavy sigh, lifting his arms to the sides, and I wrap mine around his waist, tucking him against me.

His hands make their way under my jacket and shirt, stroking over the skin of my back but never dipping below my waistband. It’s not about that. He needs a moment to process. A moment of comfort.

“I’m okay,” he says after a minute, breath hot against my throat. “I am. I just…”

“You don’t have to be,” I reply, and when I hear his sharp inhale, I lift my head.

“Adam.”

“Sam.” I grin when he glares. “Let me take care of you?”

“It’s too—”

“Friends take care of each other, too.”

Sam’s fingers dig into my back, and he pushes up onto his tiptoes. “Not the way you want to.”

Cheeky little mage. Does he really think he can push me away like that? Does he think I’ll give in to so easy a temptation?

I mean, he’s not entirely wrong. But I do know better.

I kiss his forehead, and the sound he makes in response is ever so startled. “I’ll take care of you any way you need me to,” I murmur. “Promise.”

Sam’s eyes widen. “You can’t promise that.”

“Why not? I don’t intend on breaking it.”

He bites his lip and looks away, but I don’t miss the sheen in his eyes. I say nothing, just curve myself around him again until he sighs, rubbing his face against my shirt.

“We should go up.”

Kieran’s pacing the living room when we get up there. Drew’s posture is rigid, relaxing a little when we walk in, but Kieran’s attention snaps to Sam immediately.

“How did it go?” Has Lucien told him nothing? He’s sitting in a chair, wearing a beatific expression. Yeah, maybe not.

Sam grimaces, and Kieran’s entire body tenses. Sam sighs. “I’m fine.”

“What happened?”

“You should sit,” Lucien says, and Kieran shoots him a glare—he really doesn’t like that we’re keeping something from him, and oh, the irony—but he deposits himself on Lucien’s lap all the same.

Drew sits up on the sofa, sticking to the left-hand side, close to Kieran and Lucien, and Sam takes the seat in the middle. When I go to sit in the other chair, Sam watches me.

I pause and detour, taking the seat next to him.

Kieran’s face darkens as Sam explains what we found. He glosses over some of the conversation, but not the part where Helene insulted Lucien, or the part where he agreed to help the Council find Nora’s killer.

Kieran lets out a frustrated sound when Sam stops speaking. “Fuck. I should’ve come with you.”

“I think a fight with a hunter would have been a bit much, my love,” Lucien says dryly, and Kieran twists around to glare at him again. Lucien merely smiles and presses his lips to the corner of Kieran’s mouth. “I am fine. Sam can be just as prickly as you when given the chance.”

That loosens some of the tension from Kieran’s shoulders, and he looks over at Sam. “Pretty sure he’s pricklier than I am.”

Sam sticks his middle finger up at Kieran, and Kieran laughs. He sobers quickly. “You really want to help?”

“I have to,” Sam says. “I need to be sure this isn’t a threat to us.”

“And if it becomes a threat to you because you’re getting involved?”

“I’ll be fine,” Sam says quickly. “I will. I’ll be careful.”

Kieran stares at him for a moment before he nods. “What help do you need?”

“I was thinking about it on the way over. I’ll talk to Pris, Ophelia, and Dante. I’m hoping Pris’ll know how they’ve managed to use my magical signature in a spell. I’ve never heard of anyone being able to do that before.”

“All right,” Kieran says. “But if you need to go anywhere, need to search for anyone—”

“Yeah, I’ve got it,” Sam says. He smiles, and it seems like the most genuine one since I got the call from Lucien. “We’ll all sort it together.”


Chapter eleven
Drew
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I don’t know what time I fall asleep that morning, but when I wake, I know only a few hours have passed. My eyes feel gritty and my head hurts.

What’s worse—that a vampire hunted and bit Kieran, or that things still seem to be strange around here? There’s something else Kieran isn’t telling me; I know that. I can’t read him well, not yet. But I can smell that he’s holding something back.

I stumble into the bathroom and dress, knowing I won’t go back to sleep now. When I catch sight of my reflection, I sigh. I look terrible. Not that it should matter, but I think of Sam stepping out of his bedroom the night before, looking sleek and vicious enough to make my mouth water, and heat rushes to my face.

I know he and Adam kissed. At least. I tried not to listen, but there’s no getting around it in a flat as small as this. When they came out of the room, I could smell the arousal on both of them, anyway, and that’s…

Fine.

Not my business, certainly.

I wash up and go back out into the living room, circling the space. I’m desperate to go outside, to be sure that the area around the building is safe, but it’s not like I know what I’m looking for.

The vampire is dead. The mage is dead. Whoever’s behind this, well, it doesn’t seem like Sam knows who they are, either.

They know him. Hate him, if they’re trying to frame him for murder.

I move into the kitchen, though of course it’s all still the same room, and start opening cupboards, seeing what I can find. Going outside is out of the question, especially while Sam and Kieran are still sleeping, and I can’t shift in here. I need another way to get the itch out from under my skin.

There are just enough eggs left that I could make cakes, so I turn my attention to that, flicking on the oven before I grab the scales and start weighing ingredients out. It’s not long before my mind falls into that gentle, meditative state it always does when I’m baking, made even easier by the fact that I can’t find an electronic mixer in here, so I have to do everything by hand.

I do find cupcake cases, which is surprising, and by the time I’m doling the batter into them, Sam’s door opens, and he steps out into the living room.

He’s clearly just woken up, rubbing his eyes before he frowns at what I’m doing. He’s wearing a shirt with his boxers this morning, but it’s loose, and the half-moon at the top of his tattoo peeks out from beneath the material.

I force my eyes away when I realise I’m thinking about licking over that spot. I know his tattoo goes all the way down his chest and I could trace it with my tongue—

“Everything okay?” Sam asks, and his voice comes out gravelly, which makes my stomach flutter.

“Fine.”

He pads closer. “Cakes?”

I finish dividing the batter and bend down to put the first tray in the oven. When I stand again, Sam jerks his head away, colour on his cheeks.

I resist the urge to breathe in, to check his scent. It really is rude, and he can’t…

It doesn’t matter. Even if he’s looking, he and Adam have something going on, and I’m not about to do anything to change that.

“I bake when I’m stressed,” I admit after I’ve put the second tray in. “Or bored. Restless.”

Sam bites his lip before he looks up at me. “You shouldn’t be stuck in here.”

“There’s enough going on right now that I don’t need anyone worrying about me.”

“Drew…”

I shake my head. “I’ll be fine. Last night and the night before were just… a lot.”

I cringe at my own words. It’s not like I’m being framed for murder. Sam only hums in response, though, nodding like he agrees.

“I’ll get Kieran to sort it out with Deacon,” he says, and my heart thumps traitorously against my ribs. I don’t know that I want that, not if it means I’ll have to leave. “At least if he knows you’re here, you can go out more easily.”

“Okay.”

He goes into the bathroom, and I look for my phone. I need to set a timer, especially since I’m not sure how old their oven is. I pre-heated it, but who knows how the cakes will turn out.

Snatching up my phone, my stomach turns when I see I have a new message.

Hale.

I’m coming for you, little prince. Be ready for me.



I delete the message and cross to the window, looking out. They’re not out there—I know they’re not—but they might be here soon.

I don’t doubt Hale. He’s not bluffing. Somehow, he’s worked out where I am.

“Drew?”

Sam’s voice is soft behind me, but his presence still makes me jump. I didn’t hear him approach, and this time, it had nothing to do with his magic.

“Did you see something?” he asks.

I shake my head. I can’t trust my voice right now, and I know Sam can tell something is wrong, really wrong, but I don’t want him to ask.

Hale isn’t here yet. Maybe he’ll not come at all.

“Come sit,” Sam says gently, and when he takes my hand, I shiver. I let him lead me over to the sofa and push me onto it, and only when he presses up against my side do I realise I’m shaking.

“What’s going on?” he murmurs. He’s careful where he touches me, but I still want to melt into each barely there press of his fingers. They skate the back of my neck and I drop my head forward, only to be rewarded with a firmer touch.

“I can’t—It’s nothing.”

“You sure? You looked…” He trails off, but his thumb rubs over the nape of my neck. “You can tell me. I won’t even tell Kieran if you don’t want.”

I can’t ask him to do that. It’s clear that, no matter Kieran’s mating bond with Lucien, Sam is his closest friend. And vice versa, so far as I can tell.

“Really, it’s… It’s fine.” I turn my phone over in my hands. I have to tell him something. “I got a text from someone at home. Just freaked me out.”

“Are they coming after you?”

I squeeze my eyes shut. “No.”

Sam sighs. Does he know I’m lying, or is he glad I told him? He presses his forehead to my shoulder, lifting it again when I turn my head.

We’re close enough that I can see flecks of gold in his hazel eyes. He studies my face in return, his full lips parting on an exhale that feels warm against my mouth.

I want him. I want him in a way I’ve never wanted anyone, except—

Sam jerks back before I can move, regret filling his eyes. “Sorry, I—You should check your cakes. I should get ready. Need to see the others.”

I bite the inside of my cheek as he retreats, going back into his bedroom and shutting the door. When he’s gone, I drop my head into my hands.

Tears prick the backs of my eyes, and I don’t know if it’s from Hale or Sam or both or neither. Does it matter? I wipe them away with the heel of my hand and get to my feet, walking back into the kitchen.

The cakes aren’t done, of course. It’s not been long enough yet.

I set my phone on the counter and take a deep, shuddering breath. Sam’s not for me. Adam isn’t, either.

They’ve got each other for that.

[image: image-placeholder]

Kieran comes out into the living room about ten minutes after I take the cakes out of the oven. I’ve pulled myself together enough that when I smile at him, there’s not a flicker of concern in his expression.

Well, nothing beyond what’s usually there.

“You’re going to work?” I ask when he comes out of the bathroom. He rubs a towel through his dark hair. He keeps it shorter than mine, which falls shaggy to the nape of my neck. Maybe I can get it cut once we’ve got things sorted out.

“Yeah, gotta be at the gym soon.” He goes back into his room but doesn’t close the door and calls, “Didn’t mean to sleep so long.”

I don’t really have a response to that, except to think I can’t exactly blame him. From what I can tell, he’s running himself ragged.

Maybe Lucien will tell him to slow down.

Whether he listens or not is another story.

I put some bread in the toaster anyway because it’s clear he’s planning on leaving without eating, and stay put when Sam comes out of his bedroom. He’s wearing tight, artfully torn jeans, and a loose, silky shirt. A few buttons are open, and I know if he moves the right way, I’ll spot the top of his tattoo again.

I turn away and get butter out of the fridge.

“Kieran’s up?” Sam asks.

“Yeah, I’m coming!” Kieran shouts. He rushes out of his room, still tugging a workout shirt over his head. Scars in the shape of claw marks peek out from under his waistband, and I know they cover his hip. He frowns when he takes Sam in. “You’re going out?”

“I need to talk to Pris, Ophelia, and Dante. See what we can find.”

“Can’t they come here?”

Sam crosses his arms over his chest. “Pris won’t,” he says, and neither of them looks at me, but I wonder if I’m the reason for it. “And Ophelia and Dante’s place is closer to her shop than here. I said I’d go talk to her, then go to theirs.”

“Sam…” Kieran shoves his hair back from his face before he snatches up one of his shoes. “It’s not safe for you to be walking around on your own. If they’re after you—”

“Tristan was after you.”

“Yeah, and I had a vampire up my arse every time I went out after dark,” Kieran shoots back. “Plus, I at least knew what Tristan looked like. We have no idea who this mage is.”

“You’re going to work alone.”

“There’s no proof they’re after me.”

Sam makes an irritated, frustrated sound, and I round the counter before I can think better of it, the plate of buttered toast in my hands. I thrust it at Kieran, who blinks up at me before he takes it.

“Thanks.”

“I could go with him.” I look at Sam. “I could go with you.”

I don’t have to look at Kieran to know how his face twists—I’m fairly sure he and Sam are wearing the same expression. “Drew…” Kieran begins.

I don’t want to ask for anything for myself. I understand Kieran’s worry—I’m terrified some mage will pop up out of nowhere and decide to hurt Sam—but Sam can defend himself, too.

“I want to go outside,” I say quietly, turning back to Kieran. “I won’t go all the way to—They won’t want me there. But I can make sure Sam’s okay.”

Two against one… Never mind that I hate fighting and that I’ve never gone up against a mage in my life. I think Kieran knows that. He has to know Sam’s the stronger of the two of us.

“If anything happens, you get back behind the wards,” he says after eating one of the slices of toast. He looks between me and Sam. “And I mean both of you.”

“Fine,” Sam snaps back. If anything, he looks more annoyed than he did a minute ago, and a stone sinks in my stomach when I realise I might have made things worse.

“I’ll be back at six, but I’ve got work again at seven,” Kieran says. “If I miss you, I’ll see you after eleven, okay?”

“Okay,” I reply.

Kieran puts the empty plate on the counter before he leaves the flat. I don’t dare look at Sam. If he insists on going without me, I’ll let him.

“Drew?” Sam’s voice is closer, and I force myself to turn, though I can’t meet his eyes.

He takes another step towards me. I’m looking at the floor, at my own bare feet, and gasp when he takes hold of my chin. His hand is warm, his grip firm and unyielding.

“Look at me,” he says, and I lift my eyes.

“I’m sorry,” I mutter.

“What for?”

“I didn’t—You don’t need me to—”

Sam studies me for a moment. “You’re right,” he says, and I flinch. “I don’t need you to protect me. Believe it or not, I don’t need Kieran to, either.”

I drop my eyes again. Oh, no. I’ve really messed this up—how am I supposed to—

“It’s nice, though,” Sam says, and I can’t help the way my gaze is drawn back to his face. “I know it means you both care, even if your brother is an absolute dick about it.”

He’s still holding my chin. There’s no reason for me to stay like this; Sam is practically half my size, and he’s really not holding on that tightly, but his touch is grounding.

He looks at me like he can read something in my face that even I don’t understand. After a long moment, he gives me a decisive nod and steps back. “You can walk me to the tube.”

“Okay.”

I move to grab socks, to find my jacket, but Sam’s next words make me stumble.

“You can ask for things for yourself, Drew. We’ll give you whatever you want.”
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We pass through the wards, and I inhale a deep breath of chilly air, letting the freshness of it pass through me.

Well, the relative freshness of it. Sam smiles and nudges me before he starts walking.

I miss being outside. Even Dad’s worst punishments never involved being locked up indoors, though I don’t blame Kieran for it. I think he only agreed to let me go out because it’s the middle of the day. The vampires who run this district won’t exactly be out and about.

“You’re going to see Pris?” I ask.

Sam nods. “Her magic isn’t quite like mine, but she knows a lot more than I do. I’m hoping she’ll have some idea of how they got my magical signature. It’s not something I’ve ever heard of anyone being able to do.”

“And then?”

“I’ll go spend some time with Ophelia and Dante.” Sam smiles up at me. “They’re both mages, too. Ophelia’s… Her mum’s a wolf. Her dad’s got magic.”

I frown. “You mean, Kieran could have…?”

“Yeah, can you imagine?” Sam shakes his head. “He’d be even more of a disaster if he had magic.”

I make an amused sound and Sam laughs in response, shaking his head again. “It’s just one of those things, I guess. We’ll see if we can track the other signature, too, though considering how bad we were at it with Tristan, I don’t think that’ll get us anywhere.”

“And then you’ll come back?”

“Yeah. Of course.”

We walk the next couple of streets in silence before Sam looks up at me again. “So, got any other special skills up your sleeves?”

“What?”

“Well, you can cook. You can bake.”

I frown at him, and he shrugs. “I tried one of the cakes while you were putting your shoes on. They’re good.”

Heat floods my face. “I, uh… Thanks. But no. Just—Just that.”

The only other thing I learnt to do was fight. To hunt. That’s not what he wants to hear. It’s not what I want to be.

“What about you?” I ask, trying desperately to steer the conversation away. “What do you like to do?”

“I draw,” Sam says easily. “And I know you shouldn’t do the thing you love because that makes it tedious, but the graphic design stuff is different enough to my art that I don’t tend to mind it.”

“What do you draw?”

“Anything,” Sam replies. “Sometimes I paint, but I need time and space for that. Recently, it’s been… difficult.”

“Do you—” I hesitate but make myself plough on regardless. “Do you have any paintings in the flat?”

“Yeah.” Maybe I’m imagining it, but Sam’s cheeks appear a little pinker, too. Must be the cold. “You want to see?”

I nod eagerly. Too eagerly, but Sam laughs and leans into me again.

“Yeah, okay,” he says. He lifts his face and I realise we’ve arrived at the tube station when he reaches out and squeezes my wrist. “I’ll come back in a bit, and I can show you my paintings and you can show me whatever historical drama you’ve clearly watched a thousand times.”

I do blush at that, but there’s no meanness in Sam’s voice. He squeezes my wrist again.

“Okay,” I say.

He stares up at me for a moment too long, the air charged between us like it was back at the flat before he lets go and takes a step back. “Text Kieran when you get in,” he says, voice gone serious. “Let him know you’re safe.”

I nod and Sam gives me an unreadable look before he turns on his heel and heads into the station.

I only wait for a few seconds before I begin walking back the way we’ve come. I’m so thankful I’m a wolf when I realise I didn’t pay attention to our surroundings at all on the way here—at least I can follow our scent trail back.

For the first time in days, I feel… happy. Not just relieved, not calm, but happy. Maybe Sam and Adam are together, but I think we can be friends, and I’d like that.

I turn onto their street, smiling just a little, wondering which series I should show him tonight. Kieran gave me the rundown on all their streaming services when we were waiting for them to come back from the Council last night, and I know there are some Austen adaptations I haven’t seen in a few years, plus a new, shiny one I’ve not seen at all—

I freeze just before I step through the wards. Every hair on the back of my neck stands on end as I feel eyes on me.

I whip around. The street is empty, and when I inhale, aside from the scents I recognise, I only pick out humans.

Hale can’t be here. He just can’t. I’d scent him if he were. I’ve been on alert for him for months.

I wait there for one, two heartbeats before I take quick, deliberate steps forward and through the wards. Sam’s magic settles over me and I stop again once I’m through, searching the shadows on the other side of the street.

No one’s there.

Maybe I’m just paranoid.

Still, when I let myself back into the flat, I close the curtains, just in case.


Chapter twelve
Sam
[image: image-placeholder]


Ophelia glares at me when I groan again. I don’t blame her. None of us want to be here, but here we are—with Pris on the phone, since she had to stay at her shop for a late appointment.

“You really don’t know anyone who’s good with tracking spells?” I ask. Yes, I sound like a sulky teenager, but I don’t care. It’s already seven, which means Kieran’s gone back to work, and with each minute that passes, I’m missing out on spending time with Drew.

“No,” Pris replies. Her voice comes out distant over the speaker. “You think if I did, I wouldn’t have put you in touch with them when Tristan was running around?”

Ophelia raises a perfectly manicured brow in my direction. Dante seems blissfully unaware of the two of us, flipping through the book on his lap, but I know he’s still listening. He’s just got really good at ignoring us when needed.

“It’s still not going to help us with the first problem,” Ophelia points out. “We don’t know who stole your magical signature, and finding Nora’s relative isn’t going to fix that.”

I grunt in agreement. Pris and I talked about that briefly when I visited her earlier. Oh, I’m not a fool. I know that Ophelia and Dante know my magic is different from theirs. They’re sharp enough, too, to know why.

I’m just not getting into the details.

“I’m looking,” Pris says over the phone. “But I’m not going to have time to go through all my books until later. I’ll send you what I find.”

“I might have something,” Dante says softly, and Ophelia and I turn to him. He shoots us a brief smile before he traces the page again. “Yeah. So, bad news.”

“Bad news how?” I ask.

“Basically anyone could have done this. Well, maybe not a mundane human.”

“Dante,” Ophelia says, and there’s only a slight edge to her voice. “What did you find?”

“Obsidian.”

I blink. “Excuse me?”

Pris makes a sound and I glance down at the phone. “I never thought of that,” she says.

“What about it?” I ask.

“Obsidian’s usually used to protect against negative energy,” Dante says, and Ophelia nods. “There’s no reason it couldn’t be used in a spell to absorb any magic—or a magical signature.”

“Complicated,” Pris says. “But it’s possible. How would they activate the spell?”

“Spell bag. All the person would have to do is open it or break something—”

I shake my head. Tristan fed from Nora, and Kieran told me Adelaide was too strong, as well.

“What if they added fae magic to it somehow?” I ask.

Dante’s eyes widen. “It’d make things easier.”

“Makes sense. You’ve always got one heavy spell running, too,” Pris says.

I sigh. “The wards.” I can’t drop them. I wouldn’t feel safe doing it on a normal day, but considering everything that’s happened recently? It would be downright dangerous.

There’s been no one else near the wards who could have done it. I rub my temples. “That vampire…”

“Vampires don’t have magic,” Ophelia points out.

Yeah. Even if they had it in life, they don’t have it once they’ve been turned. The death magic keeping them alive is too much for that. It pushes everything else out.

“But if a vampire was working with the fae, they might manage it?”

Pris is silent and Ophelia and Dante stare at me, stunned.

Dante recovers the fastest. “But there aren’t any—”

“We both know that’s not true.”

He frowns, looking back down at his book.

“Well, if it’s fae, we’re fucked,” Ophelia says, and Pris hums her agreement over the line.

“Messing around seems like something they’d do,” Pris says. “But this feels… personal.”

I have to agree with her there. And despite everything that’s happened, I can’t understand why a fae would choose to target me now. Even pitting us all against each other wasn’t necessarily about us as much as it was about Jasper and his stupid greed.

“A fae-blessed mage, then?” I ask. “Do you think they’d have the power to do it?” It’s certainly not something I know how to do.

Pris’ words are careful. “Theoretically, yes. They can shape magic to do almost anything they’d like, if they’re controlled enough.”

Of course, that’s not helpful, either.

There aren’t many of us left. Any of us, I’d have said a few months ago because it’s not like I’ve come across one in almost fifteen years.

But the signature that was like Nora’s wasn’t the one that killed her. And why leave it behind at all if they’re using my magic?

A door opens and closes in the background of Pris’ call. “Look, I’ve got to go,” she says. “Call me in a couple of hours if you still need anything.”

She hangs up and I’m left in silence with Ophelia and Dante. Oh, they’re putting two and two together. I know that. I don’t have much energy to care about it right now.

“Do you think Lark would be able to help us?” I ask Dante, and he shakes his head firmly.

Right, okay.

“Sam…” Ophelia says. She doesn’t wilt under my sharp look. “Why would a vampire want to frame you for murder?”

It’s a good question. Just to cause trouble? “I don’t know. It’s not like some of them even believed it.” Had he bet on me not coming in? Or had it all been a distraction from something else?

“The best clue we have right now is the other signature,” I say. “Whoever that is, they can probably teleport, but they can’t have gone far. It takes a lot of power, and they must’ve teleported in and out again.”

Ophelia nods. We’ve got a map spread out on the floor between us, with the Council building, the clan house, and Deacon’s pack house all marked out.

“What kind of radius are we talking?” she asks.

“I’m not certain,” I reply. It’s not like I can teleport, after all.

It’s not like the Lyttons can bind magic, either, so fair is fair.

Ophelia marks Kieran’s and my flat on the map, then points between that and the Council building. “I’ll call my dad,” she says. “See if he’s got any tips for dowsing or something like that. We’ll start with the area that’s between your flat and the Council building and go from there.”

“Thanks.” I look up at the windows. It’s dark out, and there’s little more to be done here. “I’m gonna go. Call me if you find anything? Or if you need me?”

Ophelia nods. “Be safe.”
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I’m careful, on the way home, to stick to public, well-lit places. I can’t feel any magic that’s out of place, but considering there could be a vampire out there with a limited ability to perform magic of their own, I’m not taking any chances.

I need to hunt tonight, I realise. It’s only been a day since Nora died, which means the other Lytton mage will still have left a findable trail. Sure, I can’t follow their teleportation, but if they’re in the kind of radius Ophelia expects, then I can try from there.

I can pick it up from the clan house, too. If they teleported in and back out again… They’ll be tired. I saw the way teleportation took it out of Nora. It’s big magic, powerful, which means it’ll require a lot of control.

When I let myself into the flat, my heart settles as I find Drew sitting on the sofa. He smiles when he sees me, big and honest, and my stomach flutters.

Whatever it is he’s hiding, I can’t imagine it’s all that bad. That he’s all that bad.

It’s why I should convince him to stay away from me.

I don’t act on that thought, though. Instead, I kick off my shoes and drop onto the sofa, our thighs brushing. Drew pauses the show he’s watching—some other romantic regency thing.

Another reminder that I shouldn’t let him too close. I shouldn’t hurt him.

He wants something sweet and romantic and safe—

“How did it go?” he asks, and his voice sends a shiver up my spine.

“We’ve got a lead,” I say. “But who knows if we’re on the right track.”

I press the heels of my hands into my eyes. Drew’s thigh pushes harder against mine, and I feel the warmth of him, like he’s edged closer.

“Thank you for earlier,” he says.

I turn my head and he’s so close that I’m certain my heart stops for a minute.

Not close enough.

“For… for what?”

“For letting me come out with you,” Drew says. Fuck, he means it, and all we did was walk to the tube station! I need to talk to Kieran about that. It might be safer to keep Drew inside—especially with a potentially psychotic vampire running around—but that doesn’t mean it’s good for him.

“Drew, we’re not keeping you prisoner here,” I reply. “You don’t have to—We shouldn’t—”

He leans in and his lips brush my cheek. I swear to all the gods, my heart stops, my next breath coming out as a soft gasp.

When he leans back again, his dark eyes study my face. Fuck, I want to kiss him. I want to shove him down on this sofa—because I know he’d let me, even though he’s twice my size—and make him feel so good nothing bad could ever touch him again.

Adam’s face swims into my mind and heat floods my face.

I can’t have both of them. I can’t—It’s not fair. On either of them. On me.

I reach out and squeeze his wrist because I don’t want him to think the gesture was entirely unwelcome, even if it should have been, and get to my feet. The light in Drew’s eyes dims a little, but it sparks again at my next words.

“You, uh… You said you wanted to see my paintings, right?”

The smile that unfurls across his face threatens to destroy me with how honest it is.

Ah, gods. I’m totally fucked.


Chapter thirteen
Adam
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We go back to Sam and Kieran’s flat that night. I don’t know if Lucien’s wondering the same as I am, but I hope Kieran’s calmed down a little. I know he wants to protect Sam, but Sam’s capable of looking after himself.

Elle stays behind. The Council haven’t discovered anything else during the day; their magic users can’t pick up more than what we felt in the room where Nora died, and I think some of them can only sense that, now, because they know it’s there. They want us to ask Sam to help, though, and I’m not sure anyone is going to be pleased about that.

The air’s tense when Drew lets us in. He skitters back over to the kitchen once we’re inside, and the cause of the tension is immediately clear.

Sam and Kieran are arguing, Kieran pacing as Sam stands to one side, hands on his slim hips. Lucien moves over to where Drew has started working on dinner again, keeping his head down.

“Do not worry,” Lucien says, his voice low. “They will work it out. They always do.”

Drew nods, some of the rigidness of his shoulders easing at Lucien’s words. As Lucien moves aside, careful not to intercept Kieran’s path, I take his place, perching on one of the stools at the counter.

“It’s not up to you.” Sam’s keeping his voice low, and his magic doesn’t flare, not even a little, so he’s angry but not close to losing it. I watch Drew work out of the corner of my eye.

“I’m not saying it is.” Kieran rubs a hand over his face. “But it’s dangerous. You can’t just go off on your own!”

“And you can’t tell me what to do. Believe it or not, I’m a big boy. I can take care of myself.”

“Let me come with you—”

“And what if they do attack? Then I’ve got to keep an eye on you while I fight them. That’s if they’re even bothered about me at all. We don’t know—”

“That’s the point!” Frustration bleeds into Kieran’s voice.

It’s not going to be over anytime soon, so I turn to look at Drew, who flushes under the attention. So pretty. “How long have they been at it?” I asked, voice low enough that I know a human standing right next to us wouldn’t overhear.

Ah, the perks of supernatural hearing.

“Couple of hours,” Drew mutters back. He drains a pan of potatoes and turns back to me, potato masher in hand. “Sam wants to try to track the signature he found. Kieran doesn’t want him to go alone.”

What a coincidence. I reach out before I think about it, patting the back of Drew’s hand. Drew stills.

“Sorry.” I go to pull my hand back, but then Drew lets out a sound that hits me straight in the chest. It’s quiet as a whisper, barely audible under the sound of Lucien now trying to calm Kieran and Sam behind me.

He whimpers.

I press my hand down a little more firmly and Drew swallows hard. Right. Wolves are tactile, I know that, and Drew’s not with his pack anymore, has been keeping his distance…

Had he been keeping his distance before, too?

Curling my fingers, I carefully turn Drew’s hand until it’s palm up. When I hold on, Drew’s fingers tighten around mine, and he lets out a heavy breath.

“I’ve got you,” I murmur. Butterflies whip up a storm in my stomach when Drew looks at me, his face flushed and his eyes so big and dark.

“We can all go together,” Lucien says behind me, and I feel the shift in the air that means attention is going to turn back to us. “Eat first, and we will organise what we are going to do.”

Drew squeezes my hand so gently before he lets go, moving to the fridge to get what he needs for the potatoes. I stare after him for a moment. My chest feels tight with how much I suddenly want to leap over the counter and wrap him in my arms, keep us pressed so tightly together it would be impossible to tell where one of us ends and the other begins.

“We can’t all go,” Kieran says. “They don’t need me there, and I’m not leaving Drew alone if there is someone out to get us. Not after…”

I turn to look at them and hear Lucien say, “After what?” but I don’t really process the words.

Sam’s looking at me. I feel, suddenly, like he’s been watching me the whole time, like he just saw the moment that passed between me and Drew.

He doesn’t look upset about it.

He looks… lonely.

“Is there a chance they could break your wards?” Kieran asks Sam, and the moment shatters, Sam’s attention shifting to him.

Sam scowls as he replies, “Yes. They shouldn’t, but…” He looks past me, where Drew’s still moving in the kitchen, and I see the same softness in his eyes that I think has lodged in my chest. “Yeah, they might be able to.”

“Right,” Kieran says decisively. “We’ll eat. I’ll stay. If you need anything, ring me and I’ll be right there.”

Kieran moves to sit with Lucien on the sofa as they eat, the two of them murmuring together as I carefully try not to listen. Drew and Sam are awkwardly silent, Drew staring steadfastly down at his plate as though if he looks at us, one of us will yell at him.

Eventually, Sam sighs. “What’re you going to watch tonight?”

Drew pauses, his fork halfway to his mouth. When he looks up, there’s a moment where he doesn’t believe Sam is talking to him.

“Uh, I—I think Emma is streaming.” His eyes dart to me, and he blushes.

“Austen?” I ask.

If anything, his blush deepens, and Sam nudges me in the side when Drew stares down at his plate again. “Yeah.”

I ignore Sam’s glare and hum. “Sounds fun. Fancy watching it twice?”

“What?”

Both Drew and Sam are looking at me like I’ve grown another head. “We could all watch it when we get back. I read the book in school, I think, but”—I wrinkle my nose—“that was a while ago.”

“Oh yeah?” Sam’s eyes sparkle. “How long ago?”

“How about I tell you when we’ve watched the film?”

Sam snorts, and Drew’s relaxed enough now to keep eating. “You vampires,” Sam says. “Took Kieran ages to get it out of Lucien.”

“Don’t think I can help you with the method, either,” Kieran calls over from the sofa, and when I glance at him and Lucien, the look he’s giving Lucien makes me want to blush.

“Jesus,” I mutter. Drew directs his smile downwards, but it’s there, and Sam laughs.

When he’s done, he looks at Drew until Drew meets his eyes. “I’m sure we can think of something, right?”
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Sam winds tighter and tighter the closer we get to the Council building. He stands stiffly away from me and Lucien when he gets out of the car, but I don’t feel his magic flare, at least.

“We will not be long,” Lucien says.

“I want to search, after,” Sam replies.

We both look at him. Lucien frowns. “You waited until we got here—”

Sam crosses his arms over his chest. He dressed up again—was dressed up before we even got to the flat. The crimson shirt he’s wearing looks incredibly soft. “I’m going with you or without you. The hunters are way more at risk than we’ll be.”

“I have to tell Kieran,” Lucien says, and Sam shrugs.

“Yeah, of course. Tell him he can yell at me later.”

Lucien hums but says nothing else as we’re let into the building. He’ll call Kieran after, and I have no doubt that Lucien and I will be going with Sam.

Only Moreau is there to meet us, and the thin smile he directs at Sam tells me why. Sam doesn’t react to it. He studies the empty meeting room Moreau takes us to, the horseshoe of a table that shines mahogany in the low light.

“Your mages?” he asks.

“They’re waiting,” Moreau says. “You really have no idea who did this?”

Sam’s magic rises, his hazel eyes darting around the room before he turns to Moreau properly.

“No,” he says. “And I don’t know who the relative is, either. As far as I know, all the Lyttons are dead.”

Moreau shakes his head. “A stray mage who can teleport is a concern, but someone who managed to sneak in and commit murder…”

Sam sighs. He waves his hand and a bubble of magic surrounds us, keeping us in. Keeping the sound in?

“I spent this afternoon trying to work out how anyone would have been able to use my magical signature and transfer it here. I’ve never heard of it before. We think they could have used obsidian to syphon it off the wards. From there…” Sam sighs heavily, crossing his arms over his chest. “The fae could do it. Or someone fae-blessed, maybe.”

Moreau doesn’t say anything, but I think there’s something in his eyes I’ve never seen before.

Fear.

“You’re certain?”

“Of course not,” Sam replies. “But it opens up the suspect pool. There can’t be that many mages from the old families out there. And if there were… I don’t know why they’d move in now. If anyone could have done it, then there are some people who move up the list.”

“Like who?”

Sam glances over his shoulder at Lucien. They look at each other for a long moment before Lucien nods.

“Adelaide. Whoever she’s working for.”

“This old mystery vampire,” Moreau muses. He must have spoken to Vasile. “Vampires can’t use magic.”

Sam shrugs. He doesn’t have an answer, but then none of us do. When Moreau shakes his head, he seems to understand that.

“Thank you for your assistance, anyway. The magic users are this way, if you’d like to come with me.”

The magic snaps back to Sam and when he follows Moreau, Lucien and I follow him.

The next hour or so passes in a blur. Sam has Moreau bring him in as many magic users as he can, teaching each of them how to pick out his magical signature, as well as that of the mystery Lytton.

I stay close as Sam talks them through it, Lucien off explaining to Kieran what we’re about to do. I know he won’t be pleased, but I agree with Sam. Someone needs to keep an eye on the flat if there’s even the slightest chance the wards could be breached. I trust that Drew can look after himself, that he can get himself out of there, but Kieran knows places to go and people who will back him up if necessary.

As the magic users learn to pick up the signatures, they’re whisked off into teams to head out into the night. Naomi remains when Sam’s done, her expression unreadable.

“I’ll come with you,” she says to Lucien.

He shakes his head. “You would be better suited with one of the other teams.” It’s no secret that the magic users here aren’t well-trained. And if they’re focusing on a weaker skill—their magic—then they’re more vulnerable to attack.

Naomi pulls a face, looking between Lucien and Moreau. “Hunter Moreau…”

He shakes his head. “The chieftain is right. Join Thistle’s team. They’ll need your protection if they pick up the scent. Lucien and his turn are more than able to defend Sam—and I am certain he can look after himself.”

A little heavy-handed, but Sam seems happy to take it. Naomi nods and leaves, clearly reluctant.

“Head out,” Lucien says to me and Sam. “I will join you in a moment.”

Sam follows me as we head out of the building. He keeps glancing back, like he doesn’t like the idea of leaving Lucien with Moreau.

I reach out and take his arm as we step outside. “He’ll be fine.”

“I know.” Sam’s eyes study the shadows, and I wonder if he’s looking for an enemy or tracing magic I can’t see. The teams are all gone, and I can pick up some of their magic, but I know the trails will fade for me quickly.

“Which way will we go?” Lucien asks when he joins us.

Sam frowns, turning in a circle. I can sense his magic, almost as though I’m becoming more sensitive to it.

He looks in the direction I’m feeling a pull and lifts his chin.

“This way.”
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We walk for an hour or so, the trail eventually becoming so solid even I can feel it. Lucien has his phone in one hand so he can keep Kieran, Moreau, and Vasile in the loop. I don’t envy him.

I don’t understand why the trail of Sam’s magic is so strong. Or who it’s been left for. I glance at Sam out of the corner of my eye. Determination is carved into his delicate features, and his magic rises and falls as he feels out where we need to go.

He stops all at once and I frown, opening my mouth to ask—but then I feel it, too.

“The other Lytton,” he murmurs.

Why would the trail have led us here?

“Where?” Lucien asks.

Sam sends his magic out, then points to a squat, brick building across the street. It’s quiet here, but then it’s two in the morning, so I figure most people are already in bed.

“Is there anyone in there?” Sam asks when we cross the road. Lucien holds up a hand for us to stop, and Sam frowns.

I tilt my head. I can’t hear a heartbeat from within, even if I tune out Sam standing next to me. “No,” I say.

Lucien shakes his head a moment later. No one, as far as we can tell.

“Then let’s go.”

“What can you feel from the magic?” Lucien asks.

“It’s just… sitting there,” Sam says. He sounds confused. “No wards. No traps. Nothing I can feel from out here.”

“And in there?”

“I’ll be able to get a better feel for it. I’ll make sure it’s safe before any of us move.”

Lucien hums, still thinking it over. His phone buzzes a couple of times, but he ignores it, then pushes it into his pocket.

“This is what we will do,” he says. “I will go in first. Sam, you will look for any traps or anything the magic users may have left behind. Adam, you will bring up the rear and let us know if you see anything.”

I scowl, but by the time I open my mouth to protest, Sam’s already speaking.

“If you go in first…”

“You will be close behind. I cannot, in all good conscience, send you in first.”

“Just because Kieran thinks—”

“It is not about Kieran,” Lucien says, eyes flashing, and where Sam stands his ground, I take an uncertain step back. “Crai Vasile would have my head if I sent you in first and something happened, not to mention Hunter Moreau. This is not about your power.”

Sam glares at him but eventually relents. I wonder if he’s thinking what I am—there’s no way Kieran has nothing to do with Lucien’s decision-making, but Lucien’s right, too. No matter what I feel for Sam, I’m beginning to think his magic is more important than we are.

“Fine,” Sam says. “Let’s go.”

Lucien pushes the door, which opens easily, and I swallow hard as I move in behind Sam. I can hear there’s nothing inside, and vampires can see well in the dark, but I can taste the stranger’s magic, too, and it leaves me unsettled.

Lucien looks at Sam as he moves cautiously forward, and I tune out the feel of Sam’s magic as I follow them both. This place used to be a shop, I figure, taking in the smashed counters and scattered debris on the floor. Glass crunches under our shoes and we make our way through to the large open room towards the back, where the magic feels stronger still.

Sam glances back at me, worry pinching his expression. There’s no one here. I know Nora could teleport, but the chances of the mage popping in…

Lucien swings open the door, and we wait for Sam’s eyes to adjust to the darkness. I sense nobody, and when Sam looks at me, I shake my head.

No one’s here.

“Seems empty,” I murmur.

Lucien hums his agreement. “Sam, you need to be able to see.”

Sam shifts his hand and light pools in it, forming into a ball as he steps past Lucien and fully into the room. I remain in the doorway for a moment, glancing back, but there’s no one on the street, so I follow Sam again.

We move around rusted, bare shelves, and Sam kicks an empty cardboard box aside, the noise loud in the silent space. Lucien stands in the centre of the room, hands on his hips as he frowns.

“Weird,” Sam says. The stranger’s magic is strong in here, strong enough that I can’t feel a trace of Sam’s except what he’s actively using. We walk towards Lucien. “It’s like they were here seconds ago, but I’d have felt it if they’d—”

Movement out of the corner of my eye makes me turn, but Sam’s faster, and a shield flares into life as the magic user reveals themselves. Their first spell crashes against it, and I mutter a curse, turning as someone else appears on the other side of the room.

There’s more than one of them.

They’ve surrounded us.

I take a step closer to Sam and he’s trying to pull his shield around, I can tell, but another magic user appears and a spell hits Lucien, sending him sprawling.

“Lucien!”

I lunge for him, but Sam grabs my arm. “Wait!”

His shield covers Lucien just before another spell hits it, and when Sam lets go, I run to Lucien’s side. My fangs have dropped, fury and fear pulsing at the back of my skull. Lucien groans and sits up.

Sam’s trying to keep all the magic users in his range of vision, but they’re moving quickly, and their magic feels… strange.

Like Sam’s, but not. Like the stranger’s, but not.

“What’s going on?” I mutter as I help Lucien to his feet.

Sam doesn’t look at me, just shakes his head. “I don’t know.”

“Okay, what can we do?”

“Nothing, vampire,” a new voice says.

Another magic user appears, and this time I bare my fangs, immediately recognising his magic. He’s taller than Sam—as tall as me, maybe—but as slim and just as impeccably dressed. Dark hair curls around his ears and his smile has a cruel edge as he eyes the three of us, hiding as we are behind Sam’s shield.

I recognise Nora’s features in his face—the sharp jut of his chin, the curve of his nose. I sense it in his magic, too, sparking around him.

Sam sucks in a breath as he comes to the same conclusion I have. “You’re related to Nora,” he says.

The stranger tilts his head to one side, and the smile he gives us doesn’t reach his eyes. “I’m Elliot,” he says. “I’m her brother.”


Chapter fourteen
Sam
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Her brother?

Until I met Nora, I thought all the Lyttons were dead.

I didn’t know her father had a daughter, never mind a son.

A son who doesn’t look worried at all as he faces me. His eyes sweep over Adam and Lucien but don’t linger. He’s not interested in them.

He takes another step closer, and I pull more magic, feeding it into my shield. I don’t know how strong he truly is, only that he’s holding a lot of power now.

Can he use it? Aside from teleportation, I don’t know how the Lyttons trained or what their family was good at. Sure, I should have realised when we knew the mage could teleport, but one of them surviving the wars, let alone two, seemed…

Impossible.

Elliot stops a few inches away from my shield. He eyes it, and his smile grows.

“How long can you hold that, I wonder?” he says, mostly to himself. “If it were just you and me, then I suppose we’d be evenly matched, but here…”

He extends one hand, encompassing the other two mages. Are they mages? I can’t shift my focus enough to feel out their magic, but what I can feel is strange.

“With the three of us attacking it, how long can you hold it?” Elliot tilts his head to one side. “Selkirks aren’t known for their shielding.”

I don’t jolt at the name, but it’s a near thing. Adam’s stepped up on my right, which at least means Lucien must be standing again.

They hit him, but with what? I don’t let my expression twitch.

“I can hold it long enough,” I growl. I can. Long enough to get Adam and Lucien out of here, at least.

Elliot snorts. “Okay. Let’s see.”

I’m so busy watching him, I don’t see the first spell coming. It crashes against the side of my shield, shaking it, and I push power frantically out, making sure we’re safe. Adam shifts from foot to foot.

“What do we do?”

Magic bursts across my shield again, and I drag in more, noticing that Elliot’s doing the same, even if he hasn’t sent a spell my way yet. We’ve got a clear path to the door; the other mages—a man and a woman—haven’t thought to obstruct it.

I tear my gaze away from Elliot and move closer to the centre of the area I’ve shielded. Lucien’s fangs are out, expression furious—and worried.

“You need to get out of here,” I say.

Adam turns to me, mouth open, and Lucien shakes his head. “We cannot—”

“You have to leave,” I say. “I can’t fight them if I’m shielding us.”

I can’t. Plus, they’re faster than these mages. The other two aren’t Lyttons, so they shouldn’t be able to teleport, and I feel like Elliot isn’t going to risk chasing two vampires when he can get his revenge against me.

“We can fight them,” Adam says.

“You can’t. Their magic—” I don’t have time to explain, and the next spell the female mage fires at me has my shield slipping, just for a second. Something flares in Elliot’s eyes, and I drag in more magic, ignoring the way it’s starting to burn through me. “You have to go.”

“We’re not leaving you,” Adam all but snarls, but Lucien shakes his head, grabbing Adam’s arm.

“If you do not join us outside soon, I will come back for you myself,” he says.

I turn my head long enough to catch his serious expression. “Got it.”

They haven’t stopped throwing spells, the other mages, but I can feel that Elliot’s pulling in power the same way I do. Whatever he sends my way, that’ll be it.

“The shield’s going to drop,” I say to Lucien, this time not taking my eyes away from Elliot. “When it does, run.”

“Sam—” Adam tries again. I shake my head.

It’s coming. There’s nothing I can do to stop it. But I can get them out of here.

There’s always a point with magic like ours. It draws taut like a bowstring, time suspended, and I’ve danced on that precipice so many times myself that I see Elliot’s chest move as he inhales, and of course, he’s been trained just like I was—

The magic hits my shield with all the force of a battering ram, no finesse to it, and I hold out for as long as I can, absorbing the hit until the shield trembles and begins to collapse.

“Go!”

Adam hesitates, but Lucien, thank fuck, doesn’t. He grabs Adam’s arm and drags him from the room.

The male mage, closest to the door, lets out a startled cry. I dodge aside, moving further into the room and lifting another, thinner shield as Elliot throws a spell at me again.

“After them!” he cries.

I swear. The male mage makes it through the door, but I pull in some magic and shut it in the face of the woman. She runs straight into it and falls to the ground.

She lets out a pained groan and puts her hand to her nose as she sits up.

“Little fucker,” she snarls. “Elliot, she said—”

“Fuck her,” Elliot snaps back. He drops his arms and I back up into some shelves, eyeing them both warily. Now that we’re alone, the pulse of their magic is even clearer. Elliot’s is as refined as mine is—perhaps even more so.

The woman’s is strange. She’s not a mage like we are, but she’s using magic like she is.

“Going to hide behind that all day, Selkirk?” Elliot asks. “You’re just as much a coward as the rest of your family.”

If he thinks the taunts are going to get to me, he’s wrong. I’m more worried about Adam and Lucien. They can run fast, get far from the mage who made it out of the room, but I have no doubt they’re waiting for me.

Are they fighting him?

I drop the shield. The woman’s magic flares, but Elliot shakes his head.

“Why are you here?” I ask.

Elliot’s expression twists with a sudden violent rage. “Why do you think? You killed my sister!”

I’m surprised. I shouldn’t be.

The scene was a set-up, after all.

It just wasn’t for the Council.

“I didn’t kill her,” I say, even though I know the words don’t matter.

Elliot lets out a cry and I leap aside as he flings magic at me. The shelves crash to the ground with the force of it. The woman’s magic flares, a twisted mass of colour when I look at it right, and I raise a shield to redirect it, trying to hit Elliot.

He dodges, of course, but it gives me a second to get back to my feet.

“You found other mages?” I ask. Magic curls around my hands, winding up my arms. This needs to be over.

Elliot’s eyes flick to the woman. Despite her strange magic, she’s nowhere near as strong as either of us.

“No,” Elliot says, and his lip pulls back in disdain when he looks at her. “They’re here for your vampires.”

I glance at the door—I can’t help it—and this time, Elliot’s aim is true.

The spell hits me full-force in the chest, and I fly back, all the breath escaping me as I crash against the wall.

Fuck. That hurt.

Elliot takes a casual step forward. I need to get up. Need to fight.

Adam’s out there with an enemy.

Kieran will bring me back just to kill me if I die tonight.

I suck in a breath and get to my feet, bracing myself with one hand against the wall. I don’t want to kill them. I don’t.

I’ll do it if I have to.

I drag in all the magic I can, feeling it burn through my every nerve before I send it out in a wave, aiming for the core of their power. The woman screams when it hits her, but Elliot’s shield is quick and strong, and he holds it even as my magic pounds against it.

The woman goes silent. She’s not dead. I pull the magic back, then aim all of it at Elliot.

His eyes widen as he realises how much power I’m about to send flying at him.

“This isn’t over.” He snarls, reaching over to grab the woman’s arm. There’s a shift in the air, a quiet pop, and then they’re both gone.

Pain radiates through my torso. I sway to one side when I take a step towards the door and stop, balling my hands into fists.

“Fuck,” I mutter. I have to get out there.

I draw in another flood of magic, doing my best to soothe my hurts before I head to the door. I stumble through the shop in the dark. Adam and Lucien won’t have gone far, even though I told them to run. Adam won’t leave me.

The other mage is out there with him.

Lucien’s sprawled on the floor when I burst out of the shop and Adam’s on his knees, hands clawing at his own throat. The mage is standing over him, expression set in a sneer, and he starts to turn towards me, but I don’t even hesitate.

Magic leaps to meet me in the same way it did when I faced Nora in the flat. I bite back a scream when it burns through me, instead inhaling the familiar pain, the buzz of power under my skin.

The mage’s eyes widen. Another surge of power comes from him—something that sends Adam listing to one side, his eyes falling shut—but I don’t give him enough time to shield himself.

Not that it matters.

A cry bursts from my throat and the power inside me snaps outwards, tearing through him. I rip his magic out, punch through every organ, and when the magic reaches Lucien and Adam, it slows and soothes, and I watch the mage collapse to the ground.

His eyes are open. Unseeing.

I breathe hard for a moment. Everything hurts when I move, but I do it anyway, falling to my knees where Adam’s tipped over. He’s… He’s as alive as a vampire can be, and relief washes through me when Lucien stirs, holding a hand to his head as he sits up.

He studies the dead mage before he stands. His expression is unreadable.

“The others?” he asks. I can’t see a mark on him, and the power inside him still feels strong. His voice is hoarse.

“Got away,” I say. My hands shake. It’s not because the mage is dead. I pushed too hard.

Lucien looks lost for a moment. I shake my head. “We need to get somewhere safe. Get him somewhere safe. They won’t get through my wards.” I’m certain, now that I’ve felt their magic.

He nods and pulls out his phone, calling a car. Between us, we get Adam to his feet.

“Will he be okay?” Lucien asks, and now his voice is thick.

I reach out again, ever so careful as my magic meets the power that keeps vampires alive. It’s subdued but there, still strong and reaching for me just like it should.

“Yeah, I think so,” I say. “Let’s get him ho—Let’s get him back.”


Chapter fifteen
Drew
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I’m half dozing, half waiting for Sam to come back to the flat, but still, I snap into full alertness when Kieran stumbles into the living room, rubbing his chest. “Something’s wrong,” he growls when he sees me sitting up, but he doesn’t head for the door.

He has his phone in his hand but doesn’t call anyone, either. It’s a while before it rings, and Kieran lets out a heavy breath.

“What happened?” he barks down the line.

I don’t listen to the words, but I hear Lucien’s voice, his tone soothing. When Kieran’s gaze cuts to me, I climb off the sofa, moving my stuff to one side.

Kieran’s scent sours, and if Lucien’s okay, then…

Maybe they’ve captured someone. Except even as I think it, I know I’m wrong. If they’ve captured someone, they’ll head back to the clan or the Council; they won’t bring them here.

Kieran hangs up and looks at me. “Adam’s injured,” he says, then shakes his head like he can hear the way my heart starts racing. “Sam says he’ll be fine, but they’re coming here. The wards are stronger.”

My stomach sinks. The wards are better here, so whatever they faced, it’s not over.

I force myself to focus on Kieran. He’s still rubbing his chest. “Lucien?”

“He’s okay. He says he’s okay. But he’s up and he’s talking, and I don’t feel like—”

“He’s okay,” I repeat, agreeing. I’m sure Kieran would feel worse if he weren’t, even if he clearly has his doubts.

We wait, and when I hear a car turn onto the road, I cross over to the window. It pulls up outside the building and Kieran’s already heading out of the flat, down the stairs, by the time the car door opens.

I stay where I am, feet rooted to the carpet as I watch Lucien climb out first. He and Sam get Adam out—and he’s not conscious, I can tell—but then Kieran is with them. Sam hesitates but allows Kieran to take his place at Adam’s side, then races into the building ahead of them both.

I look up when Sam all but skids into the fat. He lets out a breath when he sees me.

“You’re okay.”

I frown. I’ve been here all night. “I’m fine.”

He takes a step into the flat, still not looking away from my face. He’s paler than usual, dark smudges under his eyes, and I pick up the sharp scent of pain and frustration under his usual smoke and spice. I want to cross the room and take him into my arms. What happened out there?

I don’t get a chance to ask. Kieran and Lucien come in behind Sam, still holding Adam up between them.

I smell blood and a growl rumbles up from my throat, my wolf pushing to the surface. Kieran looks at me.

“It’s okay,” he says. “They’re okay.”

Sam closes the door and follows them over to the sofa. They set Adam down gently and Lucien crouches next to his head, eyes moving over Adam’s face.

There’s a little blood on his jaw, a scrape that looks to have healed. Lucien reaches out and wipes it away.

I’ve rarely genuinely wanted to hurt another, but the urge rises in me now as I look at Adam, something deep in my chest tugging as if to pull me closer. Who did this to him?

Lucien moves aside as Sam kneels next to Adam. He pushes into Kieran’s arms, face tucked into his throat for a moment before he stands tall and pulls out his phone. I half-listen as I watch Sam work, magic prickling over my skin.

“No, he’s fine,” Lucien says quietly down the phone. He’s looking at Adam, concern pinching his brow, and Kieran’s watching Lucien with a similar expression.

Magic flares again and I bite back a snarl. It’s not that I want to hurt Sam. The thought that he was there too, that he’s injured as well, is terrifying. I just need something. Some outlet that will help.

Lucien ends the first call, makes another, but I don’t move my eyes from where Sam is working. He’s growing paler with each surge of magic. Adam’s going to be fine, right?

“Elle’s on her way,” Lucien says when he hangs up. He touches Kieran’s shoulder before he kneels next to Sam. Kieran perches on the far arm of the sofa as Adam twitches and groans. I press myself back against the wall. I don’t know how to help.

I don’t want to be in the way.

“And the trail?” Kieran asks. My stomach twists. If Kieran hadn’t been here looking after me, he’d have been out there too. Is it good that he wasn’t? What can he do against mages?

“Vasile will tell Moreau. They will divert other teams there, to retrieve the body if nothing else.”

Kieran rears back in surprise, but Lucien shakes his head, and he clamps his lips together. Sam sits back on his heels, shoulders slumping as he breathes hard. There’s an edge of anger to his scent.

“He’ll be okay,” he says. “I can’t fucking believe this.”

“Believe what?”

“I know why I was framed now.”

Kieran frowns and Sam shakes his head.

“The mage—Elliot—is Nora’s brother. He thinks I killed her.”

Kieran scrubs a hand over his face. “Shit.”

“But they’re after Lucien and Adam, too.”

The silence that falls has an underlying tension to it. I can’t tear my eyes from Sam because though he looks worn down by what’s happened tonight, the fire in his eyes is breathtaking.

His gaze meets mine, just for a moment, and I jerk back like I’ve been burnt.

“Not me?” Kieran asks. “Not…”

“No,” Sam says quickly. “Not that they mentioned, anyway.”

“It cannot be a coincidence,” Lucien adds. “You are not safe either, my love.”

Kieran looks at me, then, and I realise I’m not safe either.

Not that I’m in danger. I can’t leave this building.

“What did they hit him with?” I ask because there’s not another thought in my head I can articulate right now.

Sam shakes his head. “A couple of things. I sent him outside; both of you, I shouldn’t have—”

“I’m fine,” Lucien says, though I’m not sure that’s true. There’s a hint of pain to his scent, too, and even without my sense of smell, I wonder if he’s a little like Kieran. He doesn’t want Sam to be preoccupied with him if Adam’s the one in danger.

Kieran moves and reaches out, then wraps his fingers around Lucien’s wrist. They look at each other. If Lucien isn’t okay, Kieran will take care of him.

“What are we going to do?” Kieran asks. “If this mage wants revenge, he’s not going to stop just because he didn’t get you this time.”

“Not unless I kill all of them,” Sam mutters. Kieran frowns. “No. I’ll meet Dante and Ophelia this afternoon. I’ve got a better idea of all their magic now.”

“Okay,” Kieran says. “You’re all right, too?”

Sam glances up at him, surprised by the question. His eyes slide away, back to Adam’s prone form as he replies, “Yes.”

Kieran believes that about as much as I do, judging by the look on his face, but he doesn’t push.

“The clan building’s warded?” Sam asks, and Lucien nods. “Against teleportation spells?”

“I do not know. I will ask Vasile tonight. I take it your wards will keep Elliot out?”

“Yeah,” Sam says, looking at Adam again. Adam’s going to stay here tonight? My wolf is glad, from the way he’s prancing around in the back of my head, but I push off from the wall before I can stop myself, heading for the kitchen.

Kieran watches me go. Neither Sam nor Lucien moves.

At least it seems like Adam’s only sleeping now. I make tea for all of us—Lucien, too—and it’s only a minute or so before Kieran joins me and grabs the milk from the fridge.

“If you don’t feel safe here…” he begins, and I freeze.

“I do.”

“Drew.”

“Kieran.” I meet his flat look with one of my own and for the first time since my arrival, it’s an easy thing to do. My wolf howls inside me, desperate to come out and corral Sam and Adam back into a safe corner, to set myself between them and the door so I can face any oncoming threat.

“Fine,” Kieran says, jaw clenching. I drop my gaze first. “But you’re gonna have to be careful, okay? I know we still need to see Deacon, but I’ve gotta—”

“You’ve got to go with them,” I finish for him. “I’ll be okay. I’m not… I’m not a fighter, but I can keep him safe. You know I can.”

Kieran pours milk in his tea and mine, then puts it back in the fridge. “I know,” he says finally. He lets out a heavy sigh. “I can’t believe this, either.”

There’s nothing to be done about it, of course. Kieran takes a cup of tea to Lucien, who accepts it with a bemused smile, and Sam, who holds it in both hands even though I know the mug is steaming hot. I stay behind the counter, close to the door, watching them.

“Elle’s here,” Sam says when I’m halfway down my cup. A knock at the door follows his words and Kieran shoots up to answer it, letting her inside.

She snarls when she sees Adam on the sofa, red lips curling back to show her fangs, and every hair on the back of my neck stands on end. I swallow down the growl building in my own throat.

“What happened?”

Sam explains it to her, giving us all the details too, and by the time he’s done, she’s still scowling, but I know it’s not aimed at anyone in the room.

“He’s going to stay here?”

“For tonight,” Lucien says. “Sam’s wards will keep him safe while he rests. We need to speak with Vasile and let him know what is going on.”

“And figure out how to track the mages down and get rid of them,” Sam says darkly. Elle shoots a vicious grin in his direction.

He’s not scared of the mages, I realise as Lucien steps aside to make another call. And he killed one of them… I swallow hard. Has he killed before? He doesn’t seem too affected by it, but I know that doesn’t mean much.

“A car is on its way,” Lucien says. “We need to speak to Vasile about precautions for other vampires. And the wards on the clan house. If they cannot keep Elliot out, none of us are safe.”

“Yeah, and I feel like the entire clan might struggle to fit in our flat,” Kieran says. Elle huffs, but Lucien smiles at him, some of the weight of the evening lifting from his shoulders.

Elle looks between them, then at Adam. “You could stay here,” she offers Lucien, but he shakes his head.

“I think five of us may be too many,” he says. “I will keep you all abreast of what is happening.”

“Tell Vasile and Moreau they can call me, too, if they want Sam,” Kieran says, and Sam gives him a sharp look. “If they need anything in the day—”

“I will.” Lucien’s phone buzzes. “The car is here.”

Kieran walks Lucien and Elle down to the street and I don’t move from where I’m resting against the counter until he’s back up in the flat again and the door’s locked. Kieran leans against it, looking between the three of us.

“You can sleep in my room,” he says to me. “I’ll take the floor, or you can, whatever.”

He sounds exhausted. I shake my head, and he frowns.

“We can’t move Adam yet, right?” Sam shakes his head and Kieran continues, “We can move him to a bed once he’s rested up a bit, but for now, he needs to stay out here.”

No. I can’t do it. I can’t explain it, except if Kieran tries to force me out of the room Adam’s in right now, I might do something stupid, like shift and bite him.

I exhale a shaky breath. “I’ll—I’ll stay out here.”

Kieran frowns. “Where? There’s nowhere to sleep.”

“I don’t need to.”

“Drew…”

I bite the inside of my cheek, looking straight ahead at Adam. I don’t want to look at Kieran or Sam. A mass of confusing feelings swirl in my chest, and I fear they might read them from my face.

“Someone should stay with him,” Sam says. He sounds exhausted. I glance over, but he’s already looking at me, his hazel eyes too bright when they meet mine.

He saw Adam touch me earlier, I’m certain. For a moment, I can’t breathe for knowing it.

Kieran shifts away from the door. “Then I can—”

“I’ll do it,” I say, a little too loudly. Adam shifts on the sofa and we all freeze, watching as he settles again. Sam’s still kneeling beside him and Adam’s hand moves, landing on Sam’s shoulder. He smiles a little in his sleep, his breathing falling deep and even.

“Drew, you don’t have to… It’s okay that we weren’t there. This isn’t your fight.”

I bite back a growl, finally looking Kieran in the face. There’s some guilt there he thinks he’s hiding, and I wonder how much of what he’s saying is him trying to convince himself of the truth.

“Sam’s wiped out,” I say slowly, “and you are, too. I’m not going to sleep anyway and it’s not like I need to be up for anything in the morning. I’ll stay out here.”

I cross my arms over my chest. Kieran’s jaw clenches, but Sam’s quiet laugh startles us both.

“Fuck’s sake,” he mutters. He moves Adam’s hand ever so gently from his shoulder and gets to his feet, wincing a little before he stretches.

“You”—he points at Kieran—“in there.” He gestures to the open door to Kieran’s room.

Kieran opens his mouth, presumably to protest, but Sam shakes his head. “I mean it. Drew’s right. You need to be alert in case something comes up tomorrow and you have to work, right?”

“Yeah.”

“Then get in there. They’ll be okay.”

Kieran frowns and scrubs a hand over his face. “Fine. Drew, if you need anything—”

“I know where you are.”

He nods, ambling over to my side. I’m surprised when he reaches for me, hands landing on my shoulders before he leans up and presses our foreheads together. I squeeze my eyes shut, letting the feelings wash over me.

Home. Family. Pack.

Kieran pulls away all too soon. He moves towards Sam and grabs his shoulder, too. Sam leans into the touch, just a little, and then Kieran heads into his bedroom without looking back.

The door closes and Sam lets out a little sigh. “He’ll be safe with you,” he says. It’s not a question.

“Yeah.”

Sam smiles. He turns to go, and I find myself speaking before I can stop myself.

“Sam. Earlier, when you and Kieran were arguing and Adam and I—I didn’t mean—I know you’re together, I just—”

I stop when Sam touches me. He takes hold of my hands—I don’t know when I started waving them around—and holds them still.

“Take a breath,” he says. Some complicated emotion crosses his face, but he shakes his head, and it vanishes. “Whatever you need, it’s okay.”

A whine builds in the back of my throat as the words sink in. My knees feel weak, the connection between me and Sam the only thing keeping me standing.

“What if I don’t know what I need?” I ask, voice barely above a whisper.

“Well, that’s okay, too.” Sam tilts his head to one side, like he’s considering it. “I think most people don’t know that.”

“Okay.”

“Okay.”

We smile at each other, and warmth settles in my chest. Sam darts up onto his toes, lips brushing my cheek. I suck in a surprised breath.

“Good night, Drew. Come get me if anything changes, yeah?”

“Yeah.” Sam squeezes my hands once before he lets go and I press my fingers to the spot he kissed. “Good night.”

I watch Sam go into his room and then move over to the sofa, taking the blanket draped over the back and laying it over Adam’s sleeping form. I sit on the floor with my back resting against the sofa, positioned so I can see the door.

Adam shifts when I sit down. I freeze. Is he waking up? Will he want Sam?

A hand lands in my hair and Adam lets out a contented sigh.

I close my eyes, relaxing into that touch. The warmth that bloomed in my chest when Sam kissed me spreads through every limb.

Maybe this is where I’m meant to be.


Chapter sixteen
Adam
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I groan as I slowly creep back to consciousness. My entire body aches.

It’s still night—I can’t feel the sun’s pull—but I’m not sure what night it is, or, actually, where I am.

Someone’s here. Close.

Someone safe.

I open my eyes and when I see Drew looking at me with a worried expression, I manage to dredge up a smile.

“Hey.” My voice comes out rough, and my throat hurts. Drew’s brows draw together in a frown I want to smooth away.

“How are you feeling?” He’s paler than usual, and there’s a haze of tiredness to his pretty, dark eyes.

“Not… bad.” It’s a lie, but he doesn’t need to know that. Except, as I push up onto my elbows, my head swims. For fuck’s sake… I bite back a groan. Why does this keep happening to me?

“Careful,” Drew says. He twists around, reaching for the cushion that was under my head. His fingers are warm when they move over my brow and I let out a little sigh, surprised at how soothing it feels to have him near.

“We were attacked.”

“Yeah. Sam and Lucien brought you back here.”

“Sam… stopped them.”

“Yeah, he did.”

I frown, eyes darting around the room, even though I know Lucien’s not here. “Lucien?”

“He’s okay.” Drew shifts onto his knees, fiddling with the blanket someone must have thrown over me at some point. “He’s gone back to the clan to talk to Vasile about what’s going on. Elle told him to stay, but there are so many of us here already…”

I nod slowly. It’s strange that Lucien’s face wasn’t the first I saw when I woke up. I’ve not been injured that often since becoming a vampire—recent events aside—but still. Did he leave me here because he could sense the same thing I can?

I’m perfectly safe in Drew’s and Sam’s hands.

“It’s okay,” I murmur. The bond that ties Lucien and I together is so faint I can barely feel it, but I do my best to send a reassuring feeling down it all the same. At least if he notices, he’ll know I’m okay.

“What are you doing on the floor?” I ask.

Drew blushes. “I wanted—I mean. I didn’t want you to wake up alone.”

“You haven’t slept?”

“Don’t need to. I can sleep later.” He laughs faintly, but it’s a self-deprecating little thing and I’m not sure I like it. “Not like I’ve done much else since I’ve been here.”

“Drew. You’ve barely been here three days.”

“I know, but…” Drew bites his lip and shakes his head. I want to reach out and touch him, but I don’t know if it’ll be welcome.

“But what?”

“This isn’t—It’s not about me. You’re injured.”

“Fine. It’s about me. And I want to know what you were about to say.”

Drew’s eyes burn, and I can’t tell whether it’s with amusement or annoyance. I smile all the same, knowing it’s not as bright as usual.

“I feel useless,” Drew says finally. All the fight goes out of him at once. “I need to… do something. But I don’t think I can help with this.”

“You are helping.”

Drew scoffs. “I’m not.”

“You are.” I can’t help myself this time. I catch one of Drew’s hands, trapping it between my own. “You’ve given Kieran and Sam a chance to rest tonight. You’ve made me feel better. I’m not saying there aren’t other things you can do, but even if you were lying around on the sofa all day doing nothing, it wouldn’t make you useless.”

Drew opens his mouth, but I shake my head, some kind of irritation rising in me I can’t quite place. It flows from deep in my chest, somewhere warm and tangled and new.

“And what does that mean, anyway? Being useless? You don’t have to prove yourself worthy of anything. We’ll all care about you just the same.”

Drew swallows hard. He drops his gaze, mouth flattening into a thin line as he swallows hard. I stroke my free hand through his hair.

“Thanks,” he mutters. He doesn’t look up and I resist the urge to tug on the soft strands between my fingers, to make him look at me.

It would give me what I want. I just don’t know where it will lead from there and I’m sure I don’t have the energy for it. Not yet.

Anyway, I still need to speak to Sam.

I shift on the sofa, pressing as far back into the cushions as I can go. It’ll be a tight fit, but I’m not averse to Drew lying on top of me until morning. “Get up here.”

Drew looks at me incredulously. “What? I won’t—”

“You want to keep me safe, right?”

Drew blushes again. Oh, I know I can’t bite him, but I love the way his cheeks turn pink, blood rushing to the surface when he realises I’ve seen him. “Right,” he says.

Brave boy. “So you need to be between me and the door.” I’m under no qualms that that’s where he was sitting before. Close enough to be sure I’m fine, but in a position where he could see any threat. “It’ll be a tight fit, but that’s okay, right?”

“Right.” This reply is quieter, and I can’t help my grin. I lift the blanket and Drew climbs up onto the sofa, careful not to put any weight on me.

He’s half hanging off, I can tell, so I drag him closer. The aches are bone deep, not on the surface, and I know magic inflicted most of them. Drew lets out an adorable squeak, like he’s not expecting it, but he settles after a moment, wrapping an arm around my back as I push my face against his chest.

He’s so warm, so solid, and I sigh happily, relaxing in a way I haven’t in months. “This okay?” I murmur.

“Yeah…” Drew sounds as dreamy as I feel, and I tug the blanket back up around us. Our legs tangle together, and I feel Drew sag again, like every point of contact is relaxing him just as much as it is me.

“Good. Go to sleep.”

Drew huffs out a laugh, turning his face into my hair. “Okay.”
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I wake again a few hours later. The light in the room has changed slightly, and I know the sun will rise soon.

That’s not what’s woken me.

Kieran’s standing in the doorway to his room, watching us. He must have turned a lamp on because light filters out behind him, enough for him to see the way me and Drew are tangled together on the sofa.

I lift my head, meeting his eyes. He doesn’t blink, and he certainly doesn’t look away.

“Do I need to be worried about this?” Kieran asks, keeping his voice low.

Drew doesn’t shift at all in my hold, his breathing and heartbeat remaining steady. I shake my head.

Kieran stares at me again for a long moment. It’s a struggle to hold his gaze, but I force myself to. He might not be a full wolf, but I know a test when I feel it. I’m more than happy to prove myself worthy of Drew—and Sam too, if necessary.

Kieran tilts his head to one side. “You and Sam…?”

I shrug. Can he read the meaning from it? I think so, from the way he sighs and rolls his eyes.

“Like I don’t cause enough trouble,” he mutters. “Wards are still up on the windows, so you’ll be able to move around the flat in the day, but if you need to rest while the sun’s up, I’m sure Sam will let you take his room.”

I glance at Drew before I speak, keeping my voice quiet. “Why didn’t he take me back to the clan?”

“He doesn’t trust their wards to keep you safe.”

He wants to keep me safe? I frown at Kieran’s quiet snort.

“Yeah, you’re getting it,” he mutters. He yawns, rubbing a hand over his face. “I’m going back to bed. Lucien’s glad you’re okay, by the way. He’s going to come by tonight to take you to talk to Vasile about what happened.”

“Okay. Thanks.”

Kieran looks at me again, another intense reading of my face, and I do my best not to hide anything from him. Can he see how much I want Drew to open up to me, want him to feel as safe and secure as I know he should? Can he see I want the same for Sam, too, that I want him to bloom back into whatever power he’s chasing?

I don’t know. Kieran nods once, satisfied with whatever he sought, then goes back into his room.

I study Drew’s slack face. His arm is warm and heavy around my middle, and I trace my fingers over one cheek, stopping myself only when my thumb lingers at the corner of his mouth.

Something about this feels right. It’s the same thing I felt the first time I set eyes on Sam, strengthened by every conversation, every shared glance or fleeting touch.

I snuggle back against Drew’s chest, absorbing his warmth and breathing in the forest-air scent of him.

Maybe it’s greedy, but I want them both.

Drew makes a quiet sound, arm tightening around me for a second before he relaxes again.

If I’m not wrong, they both want the same thing, even if they haven’t realised it yet.

I smile. Yeah, I can work with that.


Chapter seventeen
Sam
[image: image-placeholder]


I freeze when I walk out into the living room the next morning. I hardly slept all night, images of Adam on the ground, of the mage standing over him haunting me, and I expect to walk out and find at least Drew awake, sleepy and rumpled, and not—

Adam stirs as I stand there, blinking up at me blearily. His curls are a mess, one side of his face red where it’s been pushed against the cushions. He doesn’t let go of Drew and smiles when Drew grumbles, shifting even closer.

I swallow and look away. I should… I need to head out anyway. I shouldn’t be here for this.

“What time is it?” Adam asks. His voice is a rough rumble and a flicker of heat flares in my stomach even as I try to fight it off.

He’s made his choice. They both have.

“Still morning,” I say absently. I cross to the door and pick up my shoes with sharp movements. “I need to get going.”

“Where?” Adam sits up a little more and Drew grumbles again. He cups the back of Drew’s neck and Drew settles immediately, though I wonder if he’s waking up.

Adam smiles when he sees where I’m looking. His grip is so casually possessive. I force my gaze away.

“Wolves,” Adam says, a smile in his words. “Isn’t it dangerous for you to be going out?”

As if hearing his cue, Kieran comes out of his bedroom, also dressed. “Not if he goes with someone else.”

“Kieran…” I begin.

“Shh, you don’t want to wake him up, do you?” Kieran says with a jerk of his head in Drew’s direction. I’m entirely speechless. Kieran’s… okay with whatever this is? “Give me five. Just gotta use the bathroom.”

He moves silently across the living room and into the bathroom, closing the door behind him. Adam’s still watching me.

“I’m meeting Ophelia and Dante,” I say. “I’ve got some ideas for what we can do.”

“They’ll be okay with Kieran being there?”

“He’s met them before. They’ll get it.”

Adam nods. He strokes the back of Drew’s neck, the touch feather-light, and I remember sitting next to Drew the other night, doing almost the same thing. I take a step towards the sofa, one shoe still in my hand.

“Adam. What’s going on?”

Adam sits up more, and this time Drew doesn’t stir. “What do you mean?”

“I mean this,” I hiss, gesturing at the sofa and the two men lying on it. “We kissed! And I thought…” I trail off, irritated at the hurt in my voice. Why would he want me? Drew is soft and sweet and probably hasn’t ever killed one person, let alone two.

I scowl at myself. I’m the one who said Adam and I shouldn’t take things further. I’m the one who told Adam no. They’ve found each other, and that’s—

“I’m not done with you,” Adam says, interrupting my thought. A smirk that should make me mad accompanies his words. I shiver instead, feeling surprisingly unbalanced. “And Drew’s not even started yet. He needed looking after last night. Did you think I’d leave him to suffer alone?”

“No. No, but I—”

“Don’t you want him, too?”

I open my mouth and close it again. Is he saying…?

“He’s my best friend’s little brother,” I say finally, when I can make my voice work again. “He’s running from something. This can’t be a good idea.”

“Doesn’t mean it’s a bad one, either.” Adam looks at Drew, green eyes roaming over his sleeping face. His gaze softens when I take another step closer. “It’s just an idea, Sam. A feeling. If you want?”

If I want… what? The three of us together?

Now that he’s said it, I can’t think about anything else. Not just… I want them both, the desire so desperate it threatens to choke me. But I want to protect them, too. To comfort them.

I shake my head. Drew’s still sleeping. Does he even know what Adam’s thinking?

“I’m ready,” Kieran says, stepping out into the living room again. I move back towards the door and pull on my shoes, cursing the heat in my cheeks.

“Adam, you can take my room,” I say without looking back. “See you later.”

Kieran is silent until we’re on the street, and I pretend not to notice his attention on me. After a while, he lets out an amused huff and I brace myself.

“So where are we meeting them?”

“Aren’t you supposed to be working today?”

He shrugs. “Called in sick. Won’t be long before they sack me, but I’ll work something out. It’s not like I can risk any of you right now.”

Guilt twists my stomach. It’s not all my fault—I know that—but that doesn’t make me feel any better.

“There’s a café we go to sometimes,” I say as the tube station appears up ahead. “Hallowed Grounds. I figured it’d be better to get out of our flat.”

“It’s warded?”

“Yeah,” I say. “Trust me, nothing’s getting us in there.”
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I met Ophelia first, when I was working through the second year of my part-time uni course, Kieran was working and trying to get his GCSEs, and we were both struggling to work out how we were supposed to live together.

Dante appeared in her orbit a few years later, and he was the first person to bring us here. His magic is tied to the earth in a different way to Ophelia’s, so in hindsight, I’m not surprised he was drawn to it.

Kieran pulls a face as we approach Hallowed Grounds. It’s not warded out to the street the way our building is, but magic radiates from it, a gentle warning to leave its occupier alone.

“You feel that?” I say.

Kieran nods. “Feels different to your magic.” His eyes dart to me, then away. “Different to Ophelia and Dante’s, too.”

“Yeah, it is,” I reply. “C’mon.”

I push open the door, breathing in deep as the smell of cinnamon and coffee hits my nose. Behind me, Kieran lets out a satisfied sound. Only part of it is down to the smell and warmth, I’m certain. The feel of magic in here is stronger, pulsing, reminding us that we’re safe.

Lark is moving behind the counter. He’s tall and lithe, dark hair falling in a smooth wave down to his waist. He looks entirely human as he turns, but his eyes are too sharp as they move over Kieran for the first time, and besides, I can feel the outline of his glamour.

Fae recognise fae. Even if I’m human, really, the blessing is enough for me to know what he is beneath.

Dante was not pleased by my reaction the first time I came here. I got over it—well, for the most part. Sometimes he still has me on edge.

Dante’s already waiting, too, sitting on the comfy sofa in the corner. He’s scrolling through his phone, his now midnight-blue hair falling in his eyes. There’s a steaming mug in front of him, so I lead Kieran over to the counter.

“What do you want?” I ask him, and he shrugs, eyes running over the cakes and pastries sitting behind glass. I roll my eyes, meeting Lark’s amused expression. “Two teas, please.”

He nods and adds them to our order. “It has been a while since you’ve been here.”

“Yeah, been busy.”

“I have heard.” His eyes meet mine again, and there’s warning in them, the grey so bright as to almost be quicksilver. I sigh, but Kieran speaks before I can.

“Can I get some of the chocolate cake, too?”

Lark’s lips twitch. “Of course.”

Kieran watches him as he makes our drinks and gets the slice of cake, his gaze assessing. I have no doubt he’s worked out Lark isn’t human. For someone with no actual supernatural powers, he’s incredibly sensitive to our world, which I suppose isn’t unexpected now that I know he grew up with wolves.

Had a fae-blessed hunter helping him, too. I rub the bridge of my nose. What’s done is done. We need to solve our current problem.

Lark sets everything on a tray and as I pay, of course Kieran grabs it. He hesitates, though, as I step back, studying Lark again.

Lark lets him. There’s no amusement in his face now, and he doesn’t look away the way many people do under Kieran’s intense gaze.

“You have anyone else working here?” Kieran asks.

Lark shakes his head. “Only me.”

“And you make everything yourself?”

That gets him a twitch of the lips. Fae don’t sleep much, after all. “I do.”

“You need help?”

I suspect the surprised expression I’m wearing matches Lark’s. He recovers faster. “Are you seeking employment?”

“Nah, not me. I can cook, but… My brother. He likes to bake. I don’t know if he can make half this stuff”—he glances at the cakes again, then back to Lark—“but he can learn.”

“He is human?”

“No.”

They both look at each other for a moment. My heart is hammering against my ribs so fast it’s almost painful. Kieran wants Drew to work here?

I frown at the thought. That’s not fair. Lark has never been anything but unfailingly polite. This is one of the safest places in the city.

“When he is ready, have him come here,” Lark says. “I can discuss it further with him then.”

Kieran smiles, the one that lights up his whole face and means he truly is grateful for Lark’s agreement. “Great, thanks.”

He takes the tray over to the table and I stand there for a few seconds longer. Lark raises an eyebrow in my direction.

“You just…”

“I did not get this far in life without knowing it is useful to have powerful people owe me a favour,” Lark says. There’s some slyness in his eyes now, though I know he was being honest before. “Besides, you worry for this brother of his. I see it. That means he is someone worth knowing.”

I don’t know what to say to any of that, so I say nothing at all, instead turning and walking over to Kieran and Dante. Dante eyes me as I approach, lips twisting in a frown.

“What happened?” he asks when I sit down.

“Can we wait until—” The bell over the door rings and we all look up as Ophelia walks in. Her dark blond hair is pinned back from her face, and she waves when she sees us, heading for the counter. I pick up my tea and drink while we wait.

“You come here a lot?” Kieran asks.

Dante nods. “I… found it first.” He looks between me and Kieran as if he’s trying to work out what to say. I shrug. Kieran definitely knows Lark isn’t human, and Dante knows he can sense magic. “Before I met Ophelia or Sam. It made me feel safe.”

Kieran nods, looking around. I have no doubt that’s part of why he asked about Drew working here.

The problem is, we’re still in vampire territory. Hallowed Grounds isn’t super far from our flat—only one stop on the tube—but Drew’s not going to be able to come here freely.

Something in my chest twists.

He’s not going to be able to stay with us unless we move into wolf territory, and then what would happen with Kieran and Lucien?

Ophelia comes over with a black coffee and a cinnamon muffin, setting them down before she takes the other space on the sofa. She looks between the three of us.

“Everything good?”

I sigh. Might as well get it over with now. “The mages attacked us last night.”

Her eyes go wide and Dante jerks forward, shaking his head. “You…” He looks between us.

“Not me,” Kieran replies. “Sam, Lucien, and Adam.”

“Are you all okay?” Ophelia’s eyes are running over me as though she’s checking for injuries. She’s good at healing magic, which as far as I can tell isn’t unusual for witches who have a shifter parent.

“Fine,” I say. “I mean, they hit all three of us, but Lucien—”

“He’s all right,” Kieran says with a nod. His hand brushes his chest briefly, and Ophelia nods like she gets it.

“Lucien’s fine. Me too. Adam… He got hit pretty hard, but I fixed him up last night. He’s resting now.”

“Did you learn anything from them?” Dante asks.

“Yeah. There were three of them last night. Two of them… Their magic was strange.”

Ophelia frowns. “What do you mean?” She’s picking apart her muffin and I wonder if she’ll end up eating anything but crumbs.

“It felt like it was a mix of two different things,” I say, keeping my voice low. The café isn’t busy, but I know there are plenty of supernaturals who come here. “But I don’t understand how.”

“We already said fae magic might be involved with how they stole your signature,” Ophelia points out. “Could it be that?”

“Sort of. They weren’t… fae-blessed.” I don’t look at Kieran, though I can feel his gaze burning into the side of my face. “But they had a hint of it, I think.”

“And the third one?” Dante asks.

“Nora’s brother,” I say. “At least I know why I was set up now.”

“Fuck,” Ophelia mutters. “He’s after you?”

“Yeah. He got away. Took one of the others with him, but the other was outside with Adam, and I—” I snap my mouth shut. I’m not sorry for what I did. I’d do it again in a heartbeat. I just don’t want them to judge me for it. “He’s not a problem we have to worry about anymore.”

Dante goes a little pale, but Ophelia nods like she understands. “Right. So what do we do now?”

“We have one fae-blessed mage working with people who shouldn’t be able to draw from the ether but can… to an extent,” I say. “Is there a way to track that? Something we can do?”

Ophelia eats some of her muffin, chewing as she thinks. Dante frowns into his teacup. Kieran seems to be holding his breath next to me.

“We can take a look,” Ophelia says finally. “If you had something of theirs, that’d be more helpful.”

“The vampires took the other mage’s body,” Kieran points out. “Would something from him help?”

Dante pulls a face. “Maybe. If he had any jewellery, anything that might have held sentimental value or been on him for a long time… We could use that.”

“I’ll ask,” Kieran says.

“Where were you attacked?” Ophelia asks, and it takes me a minute to explain where the shop is in relation to here.

“You’re not thinking of going there, are you?” I say.

She shrugs, exchanging a look with Dante. “It’s worth checking out. The vamps were all over it last night, right?”

“Right.”

“So if we go now, odds are good no one will be there.”

“There might be a hunter or two hanging about,” I say.

“All the better.” Ophelia’s lips twitch when I look at her. “It’ll put them off, probably. Seems like they’re not interested in targeting whoever. We’ll see if we can get a feel for their magic.”

She drains the rest of her coffee to Dante’s evident disgust. Like he’s one to talk. I’m fairly sure his drink has barely touched caffeine. When she puts the mug back down, she nudges him in the side. “C’mon, let’s get moving.”

“I’ll call you tonight,” I say, and she nods before she ushers Dante out of the café.

I slump back in my chair and Kieran eyes me, still eating his cake.

Oh, fuck. I need to tell him. There’s no better time to do it than right now. No one in here is close enough—or the right kind of supernatural enough—to overhear.

Well, except Lark. I’m sure he already knows, though.

“There’s something I have to tell you,” I say, and he frowns, setting his fork down.

“Is it about Adam?”

“What—No!”

“Drew, then?”

“I—” I shake my head, feeling my cheeks heat. Where would he even get the idea… We both saw Adam and Drew this morning, and even if Adam put the idea in my head, I sure as shit don’t know how it got in Kieran’s.

Or why he’s so calm about it.

“It’s about me,” I say. “Who I am.”

“Oh!” Kieran’s eyes widen, and he sits up a little straighter before he frowns. “Just because you know about me now, that doesn’t mean—”

“Please stop talking,” I say, and he goes quiet, but amusement sparks in his eyes. “I just—I don’t know where to start.”

No. I do. There’s something Kieran already knows.

My name.

“You heard Nora, the night she and Tristan attacked us?”

Kieran nods.

“Selkirk. That’s my name. My family’s name. We were one of the old mage families, but everyone was killed in the mage wars.”

“Everyone but you,” Kieran says.

And Jasper. I don’t say that aloud. I’m certain he’s dead now, anyway. “Yeah. Like I said to Moreau, the Lyttons were another. I should’ve figured it out as soon as we knew Tristan’s mage could teleport, but I just assumed they were all dead, too.”

“Doesn’t seem unreasonable,” Kieran replies. “Why are you telling me?”

I look him in the eyes. “I assumed they were all dead because I thought I’d killed the last of them.”

His eyes widen, but that’s the only way he betrays his surprise at my words. Though I suppose he shouldn’t be. Lucien all but told him what I did last night.

“Okay. Can I… What happened?”

I breathe in deeply and stare down at my now-empty mug to avoid his gaze. “Nora and Elliot’s father killed my parents. They weren’t fighters, not really. Especially not my dad. Lytton hunted them down. So I hunted him back.”

“And then?” Kieran’s tone is gentle, but of course it is. He has to know when I did it.

He’s giving me sympathy I don’t deserve.

“I surprised him. He was going to come and find me, I think, but I got there first. In my family… We trained in combat magic from being kids. I had him on his knees, and all I wanted to do, I swear, was bind his magic. My mum taught me how. I started doing it, but then—”

New magic. Different magic. Too much to hold back, too much to bear—

“If you fuck up a binding spell, it can tear a mage’s magic out of them,” I say, and my voice sounds hollow. “Or you can push enough magic and burn through them.”

“That’s what happened?”

“Yeah.” I look at Kieran, and my vision blurs. He reaches for me slowly, like I’m some kind of skittish animal, but when his hand lands on my arm, I let out a choked sob.

“This isn’t your fault,” Kieran whispers. He leans in close, and I dig my fingers into the arms of the chair I’m sitting in. “They didn’t look for you for years. We know why this is happening.”

I jerk my head up. “It’s not your fault, either.”

His smile is lopsided. “I know.”

Yeah, I think he knows it about as well as I do, and the thought makes me let out a wet laugh. I swipe at my eyes, wiping the moisture away, and Kieran squeezes my arm before he lets go.

“We need to stop this,” he says, and I nod.

“Where do we start?”

“We find who framed you. That’s what set Elliot off.”

“It could be anyone.”

Kieran shakes his head. “I don’t think so. The hunters spoke to Nora during the day, right? You think they wouldn’t have checked on her before the vampires arrived? Before Vasile arrived?”

“Yeah, I guess so.”

“We’ll ask Moreau when she was last seen alive. But I have a funny feeling…”

His eyes meet mine and I swallow down the sudden nausea that rushes through me.

“A vampire did this.”


Chapter eighteen
Drew
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I wake slowly. I’m warm and mostly comfortable, so I don’t bother opening my eyes as I shift slightly, trying to stretch my legs. Kieran’s sofa is definitely larger than standard, but it wasn’t made to accommodate someone of my height, never mind my bulk.

Although…

Usually there’s more room than this.

My eyes fly open as I remember this morning and I look straight into Adam’s smiling face. He looks sleepy, too, and I have no idea what time it is or if Kieran and Sam are still around.

“Sleep well?” Adam asks. His voice is rough.

I swallow hard. I can’t look away, not when we’re this close. “Y-Yeah.”

He hums in response, relaxing back into the sofa cushions. The move brings his face a little closer. He has one arm around my waist, fingers idly tracing patterns on my lower back, where my T-shirt’s rucked up.

My cock gives an interested twitch. Oh, God. This is—I can’t—

“Where are Kieran and Sam?” I ask. Their scents aren’t as strong as they would be if they were in the flat, and I can’t hear them in any of the other rooms.

Adam nuzzles his face into the cushion below his head, clearly fighting to stay awake. One of my arms is bent under my head, and the other lies in the space between us, my hand close to Adam’s chest.

“They left earlier,” he says. “Wanted to talk to the other mages about last night.”

He yawns, and I can’t help my smile. It drops from my face when I realise.

They have to have seen us.

I don’t know what alerts Adam to my sudden shift in mood, but he pulls me closer with the hand he has on my back, pressing his face to the front of my throat. My breathing goes short for an entirely different reason when our hips rock together.

He’s hard. Heat rushes through me, and his fingers dig into my back for a moment as he lets out a panting breath.

“Fuck,” he mutters after a moment. “I’m sorry. I didn’t want—I mean. It’s okay. Everything’s fine.”

“Is it?” I don’t take Sam to be the jealous type, but I should have known better than to sleep next to Adam. It looks suspicious, even if it isn’t.

Adam’s lips brush my throat as he moves his head and I bite back a whimper.

Even if it wasn’t.

“It’s okay, Drew,” Adam says again, and his voice is more awake now, more commanding even if I can’t see his face. “No one’s mad at you.”

“But Sam—You—”

Adam moves all at once, and before I can process it, I’m flat on my back on the sofa with him hovering above me. It’s a tight fit, one knee planted between my thighs and his other foot on the floor as he holds on to my shoulders.

The blanket slides off onto the carpet.

Adam opens his mouth to speak, but nothing comes out. His eyes travel the length of me, lingering on the soft curve of my stomach where my T-shirt has ridden up, then on the joggers hanging low on my hips.

He swallows and there’s hunger in his eyes when they meet mine.

“Sam,” I say and move to sit up. “You and him—”

Adam places a hand in the centre of my chest, and he’s strong but not strong enough to push me where I don’t want to go. It’s my own weakness that has me leaning back again.

“Yeah, me and him,” Adam grits out. His face is flushed, and I can see the sharp jut of his collarbone under the loose T-shirt he’s wearing. “Me and you, too. Haven’t you noticed the way he looks at you? He wants to take care of you, Drew, just like I do. Wants to take you apart.”

My cheeks burn. I jerk my gaze away. Then back.

“All of us?”

Adam grins. His fangs flash in the dim light of the room, and that shouldn’t spark a fire in me, but it does.

“Yes,” he says, and the hand on my chest travels up so he can skid his fingers up my throat. I surrender easily, tilting my chin back and exposing the skin to him.

He freezes when I do, eyes going wide. Heat floods my face. I didn’t expect him to know…

“Just like that,” he murmurs, rubbing his thumb over where my pulse thunders at the base of my throat. “I want you both, Drew. And I’m willing to wait a hell of a long time to get you.”

H-He is? I sit up all at once and Adam leans back, though he’s still close enough I can hardly breathe for how my head is full of his scent. It’s all the spice and blood of a vampire, with the headiness of arousal beneath.

I sway towards him, and he catches me by the chin, tilting my face up. “Are you ready now, little wolf?”

Am I? I pause, licking my lips, and his eyes follow the movement. I give myself a second to imagine leaning forward and following through, to imagine Sam by my side, touching me with just as much confident possession…

“Not yet,” I murmur, and Adam’s smile doesn’t dim any. He reaches for one of my hands and lifts it to his mouth, then presses his lips to the back of it.

At no point does he look away. Neither do I, not even when my breath sticks in my throat.

“Whenever you are, I’m here.”
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I climb off the sofa after that and take a long, cold shower, trying to wrap my head around what just happened. Part of me screams that I should be focusing on Hale, that he’s already threatening Kieran and if he knows about Adam and Sam—learns anything about them at all—they’ll just become his next targets.

Another, much larger part of me is running through all the different fantasies I never knew I had. I’m not a virgin; there are plenty of other guys my age in the village, and some of us…

I shake my head, turning the water off. Nothing I’ve experienced has ever come close to what I’m sure Adam can deliver. Sam, too. I heard their kiss. Even through the closed door, I heard the breathy change in Adam’s voice, and I’m certain they both have the power to ruin me.

My cock jerks and I grip the edge of the sink, staring at my reflection in the mirror. I’ve wrapped a towel around my waist, and I grimace as I run my eyes over my torso.

I’m taller and wider than either of them, and some of that is down to the fact that I’ve taken after Dad—Kieran’s got his shoulders, too, though not his height—but over powerful muscles is a soft layer, one that neither Adam nor Sam possesses. Silver scars in the shape of claw marks run down my right side, the puncture of a bite mark on my hip.

There are scars on my back, too. On my legs. I don’t want to catalogue all of them, even if I can remember precisely when each one was inflicted.

I close my eyes and take a deep breath. Not even that was enough to drive me away. We’re wolves, after all. Not human. Learning to fight made sense, especially after everything that happened with Mum.

But Hale was the last straw. That’s obvious now. Kieran shielded me from everything until he had to leave—and he had to, there’s no doubt in my mind about that—and then I remained to take the brunt of it, and maybe I’d have done that forever, maybe I’d have stayed in that village, with Dad and all his paranoid ideas and—

A soft knock sounds at the bathroom door and my eyes fly open again. My cheeks are wet.

“Drew? Everything okay?”

Adam can’t know I’m crying. I know I haven’t made a sound, and he can’t scent the way I can. I lift a hand and wipe the tears away.

“Yeah,” I say, and my voice is clear. I force a smile into it. “I’ll be out in a minute.”

“Okay.” He lingers by the door. Is he thinking of coming in? I locked it, but it won’t keep him out.

Do I want him to come in?

He steps away and I let out a quiet sigh. Maybe not.

It takes me a few minutes to dress and pull myself together, and I rub the towel over my hair before I lay it over the radiator and step back out into the living room. Adam’s sitting on the sofa, but he’s turned the TV on, though from the way he looks at me, I don’t think he’s paying attention to it.

The curtains are closed, but light still escapes around the edges. My heart speeds up and I rush over to them, trying to pull the fabric and cover all the glass.

Adam lets out a faint laugh. It’s not mocking. “It’s okay, Drew,” he says. “Sam did… something to the windows. I don’t think I can just stand in front of them in the day, but the light that gets in isn’t as strong, so it’s not hurting me like this.”

I gape at him. “I—What? He can do that?”

Adam’s smile only widens. “We’ve got a clever little mage.”

I don’t know how to answer that, but my stomach rumbles, so I simply nod before I head over to the kitchen.

Okay, maybe there is one problem here.

There’s nowhere to hide.

I know if I tell Adam to stop watching me, he will.

I don’t, of course. Instead, I make myself a sandwich, and when I offer to make something for Adam, he shakes his head.

“Do you need blood?” I don’t know how often vampires need to feed. It’s not like I’ve ever asked Jeremiah.

“Not yet,” Adam replies.

“When would you—” I cut myself off. Is it too personal a question?

Adam shrugs. “I make sure to feed at least every other day, but I’m pretty sure I could go a week now if I needed to before I really lost it. Lucien’ll make me feed tonight for sure, but yesterday’s attack didn’t really drain me the way it did when Tristan—” Adam stops talking all at once. I stare at him. I’m still holding the butter knife in my left hand, and it’s shaking.

“Tristan… He attacked you?”

“Yes.”

“I-I didn’t know.”

Adam is fine. He’s sitting in this room with me, healthy and whole and alive. I know he’s okay.

“Bring your sandwich and come sit with me,” Adam says.

I nod and finish making the sandwich before I settle on the sofa. There’s a cushion between us, but Adam shuffles over until he presses up against my side. His thigh is firm against mine and I focus on what I’m eating.

“This okay?” he asks.

“Yeah.”

Adam turns the TV up after that, and once I’ve finished my sandwich, I sit back on the sofa properly. He doesn’t move any closer, doesn’t put his arm around me, but he remains pressed against my side and that’s grounding enough.

Kieran comes back a few hours later to get ready for work. He doesn’t bat an eyelid when he sees us sitting on the sofa, and I put a quick sandwich together for him as he rushes about the flat.

“Lucien will come by later,” Kieran says. He takes a bite of the sandwich, looking at Adam as he chews. “We’ll both take you back to the clan house for tonight.”

“The clan house?” I ask. I don’t know whether I’m relieved or disappointed that Adam won’t be staying overnight again.

“Vasile needs to talk to him,” Kieran replies. He finishes one half of the sandwich and picks up the other. “But it’ll be after I’ve done work, if that’s okay?”

The final question is directed at Adam, who nods. “’Course.”

“Good.”

“Where’s Sam?” I ask. He’s not been back all day, even though he and Kieran left together this morning. Maybe he was annoyed or upset at what he saw. I don’t want him to be.

“Think he went to see Pris.” Kieran puts the plate in the sink and moves to pick up his shoes. “He’ll be back soon. I told him not to go sniffing around on his own.”

“Do you think he listened?” Adam asks.

“Maybe. I think last night rattled him. He didn’t like seeing you hurt.”

I busy myself cleaning Kieran’s plate so neither of them can see my face. I’ve already seen the blush on Adam’s cheeks.

“I’ll be back in a few hours. Call if you need anything.” Kieran claps me on the shoulder before he leaves, and despite the fact that the TV is still on in the background, the flat feels incredibly quiet.

I put the plate away but don’t sit back down. I’m restless, a familiar itch under my skin. I’ve not even been here a week, but I’m not used to going so long without shifting. The stress of leaving, of hiding from Hale, of everything that might be happening between Adam and Sam and me… That’s not helping.

Adam watches me again. When he catches my gaze, he tilts his head to one side.

“How often do you need to shift?”

I pause mid-step. “I don’t know.” I don’t. It’s the one thing the entire pack is free to do as we like. Ever since the first time I managed it, I’ve shifted pretty much every day. I think I’ve never gone longer than three days before, and the longer gaps have been more recent, since Hale arrived.

“Is that the problem? That you need to do it?”

Yes. No. I shrug, and Adam frowns, opening his mouth to speak, but as he does, I hear footsteps on the stairs outside and turn.

Sam. He looks tired when he lets himself into the flat, and I can’t read his expression when he studies us both. He pulls off his boots, tossing them by the door before he crosses to the sofa, slumping down next to Adam.

“Is everything… okay?” I ask.

Sam nods, yawning. His shoulders aren’t touching Adam’s, but it’s a close thing.

“Come sit down,” Adam says.

I move over to one of the chairs, but Adam scowls, so I take the free cushion on the sofa on Sam’s other side. He blinks up at me. There’s a smudge of mascara at the corner of his left eye.

“You’re good?” he asks.

“Yeah.”

Sam hums, nodding again. He turns to Adam, who says yes before he’s even asked, smile wider than mine.

We watch TV for a while. Well, I think they’re watching it. I’m not. I’m hyper aware of Sam sitting next to me, gradually relaxing back into the sofa. He moves and his thigh brushes mine and I keep my eyes fixed on the screen.

What Adam said before… I don’t see how it’s possible. I don’t see how I could have them both.

None of us speak again until Kieran appears with Lucien in tow. I blink blearily when they come in. The time has passed surprisingly quickly.

Adam gets to his feet when he sees Lucien, who crosses the room and takes him by the shoulders, looking him over.

“You are fine?” Lucien asks. Kieran leans back against the counter, watching his mate.

“I’m sure Kieran told you I am,” Adam replies, but he reaches up and squeezes Lucien’s forearm to reassure him. “I feel great. I should feed, but I’m just kinda hungry, nothing life-threatening.”

“We will get you blood at the clan house,” Lucien says. “Before we meet with Vasile.”

“Anything new?” Kieran asks Sam.

“Not yet,” Sam replies. He glares down at his hands. “We’ll get there.”

“I am certain you will,” Lucien says, and his lips curve up when Sam fixes him with a surprised look. “I wanted to thank you for what you did last night. You saved us both.”

To my surprise, Sam blushes. His gaze skitters away, and his leg presses against mine more firmly for a second. “Yeah, well… Don’t worry about it.”

“C’mon,” Kieran says with a grin. “Let’s get this done with.”

“See you later,” Adam says, his eyes intense on my face for a second before he says goodbye to Sam as well. They all file out and Sam melts back into the sofa again, tipping his head back to look up at the ceiling.

I have to talk to him about what he saw this morning. I can’t have these feelings festering inside of me.

“Sam?”

“Hmm?” Sam turns his head but doesn’t lift it. The skin under his eyes is dark, exhaustion on his face. If I asked him to, would he rest his head in my lap to sleep?

“This morning, I—”

He’s alert all of a sudden and shakes his head. “You don’t need to worry about that.”

“No, I shouldn’t have—I said I’d stay awake and look after Adam, and I didn’t. And you two… I know you’re together, and Adam and I, we weren’t—”

“Drew.” Sam reaches out and grabs one of my hands, squeezing tight. “It’s okay. Whatever happened. Adam and I aren’t together; that’s what we were talking about last night.”

“You’re not?”

“No.” Sam glances away but doesn’t let go. “It’d be a bad idea, right? You’ve seen how close Lucien and Adam are. And Kieran and Lucien are mates, so if we broke up…”

It takes me a second to understand what he means, but when I grasp it, I frown. “Kieran wouldn’t abandon you if you and Adam broke up.”

Sam’s smile doesn’t reach his eyes. “I know.”

“No,” I snap, and his eyes flare wide in surprise. “He’s not—You know him better than I do, but he’s always been loyal. Sometimes stupidly so. He’d find a way to make it work, and you know it.”

Sam stares at me for a moment, then shakes his head. “I think you know him better than you think you do.” He sweeps his thumb over the back of my hand, and I swallow hard.

“We just slept,” I say faintly. “Me and Adam, I mean.”

Sam’s watching where his thumb is moving. “Wolves need to be touched, right?”

Heat floods my face. “I-I guess? Pack members touch each other a lot.”

“You needed Adam last night,” he says. “And he needed you. I can’t be mad about that, Drew.”

He can’t be, but is he? I don’t know if I want the answer to that question.

“Come here.” Sam sits back and opens his arms. I stare at him for a moment, heart thumping hard against my ribs. He rolls his eyes and beckons me close impatiently. “Come on, Drew.”

I lean into his embrace, shifting down slightly so I can rest my forehead against his shoulder. He wraps his arms around me tight, one splayed across my back, the other teasing the hair at my nape.

I curl one arm around his slim frame. He relaxes into the touch, letting out a quiet sigh.

We remain that way for a while. I hear one episode on the TV end and another begin, but I don’t pay attention to it. I’m focused on Sam’s steady heartbeat, the rise and fall of his chest, the fresh scent of him.

His phone chimes and when he moves the hand from my back to get it, I let out a disgruntled whine.

Sam huffs a laugh. He tugs the strands of hair he has in his hand, and I pant at the sting of it. When I lift my head, Sam stares at me, eyes wide.

Tension crackles between us. Oh, this is something I’ve never tried before, but I don’t want him to stop. I want him to pull again, to drag my head back and expose my throat.

Sam’s phone chimes a second time and he mutters a curse, dragging it out of his pocket. He doesn’t let go of my hair.

“Kieran’s not coming back tonight,” he says, his voice rough. “He’s staying with Lucien.”

Which means Adam isn’t coming back, either, not that I figured he would be. Sam shoves his phone back into his pocket. I want to kiss him. I want him to kiss me.

I want Adam here, too. Maybe I’m being selfish, and I’m definitely being foolish, but I can’t deny the way they both make me feel.

“I should—I should go to bed,” Sam says, and when he lets go of my hair, I sit back, letting him get up.

He goes into the bathroom, and I lean forward, dropping my head into my hands. What do I want?

What can I have?

My phone buzzes and, certain it’s Kieran letting me know that he won’t be coming back tonight, I reach out and pick it up.

When I open the message, my heart drops into my stomach.

It’s Hale. He’s sent another photo, but this time, it’s not of him.

No. It’s of Kieran, Lucien, and Adam, and though I don’t know where they are, they’re all wearing the clothes they left in tonight.

Wherever they are, Hale is nearby, and what’s worse, he has to know Kieran is connected to me.

There’s no doubt in my mind.

He’s going to find me.


Chapter nineteen
Adam
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Kieran’s leg bounces the entire drive over to the clan house, but I don’t really pay attention to it, too lost in my thoughts of Sam and Drew.

I didn’t mean to tell Drew what I want. I don’t want to scare him away. But I didn’t want him upset, either, beating himself up over whatever assumptions he’s made about Sam’s and my relationship.

Not that we really have much beyond friendship. I stare out the window at the dark streets. Not yet, anyway.

Lucien reaches over and puts a hand on Kieran’s thigh. It’s not a sexual move—Kieran’s leg stills, and he lets out a sigh, leaning into Lucien’s side.

I want that. Not that it necessarily has to be a mating bond, mind. But I want someone who’ll be there for me, who I can be there for.

The fact that it’s shaping up to be more than one person? I can handle that.

We pull up outside the clan house and I thank the driver before I climb out into the chilly night air. It’s turning crisper with each night that passes as we truly head into winter, but I hardly feel the cold anymore.

Lucien joins me on the pavement. Kieran trails behind him, his shoulders tense.

“You do not have to accompany us, my love,” Lucien says. He’s not wrong. Vasile wants to see me, and the car’s still there. Kieran could head home and have a restful night.

“Am I not supposed to?” Kieran asks.

“It is not that,” Lucien replies. “If you want to—”

Kieran nods, and Lucien smiles, and I suppose that’s that. I start walking up the steps and hear the telltale sound of a brief kiss before they both follow.

The guards hardly glance at us as we walk inside, and Elle is already there and waiting. She ignores Lucien, heading straight for me, and at first, I’m annoyed—he was hurt too—before I realise they definitely saw each other last night.

When I was unconscious. Ah.

She drags me into a hug, and I wrap my arms around her slight torso. When she pulls back, she slaps me on the arm, not hard enough to hurt.

“You have to be more careful!”

“I was,” I protest. It wasn’t my fault the magic user followed us outside—I didn’t think he’d be quick enough.

Elle gives me an arch look, as though she doesn’t quite believe me, but it vanishes quickly. “I’m just glad you’re okay.”

“I’m fine.”

I really am. I don’t know what spell that magic user threw at me, but Sam completely got rid of it. I don’t know what that’s done to him, either, but I have to trust he knows what he’s doing.

“Is Vasile waiting for us?” Lucien asks, and Elle nods.

“Hunter Moreau is with him,” she says.

I catch the slight tensing of Kieran’s shoulders. The last time he saw Moreau was at his flat after Tristan’s attack, when Kieran told him to leave Sam alone and get out.

“My love…” Lucien says.

“I’ll behave,” Kieran replies. “As long as he does.”

Lucien sighs, but Elle’s lips twitch, and I turn to hide my own smile. Yeah, this is going to go well.

We head for Vasile’s office, and Lucien knocks once we’re there. Kieran eyes Vasile’s guards. Does he know more about them than we do? There’s a faint scent of magic to them, always, but different to what I’ve picked up from magic users. When they first arrived—over twenty years ago, now—I told Lucien what I sensed. He told me it was fine.

Vasile calls for us to enter, and his thick eyebrows lift as we all pile into the room. Moreau looks less surprised. He’s standing by the window, hands behind his back.

“Kieran,” Vasile says, inclining his head. “A pleasure to see you again.”

Kieran nods. “Likewise.” I don’t think he means it.

Vasile’s attention turns to me as Elle closes the door. “Are you well?”

“I’m fine,” I say. I’ve never been as easily comfortable with Vasile as with Lucien or Elle, for obvious reasons, but I still know he’s safe to be around. I know he cares for the clan. “Really. I was only out for a few hours.”

“I am certain it should not have happened at all,” Vasile says. He waves a hand, indicating the two chairs opposite his desk, and Lucien motions for me to sit first. He takes the other chair and Kieran stands by his shoulder, eyeing Moreau warily for a moment before he ignores him.

Elle stands by me. Vasile nods. “Tell me what happened.”

I explain what I can of the night before. There are some things that are difficult to remember because the magic users really did take us by surprise, but I do remember Sam bursting out of the shop, looking worse for wear before the magic user hit me with another spell and I lost consciousness.

I finish my retelling there. I don’t want to talk about waking up in Sam’s flat with Drew so close. Moreau and Vasile don’t know about Drew at all.

“Are we any closer to tracking these magic users down?” Vasile asks, and to my surprise, I realise he’s speaking to Kieran.

“We’ve got some people on it,” Kieran replies. “The mage can teleport, so pinning him down is tricky.”

“No closer, then,” Vasile says.

Kieran doesn’t flinch under the cutting edge of his tone, and I notice Moreau is watching him as closely as I am. Maybe the only one in here who isn’t is Elle, who has her eyes on Vasile, but that doesn’t mean she’s not coming to her own conclusions.

“No,” Kieran concedes. “I’ll let you know when they find anything.”

“I appreciate it,” Vasile replies. He pushes dark curls back from his face and looks at me and Lucien. “In the meantime, I would prefer for the two of you to remain in the clan house wherever possible. If these magic users are targeting you, we will not make things easy for them.”

Kieran pulls a face and Lucien reaches out, fingers brushing his hand. Does he not like the idea? I mean, I want to be able to see Sam and Drew, sure, but I don’t want Lucien hurt.

Hell, I don’t want to be hurt again. It’s getting a little exhausting, being knocked unconscious all the time.

“I don’t think that’s a good idea,” Kieran says, and Vasile’s dark eyes narrow.

“Why not?” His voice is cold as ice, and I swallow as his power rolls over me.

“I still have a district to run, crai,” Lucien says smoothly. He exchanges a glance with Elle. “I know Elle is more than up to the task, but if there are magic users targeting Adam and myself, then there is no reason to believe they may not also choose to come after her.”

Vasile rubs a hand over his chin, and Moreau shifts on his feet for the first time since we entered the room.

“They’re right,” he says, inclining his head in our direction. “You hide a chieftain away, you’ll have vampires running scared. They’ll lose faith in you, and that’s the last thing you need right now.”

“Moreau…” Vasile’s tone is a warning.

“I have no better idea than you who’s behind all this,” Moreau continues, apparently choosing to ignore him, “but you need to be sensible. Until we’ve found these mages, no one is safe.”

“This building is warded.”

Moreau nods. “It is. But I suspect only a lack of interest in bringing them down is what has them still standing. A dedicated enough mage—or a coven of them—might not have as much trouble as you think.”

Dread sinks like a stone in my stomach. The wards have always been a hum at the edge of my awareness, a safety net since the first night Lucien turned me. The fact that they might be so easily brought down is…

Terrifying.

Our fledglings are here. Our humans are here. We need to keep them safe.

Vasile mutters something under his breath and rubs his temples. “Fine,” he snaps and levels Kieran, then Lucien, with a look. “You will tell us if there is any way in which we can assist you in finding these mages. You will take measures to protect yourselves. You will, to the best of your ability, get to the bottom of who is behind all this. Is that clear?”

Lucien inclines his head, eyes respectfully lowered. “Yes, crai.”

Kieran nods, and Vasile focuses on him again. “You will protect my chieftains”—he points at Lucien, then Elle—“with your life.”

“Of course,” Kieran says, and there’s only the smallest amount of affront in his voice. “Adam, too.”

Vasile opens his mouth again—is he going to make me stay here?—but Moreau interrupts.

“We’d like to be kept in the loop too, of course,” he says. “There aren’t particularly powerful mages among our ranks, but we’ll assist where we can.”

Kieran studies him for a moment, taking a second longer to answer. “Yeah. Okay.”

Vasile sighs. “Don’t you have any other guards, Moreau? I would feel better—”

“No,” Moreau says. His eyes flick to the door, where Vasile’s guards wait still and silent on the other side. “And I think you need them now more than ever.”

A look passes between them that I can’t interpret. Vasile heaves an irritated sigh but nods, and Moreau leans back against the wall again.

“Is there anything you need from us tonight?” Vasile asks. He looks between Lucien, Kieran, and Elle this time.

Lucien and Kieran exchange their own glance. “No,” Kieran says. “I’ll let you know if anything changes.”

“Thank you,” Vasile says, and when Elle shifts away from me, I understand we’re being dismissed.

We leave Moreau behind and it’s not until we’re down the corridor, surely well out of the earshot of Vasile’s guards, that Lucien speaks. “We all could—”

Elle interrupts. “Go spend some time with your mate, Lucien. I’ve got him.” She links her arm in mine and Kieran huffs a laugh. He’s on edge, though. I’ve been around him just enough over the last few days to see that.

“Fine,” Lucien says. “But if you require anything, you know where we are.”

Elle waves him off. “We’ll be fine.” She drags me away before Lucien can say anything else, though he gives me a fond look before I leave.

It doesn’t really hurt that things between us have changed. I’ve always expected them to, and Kieran is a damn sight better for Lucien than Nathan ever was.

Doesn’t mean it’s not strange, though. Still, Elle is here for me, and she drags me back to her rooms—newly given to her, seeing as she’s a chieftain along with Lucien—with an iron grip.

“So,” she says when the door is firmly closed behind us both. They’re not entirely soundproof, but there’s still little chance of anyone overhearing us unless they’re deliberately trying to eavesdrop. “What’s going on with you and the witch?”

I rub a hand over my face and groan. Elle laughs, heading for the fridge. Neither of us had the restrictions placed on us that Lucien has, and I know she’s drunk from donors over the last few months, but when she pours a blood bag out for me, she pours one for herself, too.

“Sam?” I ask.

She nods. “You had him over to your flat, no?”

I flush when she hands me the glass, her gaze knowing. “Yeah, but nothing happened. He was just—He’d been drinking, and he didn’t want to go home like that with Drew there.”

“Uh-huh.” Elle walks over to the sofa and sits. I follow her, taking one of the chairs.

“What’s that mean? Uh-huh?”

“Seems like he and Drew are already close.”

I take a sip of my blood. Nothing like drinking from the source, of course. Nothing like drinking from Sam. Still, it quenches the quiet hunger inside me. Maybe I did get hit harder than I thought.

“What are you trying to ask me?”

Elle stares at me for a moment, then takes a drink from her own glass before she sets it on the side table. “What’s going on, Adam? You didn’t shut up about Sam for days after you met him. But I saw him with that wolf. You did too, right?”

I blink when I realise she’s… trying to let me down gently? The laugh that bubbles up from my chest is real, and Elle shakes her head when she hears it.

“They’re not—” I put my own glass down. “I want them both.”

To her credit, she doesn’t pause. Just nods, like that makes it make sense. Maybe it does.

“Do they know that?”

“Yeah.”

“And…?”

I sigh and take another drink to avoid answering for a moment. I want to sit them both down, talk to them both about it, but now is obviously not the best time. Not that I’m sure when it would be. There’s barely been a quiet moment since I met Sam, and poor Drew is hiding something.

“Sam said it’s a bad idea. Me and him, I mean, though I guess he means Drew, too. He thinks we’ll break up and it’ll cause a mess.”

Elle shrugs. “It would. If you did.”

“I don’t think we will.”

“You don’t?”

I bite my lip. It’s a wild, silly notion, one I hardly want to say aloud. Drew would know, right? It makes sense that Kieran couldn’t tell; he doesn’t have a wolf.

But Drew…? Earlier today, it was like I could see the wild animal lurking just under his skin.

How could he not know?

“I think we’re mates.”

Elle’s eyes flare wide in surprise. “All of you?”

“All of us.”

“And Drew, has he…?”

“No.” I sigh, looking down into my glass. “But they feel right. They feel… They feel like when I saw Lucien for the first time.”

Elle nods, and I know she’s taking me seriously. Not that she doesn’t, not when it matters. But even though she wasn’t there the moment Lucien turned me, she was the first vampire he took me to after. I owe my survival as much to her as I do to him.

“All right,” she says after a moment. She shifts on the sofa, settling back against the cushions, and her smile turns sly. “Tell me how you’re going to win your mates over, then.”


Chapter twenty
Sam
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I leave before anyone wakes up the next morning. I’m still tired from the last two nights. It took more out of me than I was expecting to heal Adam. Plus, I’ve used more magic over the past few weeks than I’ve used in years.

But I can’t just wait around and hope that this issue with these mages will take care of itself. Sure, someone is trying to pit Elliot against me, but that’s less important than the fact that someone else seems to be after Lucien and Adam.

I arrive at Pris’ shop about half an hour after she usually opens. When Kieran ran into Adelaide up near Manchester, he said that she gave him a list of the places Tristan might be hiding. There’s no proof, but I’m almost certain—and so is Kieran—that the vampire who was in charge of her and Tristan is behind this whole thing. It means there’s a good chance Adelaide is the she the mage referred to before.

The one who said they’re after the vampires.

Pris doesn’t look all that surprised to see me. She’s standing behind the counter, setting up for the day. Her eyebrows do rise as she takes me in, though. Yeah, I know. Not everyone might be able to see it, but she knows just how tired I am.

“You’ve seen better days,” she says.

“Not recently.” I stop at the other side of the counter and rest my arms on it. “I need something from you, if you still have it.”

She pours coins from a bag into one of the small trays in the till.

“The list Adelaide gave to Kieran. He gave it to you, right? Do you still have it?”

“Of course I still have it.” She opens another bag. “What are you planning to do with it?”

“I need to find out where these mages are hiding. I think they might be working with Adelaide. She might have given them those places to stay in.”

Pris frowns. “Why would she do that? She knows Kieran had the list.”

“I don’t know that she has. But we have nothing else to go on. The only person who might have stolen my magic is the vampire. Why would he frame me if Elliot’s working with his subordinate? I think Adelaide and her master might be more than willing to put their mages in harm’s way.”

Pris empties the final bag and closes the till drawer sharply. “You’re not going alone.”

It’s not a question, but I nod anyway. Ophelia and Dante are as tired as I am, but they need to rest more. If their magic is depleted, there is nothing that can be done to fix it except time. I can pull what I need.

“Tell me you’ve at least told Kieran about this.”

“He has enough to deal with right now.”

The look Pris gives me tells me what she thinks of that. I get it, I do. It’s how I felt when Kieran up and left after Tristan attacked him. Sure, I shouldn’t be going into this alone.

What else can I do?

The vampires can only help at night. I don’t trust the hunters. And Kieran… He’s been through enough and he has his brother to look after.

I can take care of this. It’s my problem to take care of.

“Please, Pris. Give me the list.”

She sighs again before she goes into the back room of the shop, leaving me alone. I tap my fingers on the counter. Am I trying too hard to prove myself? Maybe. But if I catch one of these mages by surprise—even Elliot—I know I’ll have the upper hand.

Pris comes back out with a folded piece of paper in her hand. I reach for it, but she snatches her hand back.

“Pris—”

“I’ll give you this on one condition. You have to tell someone else where you’re going.”

I cross my arms over my chest. She meets my glare with her own.

“At least let Ophelia and Dante know.”

I suppose I shouldn’t keep them entirely in the dark. Not that I want them with me for this. Elliot’s trained in combat and stronger than they are. I don’t know how they’d counter the other mage and her weird magic.

“Can you call them? Tell them where the warehouse is, the one you told me I could train in. If I find anything, that’s where I’ll go.”

It’s not like I’m gonna take a dangerous mage back to the flat, after all. Drew’s there. He’s one of the last people I want to put in danger.

Pris nods and finally hands over the paper. I unfold it and scan the list of addresses. They’re scattered all over the city, though I figure the ones owned by the clan—ones Pris has helpfully marked—I can probably count out.

“Be careful,” Pris says.

I smile. “I always am.”
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The first two houses turn up nothing. They’re far enough apart, too, that by the time I approach the third, it’s dark and I feel like I’ve been running all over London.

Pris has definitely already called Ophelia and Dante, and I get the feeling she’s been in touch with Kieran too. Ophelia’s sent me a text every hour on the hour to remind me to let them know if I find anything.

Kieran called early this afternoon. He wants to be out here with me. Honestly, I’m surprised at his restraint. Maybe he’s thinking the same thing I did—someone needs to keep Drew safe.

I shake my head. I’ve made it most of the day without lingering on thoughts of Adam and Drew on the sofa, or of the way Drew reacted when I pulled his hair. I know all that is something I have to deal with at some point.

But now… Now I turn a corner and feel the distinct strangeness of the female mage’s magic.

There’s no one else on this street. There’s not a trace of anyone else’s magic, either. I push down a flare of disappointment. I’d rather have found Elliot and know that the threat to myself is dealt with, but I’ll take what I can get.

She’s inside the house. I stand before it and wonder if she can feel my magic, too. Doubtful. I’ve had it pulled in tight all day, and I don’t loosen my grip now. Sure, I’m more powerful than she is, but I’m not about to be reckless.

The curtains are drawn closed at the front, so I sneak around the back of the house. I can’t see anything there, either. Night has only just fallen, and so I cross the road, sequestering myself in the shadows of another house. I don’t think that she or the other mage—the one I killed—teleported themselves into that shop.

No, I’m pretty sure Elliot did that. Teleported himself and her out of there, too. If he’s anywhere near as tired as I am, then it’s unlikely he’ll be bouncing around tonight.

Or at least, unlikely that he’ll be bouncing around looking for a fight tonight.

I just need to get her out of this house.

An hour or so passes and the level of magic I can sense feels steady. I don’t dare to feel out the edges because even if Elliot isn’t here right now, she’ll probably call him if she senses me nearby.

I could knock, I suppose. Could try to break in.

In the end, she takes the decision out of my hands. Lights turn off upstairs and one flicks on in the hall before the front door opens. She glances this way and that before she steps out of the house but doesn’t see me across the road.

I frown. She’s not well-trained at all. There are no wards on the house, and the glance she gives the street before she steps outside and locks the door behind her is cursory at best.

Whatever. That’s not my problem. As she walks out onto the street, I pull tentatively at the magic surrounding me. It takes effort to slow the rush that wants to fill me, but she doesn’t notice.

Not at first.

I see the moment she does. She’s pulled out her phone, is scrolling as she walks, but then her head snaps up and her eyes go wide. Her magic flares when she realises what’s happening, but by then it’s too late.

I lash out with all the magic I’ve coiled up inside myself. It hits her before she can even think to counter it. I watch, never moving, as she falls to her knees, then crumples to the ground.

She’s not dead.

Not yet.

I do my own check—looking this way and that, as well as reaching out with my magic—before I cross the road and stand by her side. Her breathing is deep and even, and I pick up her phone, switching it off before I put it in my pocket.

Ah. I may have run into a small problem. My warehouse is forty-five minutes from here, and that’s me getting there, not me and an unconscious mage. Fuck.

I pull my own phone out of my pocket. I did say I would help the clan.

Lucien picks up on the second ring. “Sam? What is the matter?”

“I need to borrow a car.”

To his credit, he doesn’t ask why. “Where are you?”

I give him the address. The address of the warehouse, too. “I got one of the mages. I need to talk to her before Vasile or the hunters do.”

“All right,” Lucien says. “But you know I will tell Kieran about this.”

Like I expect anything else. “Yeah, sure. That’s fine. I just need to get her out of here before someone sees us.”

“The car is on the way.”

We hang up, and I drag the mage up so we’re both sitting on one of the low garden walls. I lean her against me. No one has walked down this street since my arrival, despite the early evening hour, but I can’t expect that luck to hold up until the car gets here.

It arrives around twenty minutes later, and the driver, a human, gets out and helps me put her in the back. There’s no judgement in his expression and I wonder what, if anything, Lucien told him. When we set off, I text Ophelia and Dante to meet me at the warehouse. Dante isn’t going to like this. What else can we do?

We pull up, and Ophelia is the first to help me get the mage out of the car. Once the door closes, the driver leaves, and Dante frowns at me.

“What are we going to do with her?”

“I need to get to the bottom of this,” I say.

Ophelia, on the mage’s other side, rolls her eyes. “Let’s just get her in, shall we?”

It’s quick work to modify the wards I set up around the warehouse and allow us all inside. I make sure they’ll let Kieran, Lucien, and Adam in, too. Just in case.

We set her down in the centre of the room. There’s no chair in here to sit her on or tie her to, but that’s not really a worry.

“Was Elliot nearby?” Ophelia asks.

“No. I’m pretty sure they’re all working with Adelaide, though.”

Dante frowns. “Why? Because of the list?”

“Yeah. It leaves us with a bigger question.”

“Why would the vampires be putting their mages in harm’s way?” Ophelia asks.

I shrug. Maybe the vampire wants to paint me as a target to get me out of the way, but by setting Elliot against me, he’s risking Elliot too. The other mages make even less sense. They aren’t as powerful as me or Elliot, and though they may be able to kill a vampire, there are plenty of people who can do that.

Unless it’s about their magic…

“So if Elliot wasn’t with her, that means they’ve spread out,” Ophelia says. “That makes sense, at least.”

“But why are they after Lucien and Adam?” Dante asks. He leans back against the wall. “Is there something special about them?”

I shake my head. Not in a magical sense anyway. “Adam can sense magic,” I say. “And Lucien and Kieran are mates. But there’s nothing inherently different about them.”

Ophelia frowns. “What was Adelaide after before?”

“I’m not certain.” I shrug. “When Nora helped them break out of the clan house, Adelaide left. And she stayed gone. When she spoke to Kieran, she said she and her master were working on something up north.” I rub the bridge of my nose. It all ties together somehow. I just don’t get it yet.

“Okay,” Ophelia says. “Are you gonna wake her up or what?”

Dante doesn’t move from where he’s standing against the wall. Ophelia watches, too, as I cross the warehouse floor and crouch next to the still unconscious mage. I flick my fingers, more habit than anything else, and the magic I used to keep her down begins to lift. She groans as she wakes. Her eyes flutter open, then widen when she sees me watching her.

Magic flares, but I push out with my own, effectively cutting her off. It’s not something I’d be able to do with another person whose powers were exactly like mine. Hers aren’t. Plus, she has no training. She scowls back when she realises she can’t draw any more.

“Please!” she says. “I didn’t—”

I think of Adam on his knees. The mage standing over him, he wasn’t going to stop. And after he’d killed Adam, I’m certain he would have killed Lucien, too.

“I’m going to ask you questions,” I say, “and you’re going to answer them. Truthfully. Do you understand?”

She pales again, and I stand. Ophelia has her arms crossed over her chest, looking as fierce as I’ve ever seen her. Dante is still against the wall. His face is pale as the mage’s, but when I jerk my head, telling him he can leave, he doesn’t budge.

Before I can speak, I feel someone walk through my wards. No, not someone. Kieran. He pushes open the door to the warehouse and, if anything, the mage pales further.

“The wolves weren’t supposed to know,” she whispers, but I hear it all the same.

Kieran claps Dante’s shoulder as he passes, and Ophelia nods at him in greeting. He comes to a stop beside me, eyeing the mage before he speaks.

“Can Moreau get more out of her than you can?”

Probably not. I shake my head.

“We should hand her over to the Council,” Dante says.

“That’ll just get her killed,” Ophelia retorts. “It’s not like they kept Nora safe.”

“They didn’t even get her last name,” I say. Out of the corner of my eye, I see Kieran look at me. Can he see my anger? Can he see how much I need to do this?

“I can do it,” he says. “If that’s what you need.”

I look at him. The mage hasn’t moved since he entered the room. I can feel every time she tries to reach her magic and comes up almost empty. Whatever’s been done to her, she doesn’t trust the power she was born with anymore.

It’s almost sad. It would be sad if she hadn’t tried to hurt me and people I care about.

“No,” I say. “I’ve got this.”

Kieran searches my face once more before he nods. “I’ll be here if you need me.”

He retreats, moving to stand next to Dante. Dante shakes his head when I look at him, but I know what I need to do.

Ophelia seems to know it as well. She’s closer than the other two and doesn’t move as I approach the mage, crouching beside her again.

“Did the vampires tell you who I am?” I ask.

Fear seeps into her dark eyes. She swallows hard before she nods.

“Did they tell you what I can do? What a Selkirk can do?”

She nods again.

“I’m going to bind your magic. I’m going to ask you questions. If you don’t answer them, it will hurt.”

She presses her lips together. For a second, I admire her stubbornness. And then I remember Adam again. I think of the fact that he’s already in danger and that if Elliot knew what he meant to me or what Drew is beginning to mean to me, he’d try to hurt them too.

“Tell me where Elliot is.”

She doesn’t answer, and I reach out with the magic coiled up inside me, weaving a net to wrap around that inside of her. Binding magic doesn’t have to hurt. Usually, it doesn’t. But I suspect whatever’s been done to her has made her even more sensitive to it.

I feel as Lucien arrives, but I never take my eyes from the mage. Her lips are pressed firmly together, arms wrapped around her middle as she does her best to keep herself silent. Ophelia moves closer on my left. She doesn’t interfere, and I don’t think she wants to. At some point, Dante makes a quiet sound, but I hear Kieran murmur to him, and I know he’ll keep him safe.

From me.

She holds out as I bind the entirety of her magic, locking it down so tightly she’ll never access it again. It’s what I planned to do to Nora and Elliot’s father. Nora’s was a loose binding, designed to be removed if the hunters asked for it.

Still, her magic fights against it, bucking and flaring as I finally subdue it in the net of my own. When it’s done, I’m breathing hard, and I eye what I’ve done, checking for any gaps or weaknesses.

“What did they do to your magic?” I growl. My voice comes out hoarse, like I’ve been shouting, though I haven’t made a sound either. “I know you had some of your own. They did something to you.”

She rests her head back on the cement floor, and the breath she sucks in is noisy, almost a sob. I feel a twinge of something—regret?—but it vanishes quickly. She’s not a threat to Adam anymore. That’s what I want.

“Fae blood,” she croaks out, so quietly I almost don’t hear.

“What?”

“He has… fae blood.”

I go still for a second before I twist, looking up at Ophelia. Her eyes are wide, reflecting the confusion and horror I feel.

I look back at the others. Dante shakes his head, taking a step away from Kieran. Kieran, who understands it’s bad but not why, and Lucien, whose expression is pinched.

“He gave you fae blood?” I ask the mage.

She nods, letting out a weak laugh. “We’re witches. All of us. Not Elliot. He said… we needed to be stronger.”

“Who? Elliot?”

“The vampire.” She frowns. “I don’t… I don’t know his name. He’s old. He told us to leave the wolves for him. Wants to kill them himself.”

She lifts her head long enough to look past me, at Kieran. Clearly, he’s one of the wolves in this scenario, but who’s the other? Drew?

Adelaide told Kieran that they weren’t after Drew. Why would that change?

“And the vampires? You and your friend were after them.”

Her magic flares again inside the cage I’ve locked it in, and she grimaces. “Got to kill them. Make him weak. Destroy him.”

“Destroy who?” She shakes her head weakly. She’s in pain; that much is clear. What’s clear, too, is that she’s not far from passing out.

“He—” Her eyes roll back as she finally loses her grip on consciousness.

I mutter a curse and get to my feet. Ophelia is quick to support me when I sway, one hand on my elbow, and Kieran pushes away from the wall.

“We’ll not get anything else from her until she’s rested,” I say. “And then she might not be inclined to talk at all.”

Kieran nods. He looks at Lucien, who’s moved to stand with us, too. Dante’s eyes are still on the mage.

“I will call Naomi,” Lucien says. “Should we have the hunters pick her up here?”

“There are wards,” I reply. “Let’s take her—”

Lucien’s phone rings, and he frowns as he pulls it out of his pocket. He takes a step back to answer. “Hunter Moreau? What is—What?”

Whatever resonates down their bond has Kieran jerking towards him, colour draining from his face.

“I do not understand how—No, of course. I will be there soon. Yes. Goodbye.”

Lucien lowers his phone from his ear. His gaze is distant and Kieran grabs at his free hand, clutching it tight.

“Lucien?” I don’t need vampire hearing to know his heart is going fast; I see his pulse fluttering in the base of his throat. “What’s happened?”

“It is Adam,” Lucien says, and the haze seems to vanish all at once, replaced by panic and fear. “He has been taken before the Council. He has killed a chieftain.”


Chapter twenty-one
Drew
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“I’m going to meet Sam,” Kieran says, and I scent the undercurrent of worry he’s trying to hide. “We’ll be back later tonight.”

“Is everything okay?” It seemed like it up until Lucien called. I didn’t listen to the conversation—I’m good at tuning them out, and what Kieran and his mate have to say to each other is none of my business.

I don’t have to be a wolf to know something’s going on.

“Yeah. Yeah, I think so.” Kieran gives me a tight smile. “No one’s injured, at least.”

Yeah, that doesn’t make me feel much better, but I do my best to smile back anyway.

“Okay.” I wave vaguely at the TV. “I’ll be here.”

Kieran nods. “Stay inside, okay?”

Something’s definitely wrong, but I nod again, and Kieran grabs his keys before he leaves. He doesn’t lock the door. I’m not trapped.

Something is very, very wrong, though.

I lean back on the sofa and hit the remote to start the show again. As pretty people dance around each other, I sigh, trying to ignore the longing that’s tugging in my chest.

I’ve barely been here a week. I glance at my phone on the coffee table. Kieran’s meeting Sam, and Lucien is probably going with him, so I bet Adam will be there too. It’s not like I even have his number.

I don’t want to be alone.

I turn the show off and choose another. What am I doing? What am I thinking? Me, Adam, and Sam… It’s not possible, no matter what Adam thinks. We’re all so different.

If they found out about Hale, they wouldn’t want me anyway. Who’d want to be with someone who can’t stand up for themselves? Especially considering how capable they both are. Sam’s the most powerful mage I’ve ever seen.

The fact I’ve barely seen any is irrelevant. I can tell. I can feel his magic even when he’s not using it, and I know he’s strong.

Adam? He’s brave, too, and strong enough to fight alongside Sam.

I sigh, pulling my knees up to my chest and resting my chin on them. Sam killed someone for Adam. I don’t know if I could do that.

I don’t remember the time before Mum died, but Kieran does. He never spoke about it when he lived with the pack. I know Dad changed, though. I grew up learning to fight. Learning to fight vampires.

And when I got my wolf, that didn’t change. Of course Dad was relieved—we knew by then that Kieran didn’t have one—but that just meant he pushed me harder. After Kieran left, he pushed me even harder than that.

I’m not a fighter, though. Kieran beat him once. Just once. I never even came close, and I didn’t want to.

I don’t think everything that’s been happening here will persist forever, but what if it does? And even if not, I have nothing to offer Adam and Sam that they can’t find in each other. I let out a little whine, burrowing further back into the sofa. I want them, so badly I can hardly breathe for it, but maybe I’m just projecting. Maybe all I want is safety and friendship and no judgement and—

I turn the TV off and get to my feet. I want fresh air. That’s what I want, and I know where the wards are, and I know I promised Kieran I’d stay inside and that Hale could be out there waiting, but this is such a small thing that I’m willing to risk it.

Leaving my phone on the coffee table, I cross to the door and put on my shoes, tying them quickly. I don’t have keys, so I’ll have to latch the door to the building, but the one to the flat should be fine.

I keep my thoughts focused on putting one foot in front of the other until I open the door to the building and step out into the night.

It’s chilly, and I’ve got no jacket, but I don’t care. I don’t care, either, that the air is tinged with smells of the city—my wolf howls in my head, and it’s all I can do to stop myself from shifting.

That’s a step too far.

I latch the door, careful as I let it close, and take a few cautious steps down the path. The closer I get to the wards, the more the scent of Sam’s magic surrounds me, already filling me with a feeling of familiarity and safety.

Closing my eyes, I take a deep breath in and out. My spiralling thoughts begin to retreat. My wolf calms too, taking stock of our new territory. It’s small, and not really ours, but it’s a place we can keep safe for the rest of—

I feel a flare of magic and open my eyes. A man stands before me on the other side of the wards.

I recognise him. He’s the mage I saw at the shop when I first arrived.

He looks different now, though. He’s wearing a sharp suit, and where he looked startled before, now the curve of his mouth is almost cruel.

Can he get through the wards? I square my shoulders and lift my chin, trying to project a confidence I don’t feel. Surely not.

When he moves closer, I do too, though I’m careful not to pass through the wards. His lips quirk and he nods.

“Clever wolf,” he says. “That might save you yet.”

“What are you talking about?”

He eyes me again, then sighs, pushing his hands deep into the pockets of his trousers. “You’ve been pulled into something that really has nothing to do with you. I can’t even blame your brother for it, though I’ve tried.”

“You’re—”

“I’m Elliot.” Magic flares briefly, but it doesn’t come close to touching the wards. “I’m sure you’ve heard about me.”

“Y-Yes.”

Is he here to kill me? I’m not going to leave the wards. Not unless he’s captured someone, but that doesn’t seem likely because surely he’d have said so already.

“The issue I have with the Selkirk is mine alone,” he says. Does he mean Sam? “But you wolves did nothing to deserve this, and my master is after you anyway.”

“Your master?” I frown. “I didn’t think—”

“Things have changed for mages,” he says, tone a little waspish. “And for plenty of others. For your pack, too.”

My heart begins to race, and it takes a conscious effort to slow it—not that it matters. Dad taught us how to do that to make sure a vampire never saw us scared.

“My pack?”

Elliot shrugs. “I imagine it’ll be over for them soon,” he says. “You know Hale is already here.”

I blink at the non sequitur. “I—Yes.”

“He can’t protect you from this. Your father can’t, either.”

“Why are you telling me, then?”

Elliot’s expression is almost pained. “Your brother might. And I don’t know—I’m not sure why I’m here, but I have to try to get my revenge. He killed my sister. You understand that, right?”

My head spins. Kieran might protect me. No, Kieran can protect me. I know that. I’ve always known that.

And Sam? “Sam didn’t kill her,” I say. “He was here. I was with him, I swear.”

For a moment, Elliot’s eyes widen. Does he believe me? It’s the truth. Sam might have killed a mage, but he was protecting Adam. Even if he wasn’t with me and Adam that night, I know he wouldn’t have killed Nora.

“It doesn’t matter,” Elliot says, and my stomach sinks. No! “None of it matters.”

I take a chance, take a breath, and scent his uncertainty even through the wards. “Why are you helping your master? Whoever he is, you know this is wrong. You’ve just said it!”

“Fae bonds are hard to break. Not all of us are as strong as you and your brother.”

Me…? I shake my head. “Please. We can help, I promise—”

“Don’t make a promise you can’t keep,” Elliot snaps, and the darkness that flickers through his eyes has me taking a step back. I flush at the show of weakness, but Elliot doesn’t seem to care.

“Why did you come here?” I ask.

“The Selkirk has another of my master’s mages. Not that it matters, abominations that they are. But I thought I might find leverage here…” His eyes sweep the length of me. “But you’re too clever for that, and there are depths even I won’t stoop to.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, you wolves are off-limits. Our master wants your brother for himself, as well as the other one. And you… Like I said. None of this is your fault, and I know the feeling.” He frowns. “You really believe he didn’t kill her?”

I set my jaw. “I know he didn’t.”

Elliot nods, but there’s no more belief in his eyes than there was before. He takes a step back and gives me a crooked grin. “Just one problem with that, wolf. Magic doesn’t lie.”

I want to move, want to try to grab him, capture him—but I know better than that.

It doesn’t matter, anyway.

Elliot raises a hand in farewell and from one blink to the next, he’s gone, a flare of magic the only clue to what just happened.

I stare into the darkness for a few more minutes before everything catches up to me. When I pat my pockets, I realise I left my phone inside.

Oh no. I need to warn them. I turn and run back into the building.


Chapter twenty-two
Adam
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I wake sometime after sundown, surprised to find myself entirely alone. Not that Lucien and Elle are the kind of people to barge into my room—well, Lucien isn’t—but the sun must have set at least an hour ago, and with us all in the clan house, I’m surprised they’re not here.

Maybe they’re talking to Vasile. With everything that’s happened, Lucien has still barely spent any time in our district, and they might need to have a discussion about that again.

Whatever. I get out of bed, shower, and dress, and only after all that do I remember to check my phone. There’s a message from Lucien. I’m right. He has something to deal with, and it says he’ll come by and get me later. No word from Elle, so I pull on my shoes and leave my small room.

She’s probably in the clan house. Lucien hasn’t said it, but I know he doesn’t want me wandering the streets alone, so I’m not going to head over to Sam’s, even though I want to.

I’ll find Elle, and she can take me there instead. Win-win.

Only before I can find her, another vampire stops me. Gareth. I know him in passing; he’s got a few decades on me, and I’m pretty sure he lives in Chieftain Lazarus’ district. He gives me an apologetic smile, one that shows off the dimple in his left cheek, and I stare at him, bemused.

“Is everything okay?” I ask.

“Yes!” His smile widens a little. “I was looking for you. Chieftain Lazarus wants to speak to you.”

“Why?” The question comes out blunt, but Gareth’s smile doesn’t falter. I don’t get it. I’ve hardly interacted with Lazarus since I was turned. Does he want to speak to Lucien? Everyone knows we’re close.

“He thinks he found something related to the mage’s death. You can sense magic, right? He said so.”

“Yeah, I can. Is he here?”

Gareth shakes his head. “I told you. He found something. He’s waiting there, just in case anyone comes back.”

I frown. What is Lazarus going to do against a mage? There’s a widespread belief that magic users of any kind can’t be turned into vampires, but that’s not true. They do lose their magic, though, when they turn. Even if Lazarus was a powerful mage in life—and I’ve never heard that about him—that wouldn’t make any difference if Elliot faced off against him now.

“He’s in danger,” I say, shaking my head. “And I’m not supposed to leave. I’m supposed to—”

“Here,” Gareth says. He shoves a piece of paper with an address scrawled on it into my hand. “There’s a car waiting out front for you. I’ll tell the crai where you’ve gone, okay? He’ll send vampires after you both.”

I glance at the address. I don’t recognise it, but it doesn’t matter. Gareth is already ushering me towards the door, and, caught up in his urgency and the fact that one of our chieftains might be putting himself in danger, I let myself be pushed.

As soon as the car door closes behind me, the driver sets off. I take my phone out of my pocket. I should let Lucien or Elle know where I’m going, but if they’re both busy…

It’ll be better to wait until I get there. No point panicking them if Lazarus is fine and Vasile is sending vampires after us.

We pull up outside a dark row of houses. The door is half-open of one—the address on the paper in my hand—and I see a dark, empty hall beyond. I get out of the car, and no sooner have I closed the door behind me than it drives off again.

I frown, watching it go. Every hair on the back of my neck stands on end. Something isn’t right here.

But for all that, I can’t hear a heartbeat inside. There’s no sense of magic, either. What does Lazarus think he’s found?

Even though I can’t sense magic or the presence of any humans or wolves, I still approach the door cautiously. It swings open at the slightest touch, and I step inside, sweeping my gaze around.

The hall is empty, and so are the other rooms on the ground floor. “Chieftain?” I call, one foot on the bottom step of the stairs. Surely he knows I’m here. Other cars have passed by the house since my arrival, but none have stopped, and even if he didn’t notice the car before, I’ve not been all that quiet walking around the house.

My hand strays to my pocket again. I should call someone. This isn’t right.

I bite my lower lip. I can check upstairs first, right? Just see if Lazarus is here, and if he’s not, I’ll call Elle. We’ve not driven far from the clan house, so it won’t take her long to get here.

I climb the stairs slowly, senses alert for anything out of place. I find an empty bathroom, then two rooms devoid of all furniture, though the floorboards are rotting away in one of them.

As I open the door to the third room, I hear a car pull up to the kerb. A heartbeat sounds, slightly elevated—did Vasile send a human along with vampires to help us?

It doesn’t matter. I push the door to the third room open wide as I hear someone walk into the house. There’s nothing here either—

I freeze when my eyes fall on the pile of ash in the centre of the room. A stake lies on the floor next to it.

Is Lazarus—

A gasp sounds behind me, and I whirl, a growl in my throat before I can stop it. She’s not from the clan, she’s—

Fuck. Hunter Helene stands there, eyes wide for a moment before her expression shutters and magic flares to life around her. It hits me hard, sending me careening back into the wall, and I groan, clutching my head.

“You killed him!”

“I—” I shake my head, which just causes more pain to flare behind my eyes. “I didn’t.”

It doesn’t matter. She’s already calling down the stairs, and I realise the car is still there when I hear other heartbeats—other hunters—heading our way.

“I didn’t kill him!”

She ignores me. Can I run? I know I shouldn’t—I know that will cause more trouble for the clan, for Lucien, but what else should I do?

I stagger to my feet and magic flares again.

“Stay down,” Hunter Helene grinds out. Her heart is going faster, and I hear heavy treads on the stairs. I raise my hands in the air.

“He asked me to come here!” I cry. “I didn’t kill him, I swear!”

She shakes her head, and another hunter appears behind her. He’s got Kieran’s breadth across the shoulders. Whatever magic Hunter Helene hit me with is still working through my system, and my vision blurs.

“Grab him,” she says, and the next thing I know, there are two hunters on me. One yanks my arms behind my back while the other stands between me and Hunter Helene. I don’t know why. I’m no threat to her, not like this.

My arms are fastened tight and the hunter in front of me studies the pile of ash on the floor. “Fuck,” he mutters. I don’t recognise him. “He got him good.”

Hunter Helene shakes her head, eyeing the ash herself. “He knew something was wrong.”

“What—Who?” I ask.

Her eyes snap to me. “Chieftain Lazarus,” she says. “He called me half an hour ago. He told me there is an issue in the clan; that it’s rotting from the inside out. And now, you’ve killed him.”

I growl, baring my fangs. I can’t help it. The hunter holding on to me yanks on my arms again, but I don’t make a sound at the pain. “I didn’t kill him.”

Hunter Helene shrugs. “We’re taking you back to the Council anyway.”

Wait, what? “The Council? You can’t—”

She moves her hand, and the hunter behind me pulls again. This time, I do yelp—I can’t help it—and his quiet huff of laughter makes rage rise in my chest.

“It is not up to you what I can or cannot do,” Hunter Helene snaps. “Clearly, your crai is no longer up to the task of keeping his vampires in line. That means the responsibility falls to the Council, which is something I will make quite clear.”

She turns to the hunter standing in front of me. “Take care of the scene,” she says. “I expect you will not be far behind us.”

He nods, and when she jerks her head, turning to the door, the hunter behind me pushes me forward.

Oh, fuck. What have I got myself into?


Chapter twenty-three
Sam
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We leave Ophelia and Dante behind to take care of the mage. Naomi is on her way, but there’s no way I can have her in the car that’s currently carrying me, Kieran, and Lucien to the clan house.

More importantly, I don’t think Lucien could handle it, and if he’s more worried, then so is Kieran, and so am I—

Adam can’t have killed a chieftain. It just can’t be true. Not unless the chieftain tried to kill him, but I can’t imagine that one of them would. If anything, they all seem to like Adam a lot more than the rest of us.

It seems to take an age before we pull up outside the Council building. No one is waiting for us, but it doesn’t matter; Lucien wrenches the door open in his haste, and Kieran is quick on his heels. I follow after, trying to calm my nerves before I approach the building.

Impossible, of course. But I can’t show weakness now.

First me, now Adam. They can’t believe this, right?

“Wait!” Elle gets out of another car, and Lucien comes to a stop when he sees her. She grabs his forearm when she gets to his side, her eyes flashing with anger. “This has to be a mistake.”

“Of course,” he growls. I join Kieran at the top of the steps.

He nudges his shoulder against mine, and I nod when he looks at me, a question in his eyes. Whatever happens, he’ll look out for me and Adam both—and I’ll do the same for him.

That’s without question.

The door to the Council building swings open, and Hunter Moreau steps out into the night. “Come on,” he says. “I want to talk to you before we go in there.”

Yeah, this doesn’t feel right. Still, Lucien moves, and we all follow him into the building. Instead of going directly to the Council chambers, Moreau leads us to the room I spoke to him in the other day. He closes the door, then looks at me.

“If you don’t mind.”

I cross my arms over my chest, but lash out with my magic all the same, creating a soundproof bubble around the five of us.

“What has happened?” Lucien asks. There’s despair in his voice, sure, but I don’t know if Moreau can hear it under the obvious thread of anger.

“Hunter Helene got a call from Chieftain Lazarus not long after sundown. He said he had something to tell her about the mages and the clan. She left with two other hunters.”

“Did you know?” Kieran asks.

Moreau shakes his head. “She didn’t tell any of us until she came back. The hunters had Adam and she said she found him in the building where the chieftain told her to meet him. There was ash in one room and a stake.”

“She thinks Adam staked him?” Elle snarls.

“Yeah, that really sounds more like something I would do,” Kieran mutters. He shrugs when Elle glares at him, but Lucien reaches over and squeezes his hand. “You believe her?”

“I believe she found what she said she found.”

“That’s not what he’s asking,” I say. “There’s no time to be coy. Do you think Adam killed Lazarus or not?”

Moreau holds my gaze for a long moment. “No, I do not.”

“Then what are we doing?” I ask.

“It’s not just about what Helene found tonight,” Moreau says. “It’s about what she’s saying. What it implies.”

“And what does it imply?” Elle asks. “Why is Adam here at all? He should have been turned over to the clan immediately.”

“Helene is saying—and some of the other Council members agree—that a vampire killed Nora. Only a vampire could have killed Nora.”

I shake my head. “But she knows about the spell. She knows it was my signature that was found.”

“To muddy the waters. She is saying, now, that Chieftain Lucien killed Nora, and that he—that you—sent Adam to kill Lazarus because you knew he was going to talk to Helene about what he knew.”

For a moment, we’re all silent. Lucien’s expression is stunned, and though Elle is still clearly furious, she seems lost for words.

Kieran shakes his head, and when he speaks, there’s more anger in his voice than I think I’ve ever heard before. “That’s ridiculous. You know it is.”

“I do. But we have no other evidence.”

“We have leads,” I say. “Another vampire—”

“Do you have a name? A location? Without that, you have nothing.”

Kieran shakes his head, and turns to Elle, effectively shutting Moreau out of the conversation. Lucien is still clinging to his hand. “You said Adam should have been turned over to the clan. That’s in the treaty, right?”

“A vampire killing another vampire? Yeah, so long as no humans were hurt, it’s not Council business.”

“Then that’s it. That’s all of it. The rest we can deal with after, but for now, we need Adam out of here.”

Moreau shakes his head. “You can’t just—”

“I told you last time,” Kieran growls, and Moreau swallows hard when their gazes meet. “We appreciate the heads-up, sure. But you should’ve put an end to this and called Vasile immediately.”

“Let’s get him,” I say. “Screw the rest.”

Moreau sighs. “This isn’t going to go well. You need to think about—”

“With all due respect,” Lucien interrupts, “we do not require your counsel. This is a clan matter, and as such, our crai should have been your first call. I appreciate that you took the time to warn me, but now I would like to retrieve my turn and return to the clan.”

“Very well,” Moreau says. “This way.”

I wave my hand and the shield surrounding us drops. For a second, I’m almost light-headed; I’ve been using far too much magic over the past few days. It doesn’t matter, though. What matters is getting Adam back.

Moreau leads us to the main Council hall, and Lucien lets go of Kieran’s hand before Moreau opens the door. Kieran takes a step back, falling in beside me as Elle steps up to stand with Lucien. I get it. We shouldn’t really be here at all, but I know that unless Lucien’s the one to tell us that, we’re staying.

The doors open, and my eyes immediately fall on Adam. He’s standing in the centre of the room, arms fastened behind his back. Aside from Moreau’s seat, all the others are full, though the Council members are wearing a range of expressions from fury—Hunter Helene, of course—to disbelief.

“Chieftains Lucien and Elle have arrived to discuss the return of one of their vampires,” Moreau says. He rounds the circular desk and takes his seat, throwing himself almost carelessly into it.

It’s only then that I notice the man standing in the corner of the room. He’s a hunter, one I’ve never seen before, but I can sense him from here.

Fae-blessed. Fuck.

He doesn’t look at me, though. His eyes are on Moreau, arms crossed over his chest, and the other Council members are acting as though he’s not there at all.

“And the others?” Hunter Helene asks, looking between me and Kieran. “What are they doing here?”

I open my mouth, already annoyed, but Kieran shakes his head minutely. “We’re just concerned for a friend,” he says smoothly, and all the anger that was in his voice earlier is gone. “We can wait outside if you’d prefer.”

Like hell we will. Moreau shakes his head. “Not necessary,” he says. “This should be over with quickly.”

Helene scoffs. “Over with?”

“Aside from the return of our clan member, we would appreciate any information you might have that would be useful to us in tracking down Chieftain Lazarus’ murderer. And his ashes, of course,” Elle says. Adam’s shoulders tense at the sound of her voice, but he doesn’t lift his head. I want him to turn, want him to look at us.

I want to be certain he’s all right.

“Why would I tell you that? Chieftain Lazarus called me precisely because he felt he could not trust the clan. Neither can I.”

“Because it is a clan matter and the treaty states that it should be treated as such,” Lucien says. There’s no leeway in his voice. “If you wish to keep your concerns to yourself, you are perfectly able to do so. But if we later discover that some harm was caused to our clanmates because of your silence, then I am certain my crai will not hesitate to take appropriate action.”

Helene scowls, but some of the other Council members look concerned. The treaty is what holds the city together. It stops vampires from killing wolves—and vice versa—and hunters wiping out the bloody lot of us, should they feel so inclined. I eye the hunter in the corner again. He hasn’t moved an inch.

“Tell them, Helene,” one of the other Council members says. She’s got no magic about her; none of them but Helene do.

“I do not know the precise reason why Chieftain Lazarus contacted me,” Helene says through clenched teeth. “Except that he said he did not trust your crai. He believed the same thing I do—that a vampire killed Nora.”

She looks at Lucien when she says it, like she’s expecting a reaction. All he does is nod, and a muscle in her jaw jumps before she speaks again.

“Chieftain Lazarus said he found something and that he wanted to meet me alone. Something to do with that mage…” She eyes me and I stare impassively back.

Kieran reaches out and squeezes my wrist. He has his phone in his other hand, and I see it’s ringing. Drew. I frown and he leans in, lips to my ear.

“I’ll be right back. Come get me if you need me.”

I nod, and the line of Lucien’s shoulders tightens as his mate slips out of the room. He doesn’t look back, though. His attention remains focused on Hunter Helene, who watches Kieran go, then flicks her gaze back to the three of us again.

“Like I said,” she continues, “Lazarus had his concerns about your relationship with Mr Ware. And your crai’s inability to see past his own obvious indulgences when it comes to you.”

Adam flinches and Elle’s jaw sets, but Lucien doesn’t betray his own discomfort in any way. He smiles faintly and inclines his head.

“Your concerns are noted. And you are free to proceed with your investigations into the murder that took place in this building as you see fit. What you are not permitted to do is hold a member of our clan without cause, and the death of one vampire at the hands of another does not amount to cause for the Council.” He turns his head, ignoring Helene completely and focusing on Moreau. “Or am I incorrect?”

Moreau doesn’t smile, but there’s a spark of something in his eyes. “You are entirely correct, chieftain. Apologies for the overstep. I trust this will be handled by the clan.”

Helene opens her mouth and closes it again, but when she finally tears her gaze from Moreau, it’s to focus on me. One of the hunters moves towards Adam at Moreau’s request and unfastens his cuffs. I don’t look at him. I can’t, not while she’s looking at me—I can’t let her see too much.

“The vampires may not be under our jurisdiction, but you, Mr Ware, most certainly are. As is your flatmate. We will continue our investigations into your involvement in this matter, and I do not believe you will like what we find.”

Elle tugs Adam closer, into the small group the three of us have formed, and I give Hunter Helene an easy shrug and the hint of a smile. A hunter approaches and passes Elle a silver urn.

The hunter in the corner is looking at me now, and I like that even less than I like knowing he’s there.

“I’m sure you’ll let me know if you find anything interesting,” I reply. “After all, you all did such a good job of it when Tristan was running around.”

She leaps to her feet, but Lucien is faster, pushing Adam behind him and ducking his head again. “Thank you for your time, Council members,” he says.

Well, I know a cue when I hear one. I grab Adam’s wrist and when I tug him over to the door, he moves easily. Elle is beside him, one hand on the centre of his back, and Lucien follows behind.

We leave the building quickly, walking out into the night. I don’t let go of Adam. I can’t. If I let go of him, they might snatch him back again, and then what would I do?

Kieran waits by the car. Both ours and Elle’s are still idling by the kerb. He pushes off from it when he sees us, studying Adam for a moment before he turns to Lucien.

“All good?”

“No,” Lucien says. “What happened?”

“Drew called. Elliot appeared outside the wards tonight.”

Adam’s breath catches in his throat, and my heart stops for a moment.

“Is he okay?” His voice is rough; it’s the first thing he’s said since we’ve got him, and that’s what makes me look up at him.

I can’t see any visible injuries, not until I look at his wrists. They’re red from the cuffs—too red—and I let go hurriedly, hoping I haven’t hurt him.

Adam trembles. I move closer to him, pressing our shoulders together.

“He’s fine,” Kieran says. Is he trying to reassure us or himself? “I mean, he said so. We need to head back.”

“Adam has to go to the clan house,” Elle says. “Lucien, I can take him if you—”

“No,” Kieran interrupts. He wraps his arms around himself, and the twist to his expression gives me pause. “I can’t—It’s not safe there. Not for any of us.”

“My love,” Lucien murmurs. He moves in closer and cups the side of Kieran’s face. “Adam will be safe there. He must speak with Vasile, and Vasile will protect him.”

“That’s not good enough,” Kieran says and shakes his head at the resulting look on Lucien’s face. “I’m sorry. I just—”

This is something else. Lucien seems to understand it, too, even if Elle and Adam still seem confused. “Let’s take him back with us tonight,” I say and hold up a hand when Elle shakes her head. “No, listen. I’ve not examined the wards at the clan house, but I don’t think they can stop a teleportation spell, and I don’t have enough energy to beef them up tonight. In a couple of days, maybe…”

“So what are you suggesting? Adam stays with you?” Elle’s gaze flicks between me and Kieran.

“Yes,” I say before Kieran can. “Our wards are secure. They have to be, or—” The words stick in my throat. I need to see Drew. Why else would Elliot have been there?

“What happened tonight?” Lucien asks, and Adam shrinks in on himself again, his cheeks going red.

“I was going to find Elle and Gareth stopped me. He said Chieftain Lazarus wanted to see me, practically pushed me out the door and into a car. It took me to some house, but when I got out, the driver left.”

“Did you recognise the driver?” Elle asks.

“No,” Adam replies. “I went in the house and there was no one there. When I heard a car pull up, I thought it would be people from the clan because Gareth told me he’d let Vasile know where I went. It was Hunter Helene. She came into the room as I—”

“What did you see?” I murmur, and Adam looks at me, his eyes wet.

“Ash. Just… ash, and a stake.”

“Fuck,” Kieran mutters. “And she walked in on that?”

“Yes.”

Elle and Lucien exchange a glance, and, after a moment, she nods. “Right. I’ll go back to the clan. I’ll let Vasile know what’s happened, if Moreau hasn’t told him first. There’s still a good chance he’ll want to speak to you tonight.”

“Okay,” Adam says.

“If that is necessary, I can go,” Lucien says and shakes his head when Kieran reaches out to grab his arm. “No. I will be fine, but I may have to do this.”

“Fine,” Kieran says mulishly. He looks at Elle. “And you’ll let us know when you get there?”

Elle nods. She hugs Adam before she gets into the car, and the four of us watch it pull away.

“Come on,” Kieran says. He still seems closed in on himself, like he thinks the enemy is breathing down his neck.

I guess they are.

We pile into the car, Adam wedged between me and Lucien, and Kieran up front with the driver. I fasten myself in, then reach out and run my thumb over the red line on Adam’s wrist.

He shivers and looks at me, his eyes still too bright. I drop my head onto his shoulder, then turn, brushing my lips over his neck. He shivers again, threading his fingers through mine.

I won’t let them get to him. I won’t let them get to Drew.

I’ll protect them with everything I have, even if it kills me.


Chapter twenty-four
Drew
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Kieran’s the first through the door, almost barrelling it open in his haste. I barely have enough time to stand before his hands are on my shoulders, running over me as if he’s expecting to find an injury.

“You’re okay?” he asks. “Fuck, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have left you here—”

“I’m fine.” Lucien follows him through the door, then Sam and Adam. Sam’s holding Adam’s hand, but his eyes are dark as they trace over me in much the same way Kieran’s hands did.

“Why did you go outside?” Kieran says.

“I just—I needed fresh air. I’m sorry! I didn’t go through the wards, I swear. I just needed to be outside.”

“He didn’t go through the wards,” Sam says, and Kieran nods, though I don’t think he disbelieves me.

“Sit, my love,” Lucien murmurs, one hand sweeping over Kieran’s shoulders. “It has been an eventful night.”

Kieran squeezes the back of my neck once before he withdraws, and I drop into one corner of the sofa again. Sam leads Adam over, sitting him next to me and taking his place on the other side. Lucien sits in one of the chairs, and instead of getting his own, Kieran deposits himself in Lucien’s lap, resting his head on Lucien’s shoulder for a moment.

It’s as much for Lucien as it is for him. I can see that. Some of the tension leaves Lucien’s frame and he presses his lips to Kieran’s temple.

“What happened?” I ask. I don’t want to break the moment, but I can smell Adam’s distress, and the lightning buzz of Sam’s anger. Kieran’s, too, though it’s buried under concern.

When Adam doesn’t speak, I look at him. He’s not pressed up against me, not the way he was yesterday, and I don’t want to push. Still, I spread my legs until our thighs touch, and my heart thuds when he doesn’t move away.

“Chieftain Lazarus was murdered,” Lucien says, “and the hunters discovered Adam in the house where Lazarus was last alleged to be.”

I frown. But why would—

“It wasn’t just that,” Adam says. His voice sounds hoarse, and he leans forward, resting his elbows on his thighs. “She found me standing over a pile of ash with a stake on the floor. They think I killed him.”

“But you didn’t.” I look at the others. They know that, right? They have to know—

“We know,” Sam says, and there’s still banked anger in his eyes, but it’s not directed at me. “Someone’s trying to frame Adam, just like they tried to frame me.”

I take a deep breath, filtering through the smells that reach my nose. Fear, anger, sorrow… Hunters, someone else’s magic, but not a hint of another vampire aside from Lucien and Elle.

“I can’t smell another vampire,” I say quietly, and Adam turns his head to look at me. “I can tell them, if you want. You didn’t do it.”

“We all know, Drew,” Lucien says. He sweeps his hand up and down Kieran’s back. “I believe it does not matter. And if we were to take you to the Council right now, I am afraid it would lead to other problems.”

I don’t understand, and when my heart leaps, Adam’s thigh presses more firmly against mine. Of course. He can hear it.

“I should’ve taken you to Deacon days ago,” Kieran says with a sigh. He sits up properly but doesn’t move from Lucien’s lap. “The Council’s right. They have jurisdiction over me and Sam. They’d take you to Deacon, which would be fine, but we’d be in trouble for keeping you here without telling anyone.”

“Let’s go to Deacon, then,” I say, even as my stomach twists.

“No,” Sam snaps. I whirl around to look at him but catch Kieran’s look of surprise before I do. “Not after today. Elliot didn’t get through the wards. The wolves have nothing close to that. They’ll keep you with them—they have to—but they won’t keep you safe.”

“What did he say to you?” Kieran asks.

I wring my hands before I speak. “He said he’s after Sam. I told him you didn’t kill Nora—” I look at him, desperate for him to believe me. “But he didn’t care. He said the wolves are off-limits. Me, and I thought he meant you, Kieran, but he meant someone else, too. I think he doesn’t want to help whoever he’s helping, but he said something about fae bonds and—”

“Fae bonds?” Sam interrupts. “What did he say about those?”

“Just that they’re hard to break. And the pack, too! Something’s happening with the pack back home, but I don’t—I don’t know—”

I realise, suddenly, how shallowly I’m breathing. Kieran shifts on Lucien’s lap, but Adam is faster, his hand coming up to clamp down on the back of my neck. His thumb rubs along the hinge of my jaw and I suck in one breath, then another.

“That’s it,” he murmurs as if there’s no one in the room but the two of us. “Deep breaths, little wolf.”

My face flames, but I don’t shy away from his touch. I can’t. I look past him, though, and catch sight of Sam. He watches us silently.

“Someone’s trying to pick us off one by one,” Kieran says after a moment. He’s watching me and Adam, too, but he doesn’t seem concerned by it. No, his brow is furrowed as he tries to solve the mystery. “We had Tristan come after me. Someone killed Nora and framed Sam. Now, Lazarus and they’ve framed Adam.”

“They are trying to weaken our crai’s position,” Lucien says. “It is as we thought before.”

“You’re certain?” Sam asks.

Lucien nods. “Hunter Helene arrived at the same conclusion we did. It had to be a vampire who killed Nora. One with access to magic, in some way, and we saw that with Tristan and Nora, as well. Vasile was there, so whichever vampire committed the deed did so right under his nose.”

“Who was there?” Kieran asks.

“Myself, Njáll, Lazarus, and Briar.” Lucien frowns. “I do not believe Njáll did this. Lazarus is dead.”

“Briar?” Adam says. His scent is tinged with disbelief. “She—”

“I am not certain,” Lucien replies. “By framing Sam, they set him up for Elliot’s revenge, as well as making it clear that Vasile missed the killer. Now, a chieftain has been killed, purportedly by one of our younger clan members. It will look to others as though Vasile is turning a blind eye, or as though he has lost control of his clan.”

Kieran looks up into Lucien’s face, reaching out to squeeze his hand. “You, too?”

“Yes. This all began with me. With Nathan. Whoever is out to destroy our crai saw an opportunity and took it.”

I frown; I don’t understand. Adam squeezes again, though, and I let the thought slide away.

“So this vampire… Whoever he is, he’s Elliot’s master, too? He’s after Vasile and Kieran and some other werewolf?” Sam scowls, leaning forward. “We need to find him.”

Lucien nods. “We do, but first I need to—” His phone rings, a shrill tone, and loud enough that I jump. Adam shushes me gently, his touch still keeping me grounded.

“Yes. I understand, yes. No, I will—I will be there momentarily.” Lucien sighs as he hangs up. “I need to go to the clan. Crai Vasile wishes to speak with you, but as your sire, and your chieftain, he is happy for me to return in your stead.” He’s looking at Adam as he says the last part.

“Why can’t he come here?” Kieran asks.

“He cannot leave the clan house with all that has happened,” Lucien says. “A chieftain has been killed. An entire district is in uproar, and my position is being called into question again.”

Adam tenses next to me, but Lucien shakes his head.

“It’ll be fine,” Kieran says before Lucien can speak, but Lucien nods all the same.

“Yes. I will call a car and go. I will be safe there, and I will make sure to—”

Kieran snorts. “I’m coming with you.” He looks at Sam. “You’re staying here.”

“I could come,” Sam offers. “We know the wards are good. I’m tired, sure, but I could beef theirs up a little if it’ll make them feel better.”

Kieran studies him for a moment, then shakes his head. “No. Stay. Rest. If I can, I’ll talk to Vasile about that tonight. But I don’t think Elliot’s going to go after random vampires, and he’d have a lot to get through before he got to Lucien or me.”

“Fine,” Sam says. “But text me when you get there.”

“Okay.”

We stand when they do, and Adam’s hand falls from my nape as he does. Lucien hugs Adam as Kieran claps Sam on the shoulder, squeezing once for good measure. Kieran pauses when he comes to me, then reaches up and leans in, pressing our foreheads together.

“I said I’d keep you safe, Drew, and I will.”

“I know,” I say. He’s my brother, and with his scent and Sam’s and Adam’s and Lucien’s, too, I know I am. But when they leave…

“Keep them safe,” Kieran whispers, and shock runs through me. He thinks I can… “I know you can do it, Drew. And I know you’ll be fine tonight. You’ve got this, okay?”

“Okay.”

He hugs me once before he and Lucien head to the door, and when it closes behind them, the key turning in the lock, we’re all silent.

Sam rubs a hand over his face. He looks exhausted, and I know he’s trying to hide it. Adam…

Adam starts to pace, running his hands through his hair until his curls all stand on end. The guilt and shame I could smell on him before are gone, overpowered by panic. Fear.

He knows he’ll be safe here, right? Even if I can’t protect him, Sam will. I know he will.

“What are they going to do with me?” he says, and his voice is quiet, but there’s no other sound in the room. Sam watches him pace, and I know he wants to reach for him, but like me, he doesn’t know what to say.

Adam whirls on us all at once. “What are they—” He shakes his head, squeezing his eyes shut. “What’s going to happen to me? I didn’t kill him. I didn’t! And if they—If they go after Lucien again, then I don’t know—”

I’m crossing the room before my conscious mind catches up to me, and Adam blinks up at me when I step into his space. Sam moves, too, but not closer. No, he’s now in a position where he can see both of us, and he’s watching avidly, brow furrowed like we’re a puzzle he’s trying to solve.

Adam’s eyes are wet, tears gathering at the corners. It makes them even more vibrant, so green and vivid in his pale face. I trace the constellation of freckles on his skin with my gaze. The spicy, familiar scent of him is underneath all the sour fear and despair he’s feeling, and breathing that in is enough to ground me, to remind me that I want to give him the same support he gave me.

“It’ll be okay,” I say, even though we all know I’m lying. I go for a different truth. “We’ll all look after you, no matter what.”

Adam hiccups, and his hands are shaking, but I wrap my arms around him and gather him close regardless. He lets out a little sob, burying his face in my throat, and when I look up and meet Sam’s gaze, I think I’ve done the right thing.

“You’ll be okay,” I murmur and rub his back slowly as he clings to my T-shirt. I can’t help myself when I lower my head, brushing my lips to his temple. “We’re just going to—We’ll try to relax tonight, okay? No one’s coming here. Lucien and Kieran will be fine. Elle, too. We’re all safe.”

I don’t understand the next sound Adam makes. I lift my head, and Sam’s standing closer now, close enough to touch, and I want to reach out and drag him forward, pull him into our embrace. His eyes darken as he watches us, and I don’t dare breathe in deeply enough to work out what he’s feeling.

“Drew,” Adam says, and I look down at him again. He’s not really all that much shorter than I am, but still he’s tilting his head back like he wants to look up into my eyes. “Drew,” he says again.

“What is it?”

He studies me for a second, eyes flicking between mine before they drop down to my mouth. I suck in a surprised breath. He can’t—He won’t—

Adam surges up and kisses me. I close my eyes, rocking back on my heels as he presses our mouths together, and when his opens, when his tongue slides over my lips, seeking entrance, I can’t help my needy groan. Adam makes his own sound in response, his hands moving up to my shoulders as he sucks on my tongue. I feel lightheaded, still holding him tight. If I let go, I might just float away, and then Adam growls into my mouth, teeth digging into my lower lip, and I melt and whine and—

I tear my mouth away, breathing hard. Sam!

He’s still standing there, watching us, and I can’t read his expression and I won’t read his scent, but his chest is rising and falling as quickly as mine is.

Adam reaches for him, tugging him closer. Sam doesn’t resist the move. Adam doesn’t let go of me, either, one hand still bunched in the back of my T-shirt.

“Come here,” Adam says against Sam’s mouth, and then they’re kissing, too. I swallow hard. My heart is thundering so hard I can’t hear anything over the rush of blood in my ears, except—

Except Sam tangles his hand in Adam’s hair, pulling him down, closer, and I hear the helpless whimper Adam lets out in response. My cock jerks in my jogging bottoms, and my gums itch with the desire to let my fangs out, to bite—

I let out a little gasp, and Sam and Adam part. Adam blinks owlishly at Sam, all his panic apparently gone, but Sam’s eyes shine when they meet mine. He doesn’t let go of Adam’s hair but reaches out with his other hand, tangling our fingers together.

“Drew,” he murmurs. “Can I…?”

“Yes,” I say, already nodding. Whatever he wants—whatever they want, they can have it, part of me, all of me…

Sam lets go of Adam, who stays standing where he is, watching both of us now. When Sam moves closer, pushing up onto his tiptoes, I grasp at his hips, shaking at the feel of him beneath my palms. He takes my face in his hands and his breath is hot against my lips.

Is he going to make me wait? Is he going to do this at all? A small whimper escapes my lips and Sam’s grip on me tightens. I let out a shaky breath. “Sam, please…”

He swoops in and takes my mouth, takes possession of me in one sharp movement. I open for him on a groan and his tongue sweeps in, teasing my own. Adam’s breath hitches, and when Sam pulls back to kiss the corner of my mouth, I take a breath, dizzy from lust and the smell of our combined arousal.

Sam’s eyes are steady as he watches me, but we’re pressed together and even if I couldn’t smell him, I can feel his hardness against my hip. Adam shuffles in closer, skimming his lips down Sam’s throat. “Keep going,” he murmurs, and Sam’s shoulders tense.

“We… We probably shouldn’t do this,” he says.

I can’t help the disappointment I feel—that they might actually both want me, even if it’s just for tonight, is the headiest of sensations. Adam reaches for me, his hand sliding up under my T-shirt to make me shiver.

“What if we never get another chance?” he all but whispers against Sam’s ear. He knows I can hear him. He drags his fingernails down my side and Sam’s expression shifts when I pant. “I want both of you. Please, Sam. It’ll be okay.”

Sam growls and kisses him again, this time harsher, but he keeps one hand on my face. Adam is still touching me, too, fingers digging in like he wants to explore the softness he’s found. When Sam pulls back, they’re both breathing hard, lips red.

“Do you want this, little wolf?” Adam asks. His voice is rough.

I start to nod, but I know he wants words. “Y-Yes.” Can’t they see how desperate I am for it, for them?

I think they can. It doesn’t matter. Adam leans over and kisses the side of my neck before he tips his head to rest it on my shoulder. We both watch Sam. If he doesn’t want this, that’s that.

All I can hope is that he does.


Chapter twenty-five
Adam
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I watch the play of expressions cross Sam’s face. He’s conflicted, and I get it, but I also really, really want him to give in.

He wants us. Both of us. Drew does, too, already shaking with need. I stroke my fingers down his side, and he shivers again. Absolutely delicious. My mouth waters with the desire to taste him.

“Maybe he’s right,” Drew says when the silence has gone on for too long. “Maybe we shouldn’t—”

I lean up and suck his earlobe, and he lets out a strangled sound that goes straight to my cock. “Don’t make it easy for him,” I murmur, aware that Sam can hear me. There’s an amused glint to his eye, now, as he watches us. “Go after what you want, little wolf.”

Drew’s next breath is shaky. Sam grasps his chin in one hand and pulls him down, their lips sliding together easily. Drew melts into his touch, and despite all his strength, I know he’ll let Sam move him where he likes. I kiss down Drew’s throat, ignoring the habitual urge to dig my teeth in, and tug on his T-shirt to reveal the smooth skin of his shoulder.

“One night,” Sam says, breathing hard, and I lift my head.

“What?”

“One. Night.” His words are firm, jaw set, and I push my disappointment aside. “We just… We just need to get this out of our systems, right?”

I suppress a snort. Yeah, I don’t believe that any more than he does, but when I look into Drew’s face, he’s taking it seriously. It doesn’t matter. For now, I need them. I need them to keep me from spiralling, to keep me from worrying about my future, and Lucien’s, too.

“That okay with you, Drew?” Sam asks.

Drew bites the inside of his cheek but nods. We’ll talk it through in the morning—whenever, just not now. I turn Drew’s face to mine and kiss him again, pressing closer until I know the hard line of my cock is digging into his hip. One big arm sweeps around my waist and Sam is there, too, nimble fingers sliding under my T-shirt and his teeth scraping down my throat.

“Bedroom,” Sam breathes against my skin. “Both of you. Now.”

I’m not one to argue with a sensible idea, but it’s something more than that. Sam’s urgent tone sends a spark down my spine, but Drew’s reaction is spectacular. He whimpers, nods, and practically trips over himself in an attempt to do as he’s told.

Sam grins and takes his hand, and I chuckle as I press up against his back. Our precious wolf. Our bossy mage.

Fuck, I’m going to make them mine. I don’t care what it takes.

We tumble into Sam’s bedroom, and he manages to flick a light on before I turn and push Drew up against the door. Sam is at my back, fingers toying with the button on my jeans, and Drew pants when I kiss down his throat, digging my teeth in just enough to leave a mark.

It’ll fade, I know, but the satisfaction that blooms in my chest when I lift my head and see it makes my cock jerk again.

Drew stares at me, eyes so dark they’re almost entirely black. His large chest rises and falls as he sucks in heaving breaths. Sam rests his chin on my shoulder and looks up at him.

I frown when I see Drew’s hands are pressed against the door, too. Does he not want to…? I reach out and take hold of one, stroking my thumb over his knuckles.

“Drew?”

“I-I just—”

“Tell us,” Sam says. He’s as hard as I am, from what I can feel against my arse, but he sounds much more composed.

“You both—I know you already—” Drew swallows and closes his eyes for a moment, and when he opens them, his expression is a little steadier. “You want each other, right? I’m…”

“We want you, too,” I say, then shake my head when I realise I’m speaking for me and Sam. “I mean, I know I do, and Sam—”

“I want to climb you like a fucking tree,” Sam bites out, and Drew’s mouth drops open. “When I had you out on that sofa, I wanted—I wanted—”

He lets out a little growl, one that shouldn’t be as hot as it is, and my grip on Drew’s hand tightens. “What did you want, baby?” I ask, turning my head to catch Sam’s eye.

His returning glance is amused, sliding into that sudden intensity when he looks at Drew again. “I wanted to make you scream for me. I wanted to make you beg.”

Drew whimpers. I swallow a sound that threatens to rise in my own throat and pull him forwards instead, away from the door. When I press my face against his throat, he shudders. “That what you want?” I murmur, and my tongue flicks out to lick over his pulse point. His heart pounds, the rush of his blood filling my ears. “Is it?”

“Y-Yes.”

“You want us both, too, right?”

“Yes.”

“Good boy.” Drew clutches at my shoulder and I grin, nipping the skin beneath my lips before I move, pulling Drew back with us. Sam slides around me, to Drew’s other side, and I make a disgruntled noise when he turns Drew towards him.

“You’ll get your turn,” Sam says, one haughty eyebrow raised, and I laugh. The laugh dies off when Sam kisses Drew, hands threading through his hair, and it takes me a moment to remember what I’m supposed to be doing.

I press up against Drew’s back, shoving my hands up under his T-shirt. He gasps when my fingers skid over the soft curve of his stomach, then again when I move higher, squeezing his pecs. There’s solid muscle beneath, I can feel it, but I like this layer too, this give and cushion beneath my hands.

I move back when Sam tugs on the hem of Drew’s T-shirt and their mouths part long enough for Sam to strip the offending garment off and toss it aside. I grab Drew by the hips and turn him, and we fall into our own kiss. He’s so warm, and the pine and earth scent of him fills my nose. Drew bites my lower lip. I swallow his faint growl and blink up at him when he stops kissing me.

“Wha—”

Sam’s already there, teeth digging into Drew’s shoulder. Drew tips his head back, and fuck, that flush spreads all the way down his neck and his ample chest. I slide my tongue down his throat, teasing his collarbone with my teeth before I duck my head lower.

Drew cries out when I suck one of his nipples into my mouth. I go to lift my head, but Sam is quicker, hand tangling in my hair to hold me in place. “Harder,” he says, and I suck again. I’m so hard it hurts, my underwear sticky with pre-cum, but I’ll tease Drew all night if that’s what it takes.

Sam, too. I haven’t forgotten about him, no matter how in charge he thinks he is of what’s happening.

I take Drew’s other nipple between my thumb and forefinger, tugging and rolling. His every other breath is a whine, a plea, and fuck, I think he could come from just this, which is probably the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever experienced.

But no. Call me greedy, but I want more. I tap the back of Sam’s hand, and he lets go, though he watches as I kiss lower, lips moving over Drew’s stomach and lower—

“I want to suck your cock,” I say, and Drew’s eyes widen even as his dick visibly jerks underneath his jogging bottoms. I haven’t seen it yet, but he looks big, nice and thick in a way I always enjoy. Sam teases the nipple I was sucking, lips still moving over Drew’s shoulder.

“I—” Drew says, then cuts himself off with a hard swallow.

I’m not quite on my knees yet, so I lower myself and then sit back on my heels, frowning up at him. “Drew? What is it?”

“I just—”

“You have done this before, right?”

More than anything, my concern seems to even Drew out. He laughs quietly, rolling his eyes. “Yes, I have… Done this, yes.”

“Had your cock sucked?” Sam asks. Yeah, it’s not escaped either of our notice how prim our little wolf can be. Drew’s cheeks flame again, but he nods.

“And the other way, too.”

I grin. “And the rest?”

“Oh my God,” Drew mutters. He covers his face with his hands. “Yes, I’ve had sex before, okay?”

Sam snorts and I laugh, tugging the waistband of his jogging bottoms and letting them snap back against his skin. “Just checking. Wouldn’t want to blow your mind too hard.”

“Dickhead,” Sam says. He leans up to kiss Drew’s cheek. “You think you’re that good?”

I grin and give Sam a slow once-over. “Oh, baby, I bet I can show you a thing or two.”

Drew makes a choked sound, and Sam huffs a laugh, so I take that as my cue. I lean in, kissing over Drew’s lower belly, slowly tugging his jogging bottoms lower and lower. He groans when I lick over his hip. I sit back again and glance up—Sam has a hand around Drew’s throat and is kissing along his jaw. Fuck. I can’t let myself be distracted.

The next tug on Drew’s jogging bottoms has his cock springing free. My mouth waters at the sight of him. He’s long and thick and so wet at the head that I can’t help myself. I sneak a taste, my tongue flicking over his slit, and Drew moans, hips jerking forwards.

“No underwear, little wolf?” I slide my hands up his thighs. Drew flushes again.

“I—”

“Fucking get on with it,” Sam growls.

I take Drew’s cock in a loose grip, stroking him slowly. “Why, so I can ruin you, too?”

Sam nips Drew’s shoulder and lets go of his throat to tangle his fingers in my hair. His grip is just this side of painful, and my cock perks up again. “No. Once you’ve sucked Drew off, I’m going to shove him down on the bed and fuck his thighs.” Fucking hell. I reach down and grab my cock through my jeans. Drew’s hips snap forward in my grip. “That what you want, sweetheart?” Sam murmurs in Drew’s ear.

Drew nods. “Yes. Please, yes.”

Sam tugs my hair, pulling me closer to Drew’s cock. “Come on, then. Get on with it.”

I manage one final laugh before I suck the head of Drew’s cock into my mouth. His thigh trembles under my hand and I groan at the taste of him, so much stronger than I was expecting. They’re kissing above me—I can hear it, but I don’t bother looking. No, I squeeze my eyes shut and focus on this one task, on the way Drew’s cock stretches my jaw, on the mewling little sounds he’s making into Sam’s mouth.

His balls are heavy when I roll them in my palm and I suck hard again, swallowing pre-cum that bursts, bitter, on my tongue. He can’t stop himself moving, tiny jerks of his hips, and I don’t try to slow him. We’re going to do this again. We have to do this again because I want Drew to hold me down himself, to fuck my throat until tears stream down my face and I come without touching my own cock.

“That’s it,” I hear Sam murmur. I don’t know what he’s doing, but Drew cries out, and his hips jerk harder, choking me just a little.

“No, I—” He tries to pull back, but I clamp my hands around his hips, opening my eyes to glare up at him. Sam’s hand is still in my hair. He pulls me closer, and when Drew’s cock hits the back of my throat, I moan.

“Oh, I’m going to—Adam, please…”

Yes. Yes, I want it. I suck harder, still teasing Drew’s balls, and my fingers drift back further, one pressing against his hole—

Drew’s cry is aborted, whole body shaking as he comes, unloading himself down my throat. I hold him in place as I swallow every drop, my cock throbbing at the look of pleasure on his face. Sam watches him too, as mesmerised as I am.

When he’s done, I pull off, giving him a lingering lick to savour the taste of him. Drew’s legs tremble and Sam grins, ushering him over to the bed. I’m still on my knees.

“Get undressed,” Sam says. “Now.”

I snort and drag my T-shirt over my head, uncaring where it falls. Sam pushes Drew onto the bed on his back, then steps back to remove his own clothes. I’ve got the button undone on my jeans, but I pause, happy to watch.

He shrugs off the black silk shirt he’s wearing and when he turns, I trace the lines of his tattoos in the lamplight. Sam’s lithe, sure, but I see toned muscles too, and I watch the play of them as he unfastens his trousers and pushes them to the floor.

He’s wearing the smallest black briefs beneath, and I’m half-tempted to tell him to leave them on. Drew looks to be in much the same state as I am, his eyes wide and breath caught in his chest as he watches Sam strip. Sam turns slightly, and the lamplight outlines the bulge in his briefs, his cock trapped by the meagre fabric.

I lean forward before I can help myself, but Sam just snorts and tucks his thumbs in the waistband. “I told you to get undressed,” he says.

Fuck. I don’t move until he pushes his briefs down and kicks them away, his cock jutting out obscenely. My mouth waters again. Drew leans up on his elbows, eyes hungry as they roam over both of us.

When Sam climbs onto the bed, I unfasten my jeans, shoving them down and away. I’m so preoccupied with getting undressed quickly that I don’t notice they’ve stopped to watch me until I look up.

I swallow hard. Sam’s straddling Drew’s hips and they’re both looking at me, expressions equally hungry. I shiver. What can they see? I’ve always been pale; becoming a vampire just exacerbated that. I’m not as built as Drew, not as slim and pretty as Sam.

They both read me well, though. Drew makes a quiet sound, leaning in to nuzzle the side of Sam’s throat, and Sam’s expression softens. He holds out a hand. “Come here.”

I take it and he pulls me forward, kissing my chest when I’m close enough. I shiver at the touch of his lips, so warm against my skin.

“You’re gorgeous,” Sam murmurs and kisses my sternum. He looks between me and Drew. “Both of you.”

Drew opens and closes his mouth. “Sam—”

“I know.” Sam rolls his eyes a little self-deprecatingly. “I know, I—”

I take his face in my hands and kiss him soundly. “You’re exquisite,” I murmur against his mouth. “Perfect. Our vicious, clever little mage.”

Sam’s heart races, and for a moment, he’s without words. He yanks me down and kisses me, biting my lip so hard I gasp. “Sam…”

“Get on the bed.”

We all move, Sam climbing off Drew to settle at his back. There’s hardly room for the three of us, but I’m sure we’ll make it work. Sam peppers kisses across Drew’s shoulders and Drew clutches at my hips, pulling me so close our chests press together.

His hands move over me almost reverently. They’re so big and gloriously warm against my skin. He maps the freckles that scatter down my arms and I squirm when his fingertips trace my ribs, finding all my ticklish spots.

Sam teases one of Drew’s nipples again and Drew’s breath hitches. “Lift your thigh for me, sweetheart,” Sam murmurs.

Drew does as he’s told. Just a little, and then Sam’s cock slides between his legs, the head bumping against his surely sensitive balls.

“Squeeze tight,” I say. “Imagine what he’ll feel like inside you.”

Maybe it’s the wrong thing to say. Sam’s clearly not planning on fucking him tonight. It doesn’t matter, though. They both groan and Sam’s hips jerk forwards, pre-cum slicking the tight channel between Drew’s legs. Drew’s already starting to stiffen again, so I stroke him slowly, grinning when he shivers.

“Perks of being a wolf, hmm?”

Drew groans and chokes out a laugh. “Same for you?”

He’s never fucked a vampire, then. I’m not jealous of anyone he’s been with before—there’s no point—but it’s good to know. I can’t bite him, but he needs to know I’ll feel the urge to.

Though maybe he’s feeling it too, if the way he’s eyeing my throat is any indication.

“Yeah,” I say. Sam’s breathing hard now, fingers digging in wherever he can reach. “Our mage doesn’t have the same benefits, I guess.”

Sam huffs a laugh, and from the way Drew moans, I think Sam’s biting him. I stroke Drew’s cock again.

“Don’t need to worry about me,” Sam says. He’s breathing hard and I prop myself up on an elbow so I can watch him. Sweat prickles his hairline, and the mascara he was wearing earlier has smudged, but fuck if he doesn’t look perfect.

“Oh yeah?”

Magic tingles over my skin. Drew feels it too; he stiffens and then jerks his cock into my grip.

Sam grins. “Yeah.”

Fuck. I melt onto the bed again, kissing Drew, trying to line our cocks up in my fist. I can’t quite do it, though, and Drew kisses the corner of my mouth before he bats my hand aside. When his grip tightens around us, I groan, and Sam echoes it.

“Tighter,” Sam hisses, and I assume he’s talking about Drew squeezing his thighs together, but instead, Drew tightens his grip. I choke out another moan, staring up into his face. He’s hard again, his shaft pressing against mine, feeling monstrously huge. Fuuuck. I don’t know if Drew prefers to top or bottom; all I know is that I want him inside me at some point. I don’t care if I have to ride him—hell, I’d love that. He can watch me as I—

“What are you thinking?” Drew murmurs. Sam huffs behind him, his hips snapping forward so hard now that the whole bed shakes. I’m no better, thrusting up into Drew’s grip.

“I want—I want—” I growl and kiss Drew again, only pulling back when I realise my fangs are down and I’m in danger of making him bleed. Surely a drop wouldn’t hurt? “I want you inside me.”

Drew’s eyes flare wide, and Sam swears into his shoulder. He’s got to be close now, what with the way he’s shaking and clinging to Drew’s back.

“Fuck,” I hiss when Drew’s hand tightens around us again. His grip is almost painful. It’s perfect. “Not tonight, baby. Not ever, if you don’t want—”

“I do,” Drew says and seems as surprised as I am that he’s said it.

His other hand clamps onto the back of my head and he kisses me again, apparently as uncaring of my fangs as I am. I’m careful to force them away, though, and Drew twists his wrist and Sam groans long and low, and then I’m coming harder than I have in years.

Harder than I have ever, maybe.

Cum bursts from the end of my cock, coating Drew’s hand and shaft and stomach. It mixes with what Sam’s left on his thighs, and Sam kisses his shoulder, eyes shining as he pants.

Drew’s still hard. I bite his lower lip hard enough that he yelps. “Come on, baby,” I say. “Do it. Come all over me. I want it.”

Drew searches my face and Sam reaches over, shoving Drew’s hand aside to work his shaft himself.

“Be a good boy, now,” he murmurs, and Drew quakes. “Adam told you what to do. You want to do as you’re told, right?”

Fucking fuck. I think my brain’s melting. That’s definitely something we should talk about and I’m sure it shouldn’t be as hot as it is, but Drew—his mouth falls open and he squeezes his eyes shut and when he comes, it hits my hip and stomach as Sam milks every last drop from him.

Drew pushes Sam’s hand away when he’s too sensitive and Sam laughs, tugging until Drew rolls onto his back. They kiss slowly, one of Sam’s hands firmly on the side of Drew’s neck, and then Sam reaches for me, too. My fangs are back, and Sam teases them with his tongue. There’s no danger in his blood, but there is magic, and I think that might be the same thing.

I flop down beside Drew and then, because I can, I lean in and lick a stripe up his throat. Where a human might squirm and move away, he groans, tipping his head back to expose more of his skin. Sam watches, eyes glittering. Does he see what a precious gift we’ve been given?

Drew turns his head, seeking a kiss, and I oblige, humming when our lips slide together. My mind is clearer than it’s been all night, and when thoughts rise of Lazarus and what happened tonight, I push them firmly aside.

Sam sits up and frowns. “Let me get something to clean up.”

Now that he’s mentioned it, I grimace at the sticky wetness on my stomach. Drew doesn’t move an inch. He watches Sam slip out of the room, still entirely naked, and once Sam’s out of sight, he looks at me again.

“You okay?” I murmur. We need to strip the bed, still, if we’re going to sleep in it, but I could wait here all night for his reply.

Drew’s smile is small at first, but when I return it, his widens, colour flooding his cheeks. “Better than okay,” he whispers. “I-I never thought…” His words trail off, a frown crossing his face, and I grab the back of his neck, pulling him in until our foreheads press together.

“I wasn’t lying when I said I want you,” I say. “Neither was Sam. I know he said one night, but—”

“But?”

I huff a laugh and wink, and we kiss again, Drew’s hands big and sure on my hips.

Sam clears his throat behind us, and we both jump apart, surprised by his reappearance. Neither of us heard him come back in, but there’s no panic in my chest at that realisation. Sam will keep us safe. We can keep each other safe.

“C’mon,” he says, a laugh in his voice. “Up you get.”

I clamber off the bed, grabbing Drew’s hands to help him to his feet. Sam wipes me down first, the flannel warm, and when he turns to Drew, I quickly strip the bed. I glance over and his hands are wandering, but I can’t blame him for that. Drew grabs Sam’s face and kisses him, and I laugh, rummaging through drawers until I find another set of sheets.

By the time I’ve made the bed again, Drew is panting against Sam’s throat, but Sam just runs his hands through Drew’s hair, pressing a quick kiss to his nose. “That’s it, little wolf. Time for bed.”

Drew huffs. “Get in, then.”

I pause, frowning, but Drew doesn’t budge. He crosses his arms over his chest, unselfconscious now that he has a mission, and Sam trails his fingers over my shoulders, dropping the flannel on the bedside table. “You heard him,” he says.

“But I…” The bed is pressed up against the wall, which means Drew will be closest to the door. I’m sure Drew can protect us, wolf as he is, and besides, it’s not like anyone will get through Sam’s wards, but still—

“Get in, Adam,” Sam murmurs. He leans up, lips to my ear. “Give our wolf what he needs.”

Our wolf. I want that. I swallow and nod, and when my back is against the wall, I lift an arm and wait for Sam to snuggle in close. He does, throwing his thigh over my hip, and then Drew follows him, lying on his right side so he’s facing the two of us.

I’ve got enough reach that I can run my fingers down his side, and I watch his eyes slowly droop.

Just one night. I look down at Sam. His eyes are closed, but I know he’s not asleep, not yet. He’s wrapped around me, but Drew has an arm around his waist and Sam is holding on to it, holding on to him.

We’ll have more than just tonight. I’ll make sure of it.


Chapter twenty-six
Sam
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I wake up warmer than I have in months. It’s all Drew, too; Adam is cool to the touch, though not cold, and Drew is half on top of me, his face buried in the crook of my neck. I grin up at the ceiling and scratch my fingers through the hair at his nape.

He lets out a little grunt and rubs his nose against my throat. I should be full of regrets. I should climb out of bed, get showered, dressed, get out of here. I should—

Drew lifts his head and blinks at me. His dark eyes seem even larger now that he’s just woken up, absolutely as free of guile as they ever are.

“Good morning,” I murmur and do nothing to repress my smile.

Drew returns it before his full lips part on a yawn. “Morning,” he says. His voice is rough and goes straight to my cock. I shift and he realises he’s on top of me. He frowns and starts to move. “Sorry, I—”

“Stay.” I reach up and wrap a hand around the back of his neck. He melts into the touch. I’ve noticed it before, when Kieran touched him like this, when Adam did… It’s absolutely not sexual, but at the same time, it’s so submissive it makes my heart race.

I kiss him before I can question myself. Drew freezes at first, and I don’t know if he’s surprised, if I should have climbed out of bed and at least brushed my teeth, but then he makes a quiet sound into my mouth and his entire body sinks into mine. He matches me, stroke for stroke, but even though he’s bigger than me, even though he’s got me pinned to the mattress with his bulk, he’s not pushy at all.

I’ve fucked other wolves before, and none of them have been like this. It’s always been a fight for dominance, and while I usually win, I like this better. I scrape my teeth over Drew’s lower lip, and he pulls back to pant against my mouth. Adam might be a bit of a brat at times, might be the one for more give and take, and that’s something I’m sure we’ll have to negotiate. Drew will give us both whatever we want. I kiss his jaw. It means we need to give him what he wants, too.

“Sam?” he murmurs, and I kiss him again. I don’t want him to remind me what I said last night. One night. Did he know it was a lie? I pretended it wasn’t, but I think Adam saw right through me. I shove my hands into Drew’s hair and pull until he whines, his hips jerking forwards.

I growl against his mouth and when I push, he rolls onto his back, only an inch or so away from toppling off my bed. I climb on top of him, straddling his waist before I kiss him again, sweeping my tongue through his mouth to gather up the taste of him.

When I pull back, we’re both breathing hard. Drew’s hands are gentle on my hips, just there to steady me, a stark contrast to my death grip on his hair. I lean down again, but Drew jerks back.

“Wait.”

I stop and when I loosen my grip, he whimpers, so I tighten it again. His eyes flick over to Adam, who’s still sleeping beside us. I don’t know what time it is, but the sun must be high. “What about Adam?”

“What—” Oh. There really is a lot for us to talk about. “Oh, I didn’t—”

I frown and sit up, though I don’t make a move to climb off Drew. I don’t think Adam will mind—he’s the one who wanted this first, who presented this idea to the two of us—but Drew’s right. I should check.

I shake Adam’s shoulder gently, frowning when he doesn’t wake. Drew laughs quietly, covering his mouth with one hand when I shake Adam again and he still doesn’t move.

“Fuck’s sake,” I hiss. Drew is fully laughing beneath me, his body shaking deliciously between my spread thighs. I call on my magic, watching Drew shiver when he feels it. Just a little spark…

Adam grunts, rolling onto his side and batting out with one hand. He doesn’t open his eyes, but I know he’s half-awake now. “Whaisit?” he mumbles, all one word.

“Me and Drew were planning to make out for a while,” I say. “Do you mind?”

Adam prises one eye open. He’s not at all alert, and he lets out a little hum when he sees us. “Sounds hot,” he murmurs, and his eye falls shut and his breathing evens out again.

I find myself laughing into Drew’s and my next kiss, which is new, too. It’s not that I’ve never laughed during sex before—not that we’re fucking. Yet. It’s just that there’s something so comfortable about the three of us being here like this, Adam sleeping to my left, Drew’s hands on my hips, and—

Drew pulls back again, and this time he studies my face. I hold my breath. What is he looking for?

“You said one night,” he says, then bites his lip like he didn’t mean to say it.

“I know I did.”

“It’s morning.”

I groan, tipping my forehead down to rest against his shoulder. “I know it is.”

The truth is, I don’t know what to do. The messiness I’ve been imagining for the past week or so is far from my mind now. Here and now, it feels like we could surmount any obstacle together. But what if things do go wrong? What if the mages don’t stop, or the vampire comes, or one of us—

I turn my head but don’t lift it. “I don’t want to let either of you go.”

Drew’s hands slide upwards until they tighten around my back. I lean down and press our chests together. He’s half-hard, and so am I, but that’s not what I’m thinking about right now.

“Neither do I,” Drew whispers.

My next exhale shakes. I could stay like this forever, the covers still half over us, my door closed and the world far, far away.

Or I could—I sit up and kiss Drew again. He kisses me back almost desperately, fingers digging in hard enough to bruise, and I love every second of it. Drew grunts when I bite his lip, then again when I scrape my teeth down his jaw and the side of his throat. I left a mark on him last night, I’m certain, but it’s already gone, so I bite down and suck hard, suddenly frantic to leave another. Drew whines, arching his back, his hands sliding down to dig into my thighs.

“Sam,” he whines. “Please…”

“Whatever you want, sweetheart,” I say. There’s a red mark on his throat and I press my thumb to it, rewarded by a low hiss and Drew’s fingers digging in even harder.

“I want—”

“Anything.” I kiss Drew again, then all at once he moves, flipping me onto my back on the mattress. I grin up at him and he growls, taking my mouth in a kiss that is almost vicious and leaves me panting.

“I want to taste you,” he says, and I nod. Fuck, yes. Whatever our little wolf wants.

Drew kisses down my chest, tracing the lines of my tattoo with his tongue until I’m squirming and groaning beneath him. For all his earlier desperation and last night’s apparent shyness, he’s meticulous, and by the time he slides his tongue over my hip, my cock is hard and leaking.

Drew settles between my thighs, leaning in. I grab his chin when he’s a breath away from my cock, holding him in place.

He goes entirely still. There’s a question in his gaze, and I swallow hard. This could go either way, but I’m willing to bet on it.

Willing to bet what’s sure to be a spectacularly enthusiastic blow job on it, anyway.

“Say please.”

Drew’s pupils blow so wide I think he might have just come. There’s a low groan next to me, and when I dart my gaze over, it turns out Adam’s not as asleep as I thought. He props his head up on one elbow, mouth half-open as he watches us.

We’re all silent for a moment. Drew licks his lips, face flaming red, and lowers his eyes before he says, “Please?”

Holy fuck. Gods above, he couldn’t be more perfect if he tried. Adam groans again, idly palming his soft cock, and I let go of Drew’s chin.

“Go ahead.”

Drew kisses just under the head of my cock before he licks along my shaft and I groan, tipping my head back. I don’t want to take my eyes off him, but when he pulls back my foreskin to lap at the head, it’s all too much. I don’t want to come yet, either.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” Adam whispers. He teases one of my nipples, dropping his head to rest on the pillow again. He’s not hard, and I can tell he’s fighting the urge to fall asleep again when he covers a yawn with his hand.

“You could—” Drew sucks the head of my cock into his mouth, hollowing his cheeks as he bobs his head down. My toes curl and I let out an incomprehensible sound.

Adam huffs a laugh and pinches my nipple. “‘S worth waking up for this.” His lips graze my shoulder, and he settles in to watch.

I shift the pillows behind my head so I can watch, too. Drew wraps one hand around the base of my cock, but it’s not long before he’s taking all of me, sucking hard whenever he reaches the base. He’s so hot and wet around me, and every time he sucks, I cry out, back arching.

His hips are rolling, too, where he’s rubbing his cock against the sheets. I reach down and pull his hair, but when he goes to pull off my cock, I shake my head.

“Don’t come,” I say. “I mean it.”

Drew hums in reply and I bite back a moan, fixing him with a stern look. He sucks again and I let go of his hair, collapsing, panting, onto my pillow. Adam laughs again.

“Oh, you’re in charge, huh?”

“Brat,” I mutter.

“Always.” He nips my shoulder. “I’ll show you just how bratty I can be tonight.”

I turn my head and he kisses me lazily. It’s such a contrast to Drew’s laser-focused intent on my cock, but I end up groaning into his mouth when Drew tugs on my balls and swallows around my length.

I’m going to come. Fuck, I’m going to—I need to—

Drew sucks hard again and his eyes snap up to meet mine. He knows, and he’s going to—My back arches as I come, my cry echoing around the bedroom, and Drew sucks my cock until he’s swallowed every last drop.

He lifts his head, breathing hard, and I reach for him, my hands faintly shaking. Drew moves up and over me, and I groan at the combined taste of the two of us when I lick into his mouth.

“Fucking—Come on me,” I say between kisses. “Mark me, sweetheart. Come on me.”

Drew whines and ducks his head, but he’s holding himself up on one hand, the other frantically working his cock. Adam lifts up on his elbows and peppers Drew’s face with kisses, then presses close, keeping their foreheads together.

“That’s it, little wolf,” he whispers. “Cover him in it. He’s going to look so fucking pretty, covered in your cum.”

Drew whimpers and comes hard, white streaks painting my chest and stomach. Fuck. It’s a lot, but I don’t mind it—I like the satisfaction I see in Drew’s eyes when he looks at me.

In Adam’s, too. Maybe wolves and vampires share that, after all.

Drew kisses Adam, who’s still close, then leans down and brushes his lips to mine again. We’re both breathing hard, both shaking, and I push him over, between me and Adam, before I reach for the still-damp flannel on the bedside table.

After I’ve wiped myself clean, Adam is asleep again, one arm firmly around Drew’s middle and his face pressed between his shoulder blades. I lie down next to Drew, who looks like he might just fall asleep again, too.

“Was that…?” He trails off and blushes, and I shuffle closer until our legs tangle together.

“You’re perfect,” I mutter, ignoring the heat rising in my own cheeks. I kiss him gently and his eyes stay closed after, sleep pulling at him again.

I lie there for a while until I’m sure he’s out. Before I get up, I push a few strands of hair out of his eyes, then reach past him to run my fingers over Adam’s temple, too.

They’re mine. It might be a terrible idea, and it might all end in disaster, but—

I rub my chest. Mine.

Shaking my head at my own foolishness, I climb out of bed and drag on a pair of shorts and a T-shirt. It’s early, but there’s a lot to be done today. If anything, finally giving in and having the two of them makes me more aware of the threat to us. Kieran’s already one of my weaknesses. Pris, Ophelia, and Dante are, too.

I just got two more. I’ll do whatever I need to do to protect them.

When I step out into the living room, I pause. Kieran’s standing in the kitchen, and he looks up as the kettle boils, eyes raking over me. Why didn’t I feel him come through the wards? Why didn’t any of us hear him come into the flat?

“Cuppa?” His expression is carefully neutral.

“I, uh—Yes.” How long has he been here? He has to know where Drew and Adam are, but if he heard—

Kieran makes tea for both of us, sliding mine across the counter. I approach slowly, like he’s a wild animal about to bite.

He leans back against the sink and takes a sip of his own drink.

“Did everything go okay last night?” I ask.

“Yep.” He sets his cup down. “Well, as okay as I was expecting. Vasile’s run ragged, and I think about half the vampires aren’t sure where to fall on whether Adam did it or not.”

I swallow a mouthful of tea, wincing at the heat of it. “And the other half?”

Kieran shrugs. “They think he’s innocent. I’m pretty sure.” His eyes slide to my bedroom door again. “How were things here?”

To my eternal annoyance, my cheeks heat. I can’t get angry. Kieran’s my friend, and I never should have slept with his brother, especially not now and—

The corner of his mouth twitches before he takes another drink of his tea.

“Oh, you fucker,” I breathe. “You’re such a dick.”

Kieran snorts. He moves to the other side of the counter, leaning his forearms on it and looking up at me. “Seriously. Everything’s okay?”

“Yeah, I think so. I mean, there’s some stuff we have to work out, but I think…” I trail off, hands clasping my cup so tightly my knuckles go white.

“You think what?”

“I think this is what I want.”

Kieran absorbs that for a moment. He nods, though, and that’s what has me asking my next question.

“You’re not going to tell me not to hurt him?”

“Which one?”

“I—” I scowl. “I don’t know! Your little brother, maybe? Your mate’s turn?”

He scoffs and reaches over to shove my shoulder. “Don’t be a dick. You’ll all hurt each other at some point, I’m sure. That’s just how things go, right?”

“Right.”

“So what’s the point? Besides, maybe I should warn them not to hurt you.”

“Kieran…”

Kieran shrugs. “I’m not losing you,” he says, and from the stubborn jut of his chin, I know he means it. “I’m not losing them, either, but you—you’re stuck with me, Sam. We made that decision eleven years ago, remember?”

My throat feels tight, and I duck my head, staring down at my cup as I say, “I remember.”

“Good.” Kieran rounds the counter and claps me on the shoulder. “As long as that’s clear.”

He moves over to the sofa and turns on the TV, while I stay standing where I am until I’ve finished the rest of my tea. Can I really have what I want?

For once, it feels like maybe I can.


Chapter twenty-seven
Drew
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Adam murmurs something in his sleep, shuffling closer to me. I run my fingers up and down his spine, and he relaxes in my hold, the quiet sigh he lets out soothing something deep in my chest.

I’ve never had this. Never had a soft wake up with nowhere to go, never mind with someone else in bed with me.

The only thing that would be better would be—I press my face into Adam’s hair, ignoring the cool space at my back. Sam won’t have gone far.

I remember earlier this morning and flush, pulling Adam even closer to me. Every sexual encounter I’ve had before has come with the weight of expectation. I’m bigger. Stronger. Surely, I want—

Adam mumbles again and I kiss the top of his head. I think I know what Sam wants. No, I do. I know what I want him to do to me, too. I’ve never been ordered around the way he did last night or this morning, but I want that.

I’m not certain what Adam wants, aside from what he said last night. And I… I do think I want that, too. I snort and tangle my legs with Adam’s. Who am I kidding? I want whatever they want from me. I want whatever they’ll give me.

I take a deep breath, relaxing again at the mix of our scents in the room. Sam’s is stronger, of course, but maybe, just maybe…

My eyes drift down to the smooth, pale line of Adam’s throat. I didn’t mark either of them last night. I didn’t dare. But now, I can imagine it, and my mouth waters, and—

I kiss the top of his head again and carefully untangle myself from his grip. No. Nope. I’m not going there. I can’t. I stand in the middle of the room and shiver for a second. I don’t want to think about what exists outside this room while I’m inside of it. This should be a sanctuary for us. For all of us.

I can’t scent or hear anyone else in the flat, so I don’t bother to dress before I head to the bathroom. As I grab clean clothes from my bag, I spot my phone sitting in the centre of the coffee table. There’s a note from Kieran beside it. I glance at it—he and Sam have gone to fetch Ophelia and Dante, to bring them here to work—and then pick up my phone.

I should put it on charge, really. I don’t know if Sam has my number, but Kieran does, and if something happens… The charger is still plugged in at the wall in here, so I plug it in and wait for a second as it turns back on.

A flood of messages comes in—a couple from Kieran, saying everything went fine last night and reiterating where he and Sam are going. There’s one from Quinn, too, just hoping I’m doing well.

And Hale.

So many from Hale.

I stand there, scrolling through them, swallowing down the scream that threatens to rise in my throat.

You’re mine, little prince.



You can’t hide from me forever.



You think I can’t scent you on him?



A photo of Sam and Kieran accompanies the last message—one that must be from this morning. My heart sinks into my stomach. If he knows about Sam, then it won’t be long before he knows about Adam, too.

I shouldn’t have given in last night. I’ve just put them both in even more danger.

I set my phone down carefully because no matter how much I want to throw it at the wall, I know I need it. Then I take a breath and turn, then force myself, step by step, into the bathroom.

I don’t look in the mirror as I turn the shower on, and I try not to think once I’ve stepped under the spray. I have to tell Kieran what’s going on. It’s the worst possible timing, but if he or Sam get hurt—

I debate climbing back into bed with Adam, but I think I’d just bother him, so I dress after I’ve showered and make myself some food, then eat it even though I have no appetite. The back of my neck prickles the entire time I’m sitting on the sofa, but I’m certain Hale’s not out there.

Even if he is, he can’t get in the wards.

Some of the tension only leaves me when I scent Kieran and Sam on the stairs. There are unfamiliar scents with them—Ophelia and Dante, I figure—and I switch off the TV, pushing into the corner of the sofa.

Oh, maybe I should make tea.

Before I can get to my feet, the door opens, and Sam steps inside. The smile that unfurls on his face when he sees me makes me breathless.

I can’t let Hale hurt him. Not now. Not ever.

“Hey,” he murmurs, stepping aside to kick his shoes off. Two other mages follow him in—a man and a woman—and though the man eyes me curiously, the woman grins widely.

“You must be Drew!” She tugs off her boots before she bounds across the room, coming to a sudden stop a few steps away. She sticks out her hand and I can’t help my smile as I shake it. Yeah, raised by wolves, for sure. Her grip is tight. “I’m Ophelia.”

“Hi.”

“Dante,” says the male mage, raising a hand in greeting. He takes one of the chairs and Ophelia sits on the arm of it before she slides in beside him, poking him until he budges over with a roll of his eyes.

“Tea?” Kieran asks, and I jump to my feet.

“I can—”

“We need to get your stuff out of the way,” Sam says, eyes sparkling. “C’mon, we can put it in my room.”

He unplugs my phone and snatches up the duvet from the back of the sofa, and I watch him, bemused, until Kieran snorts. My face heats. There’s no way he doesn’t know.

“Go on,” he says mildly, flicking the kettle on. “You heard him.”

I grab my bag and follow Sam into his room, ignoring my brother’s snicker.

Hands tangle in my T-shirt once I’m inside and I’m pushed up so hard against the door it all but slams behind me. Sam’s mouth is hot like a brand, his tongue sweeping through his mouth like he wants to own me. I whine and press against him, wanting it harder, wanting more…

“Fuck, I missed you today,” Sam says against my mouth. “Missed you both.”

He kisses me again and I only notice Adam’s joined us when Sam jolts forwards and swears.

“Hmm, nice and warm,” Adam groans. He looks more awake than he did this morning, still naked, his arms wrapped around Sam’s waist.

“You still need sleep,” I say.

Adam pouts. “But I miss out on all the fun when I’m sleeping.”

Oh, no. Did he—

“Did you want us to wait for you?” Sam asks. He runs his fingers over Adam’s clasped hands.

Adam kisses the side of his neck, and his voice is more serious when he says, “No. ’Course not. What about you two?”

I frown. “What about us?”

“You want it to be all three of us, all the time, or are you happy for me and Sam to fuck when you’re not around?” Adam waggles his eyebrows. “Or me and you, since our mage is in such high demand.”

Sam slaps his thigh. Gently, I’m sure, but Adam nips his shoulder playfully anyway.

“Any which way is fine with me.” Sam grins. “I like the idea of you two not being able to keep your hands off each other. As long as you regale me with all the details…”

My face goes hot. Yes, that—I nod. “I want that.”

“Whatever we want, whenever we want?” Adam asks.

“Just us three,” Sam all but growls. “To be clear.”

Adam kisses the side of his neck again. “Of course, baby. Like I’d even look at anyone else.”

I swallow. I should tell them about Hale. I should find a way to help them with these problems they’re having. I should—

“Drew?” Adam asks. “Is that okay with you?”

What? I flounder. “What? The three of us?”

“Yeah,” Sam says. His thumb rubs over my lower lip. “I mean, if you don’t want that, we can find a way to make things work. It’s just—”

“I only want the two of you,” I say quickly, because he looks unsure, and I really don’t like seeing him that way. It’s true, too. Adam grins up at me. “Just the three of us, yeah.”

Sam kisses me, then twists around so he can kiss Adam. Adam grabs his behind, and I laugh when Sam swears but stop laughing when Adam turns from him to me and bites my lower lip hard.

Biting is such a wolf thing, but I guess it’s a vampire thing, too.

“You done in there?” Kieran calls, and I tear my mouth from Adam’s, breathing hard. He huffs a laugh against my throat and licks along my collarbone.

“Just about,” Sam shouts back.

“Hurry up! You’ve got work to do. Me and Drew are going on a walk.”

I go still and Adam rests his head against my shoulder. Sam’s fingers tease the waistband of my jogging bottoms, but he doesn’t dip them below.

“A walk?” I ask. Can he hear the tremor in my voice?

“Yes. So hurry up!”

Kieran’s footsteps move away, and I hear the murmur of voices as he talks to Ophelia and Dante.

“You okay, little wolf?” Adam asks.

“Yeah.” I don’t know how to broach the subject of Hale with the two of them, but I can at least talk to Kieran about him, right? Kieran knows our pack. He knows wolves. He’ll know what to do. “Yeah, it’ll be nice to go outside.”

Sam smiles and kisses me on the cheek, then brushes his lips against Adam’s. “Go back to bed. We’ll be here when the sun goes down.”

Adam kisses us both before he climbs back under the covers, though I feel his eyes on us as Sam sets us both to rights.

Not that it isn’t obvious what we’ve been doing in here. Still.

I grab a pair of socks and follow Sam back out into the living room. No one mentions our absence, though Ophelia’s eyes flick between us, her smile widening. Dante doesn’t even look up; he has a book in his lap and he’s flicking through it.

Kieran snatches up his keys as I pull my socks and shoes on. “Ready to go?”

I shrug on a jacket. “Yeah.”

“Back in a bit,” he says, and I follow him out of the flat and down onto the street.

I shiver when we pass through Sam’s wards, and Kieran does the same at my side. For a while, we walk in silence, and I’m glad for it. The afternoon air is cool, a bite to it that suggests a frost might come soon. My wolf paces in my head, desperate to run and explore, but I take a moment to breathe in, to filter through the scents that reach me.

“What happened last night?” I ask. We’re walking a large circle, I think, as Kieran leads me around another corner.

Kieran sighs. “Vasile’s in trouble. I told Sam about it today. He needs to find a new chieftain, and he’s been getting Elle ready for it… But this whole thing’s put a target on Lucien’s back, too, and Vasile doesn’t want to separate them.”

“Will Lucien be okay?”

“Yeah,” Kieran says, too quickly. “Yeah, I-I think so. I’ve only left him there for the day. I’m going back to pick him up tonight.”

“Alone?” Panic claws at my chest. Hale might get to him. Kieran wouldn’t see him coming—

“Lucien’s arranged a car already. I’ll be fine.”

He reaches out and squeezes my arm. I have to tell him. If I tell him, then he can take precautions.

Kieran opens his mouth first. “Drew, I—There’s something I need to tell you.”

“No, I have to tell you something first.”

Kieran’s expression softens. His eyes drop to my chest, just for a second, then flick up to my eyes again. “Drew, if it’s about Sam and Adam… It’s okay, you know? I mean, maybe you all should take it slowly, but I’m hardly one to talk.”

“No, it’s—It’s not that.” Though maybe we should talk about that, too. “It’s something else. Why I lef—”

The words stick in my throat on my next inhale.

Hale.

He’s here.

I spin around in a circle, and I can’t see him, but now that I’m searching for scents, I can pick out two of his betas, too. They can’t be far. There are so many quiet houses, so many alleyways and hidden little nooks…

“Drew? Drew, what is it?” Kieran’s close, and though he has one hand on me, he hasn’t turned his back to the street. His eyes search the shadows, much like mine, but I know he doesn’t know who’s there.

“We need to go.” The longer we wait here, the more vulnerable we are. “We need to go, now.”

“The mages?” Kieran doesn’t wait for an answer. He starts back towards the block of flats, moving so he’s standing between me and the street. I think Hale and the others are over there and I should position myself between Kieran and them, but I know he won’t let me.

We round the corner. I’m certain they’re closer, my wolf howling and baying to be free, but I can’t risk it. There are humans on the street. At least it means Hale shouldn’t shift either. Everyone knows better than to break that rule, especially in a city like this.

“Into the wards,” Kieran mutters. He all but drags me through them and then whirls around, trying to spot anyone out of the ordinary.

My breath catches in my throat. That’s Kurt rounding the corner, I’m sure. He’s moving away from us, but I recognise his gait.

“Was it the mages, Drew?” Kieran asks, and I nod without thinking. “Okay. C’mon, inside. I need to get Sam on this.”

Kieran races up the stairs, too fast for me to tell him to stop. I have to tell him what I actually sensed, because Sam—

Oh, Sam can’t go out there. He just can’t.

By the time I make it to the doorway of the flat, Kieran’s already telling Sam what I sensed. Sam, Ophelia, and Dante are all kneeling over a map on the floor, but Sam rises as Kieran speaks, a frown twisting his pretty face.

“You… what? Drew? Are you okay?”

“Y-Yeah. Fine.”

“Did you see them?” Kieran shakes his head and when I swallow, Sam tries again. “Drew, did you see Elliot?”

“No.”

“Okay.” He looks at Ophelia, then at Dante. Ophelia stands, making the decision for him. “Yeah, okay. Let’s go check it out.”

“You can’t!” The words burst out of me before I can stop them and I throw a hand over my mouth, horrified. This is what Sam does. It’s what he and Kieran do, for all their other jobs and responsibilities.

Ophelia moves past me to grab her boots, but Sam steps into my space, putting his hands on my shoulders. Pain pulses in my chest. If Hale sees an opportunity, he’ll take it. What can Sam’s magic do against a wolf’s claws?

“Listen to me,” he says, his voice low and urgent. “Ophelia and I will be fine. We’re going to stay inside the wards until we know it’s safe. I need you to tell me where you first sensed them.”

“Around the corner.”

“Okay. You’re going to stay here with Kieran and Dante, okay? Can you do that for me, Drew?”

My wolf growls, long and low. Aside from the training Dad made me do, I’ve never fought another wolf. For Sam, I think I’d tear Hale’s throat out.

Sam leans in close, pressing our foreheads together. “I need you to keep Adam safe,” he whispers. “Please.”

Yeah, okay. I can do that. And when Sam comes in and says he sensed wolves, not mages, I can deal with what comes next.

Even if—

No, I can do it.

Sam kisses me on the cheek and puts on his shoes before he and Ophelia leave the flat. Kieran stays by the window, watching them, and Dante only has half his attention on the map now, though he doesn’t seem inclined to watch as closely. I go over to Sam’s bedroom and peek inside. Adam is still asleep, the covers pulled up to his chin.

My worry eases, but only a little. Sam’s still out there. Anything could still happen.

I daren’t look. If I spot Hale watching me, I don’t know what I’ll do. Instead, I pace, staying near Sam’s bedroom door. If Hale gets inside, he won’t get to him.

“They’re coming back,” Kieran says, but I don’t breathe easily again until Ophelia and Sam walk back through the door. The look she gives me is wary, and Sam’s shoulders are stiff.

“There’s no one there,” he says. “I mean, they’re gone, anyway.”

“You’re sure?” Kieran asks.

Sam looks at me. Oh, God. He’s lying for me, isn’t he?

“Yeah,” Ophelia replies. She knows, too. She has to. “No sign of them.”

She breezes past Kieran to join Dante on the floor. Kieran lets out a heavy breath. “Okay, so we have to be careful. No one goes anywhere alone. Understood?”

Sam nods, but Kieran whirls around to look at Ophelia and Dante. “I mean you two as well.”

Dante frowns up at Kieran, but Ophelia’s smile is surprisingly bright—and real. I sense excitement coming off her, though I can’t work out why. “Yeah, of course. We’ll be careful,” she says easily before she nudges Dante in the side. “See? You’ll never get rid of me.”

He shoves her back gently, rolling his eyes, and she laughs in reply.

Sam’s still looking at me, and though his eyes are dark, it’s not the same as earlier. He knows I lied. He just doesn’t know why.

Not yet, anyway.


Chapter twenty-eight
Adam
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Someone’s making noise. I hear a muttered curse and then what I think is several books toppling to the floor.

I don’t want to wake up, though. I’m warm and comfortable. Naked, too, which is not how I always sleep, but—

I crack one eye open just as Sam bends over to grab something from the back of his wardrobe. His shorts pull tight over his arse, and I chuckle when I read them. Good night, sweet prince.

Sam turns at the sound, raising an eyebrow in question. His expression is subdued, though, and the door is shut.

I lift the covers. “Come here.”

He sighs. “I need to—”

“Come. Here.”

Sam rolls his eyes but finally does as he’s told, crawling into bed beside me. I pull the covers up and over our heads, cocooning us both in a dark little paradise of warmth.

“What’s going on?”

“I’m sure I had a book about fae magic, but I can’t find it. Maybe it’s at Pris’ shop, or her flat, but I was sure I brought it with me—”

There’s too much frustration in his tone for it to just be about the book, and we both know it. Sam sighs and inches closer, and I wrap my arms around his back.

“What happened, Sam?”

He rubs his face against my chest, and something deep inside me pulls, reaching out for him. For Drew, too, who I know is out in the living room, even without listening for his heartbeat. I tamp down on my excitement. Now isn’t the time for it.

“Kieran and Drew went out for a walk earlier today.”

I hum. I know Drew’s okay.

“They came back quickly. Kieran said Drew had picked up the mages’ scents. So Kieran asked me and Ophelia to go out and see if we could spot them.”

I run my hand up and down his back. Sam hitches his leg over my hip. There’s nothing sexual about it; he’s just trying to get closer, almost burrowing into me.

“Did you find them?”

“No,” Sam says, voice dropping to a whisper. “Adam, the mages weren’t there.”

“So what did—”

“Wolves.”

Oh. Oh, no. Sam shoves his face against my chest again, fingers digging into my skin, and I press my lips to his hair. “It’ll be okay,” I murmur. Drew’s the only one who’ll be able to hear us. “We’ll just ask him. I’m sure he’ll tell us if we do.”

“But he didn’t,” Sam says. His jaw clenches. “He could have told Kieran, even. Why won’t he trust us with what’s going on?”

I snort. I can’t help it, and Sam rears back like I hit him. I don’t let go of him, though, even in the face of his glare. “Sorry—I’m sorry. I just—You know Kieran better than I do. It’s not like he asks for help when he needs it. And they’re still brothers, after all.”

Sam sighs and relents, lying down again. “Yeah, I guess so.”

“So what does that tell us?”

“You tell me.”

“That whoever it is, they’re dangerous. Or at least, Drew thinks so.”

“Whoever was here today, they’re who Drew’s running away from,” Sam says. His tone now is nothing short of murderous. “And now I know how to find them.”

I grin. My vicious little mage. “Yes, you do. We’ll keep him here, keep him safe, and when this business with the mages is done, we’ll find these wolves and tear them apart.”

Sam gasps quietly, then surges forward to kiss me hard. He rolls me onto my back, biting at my lips, and I groan and grind up against him.

“Shame vampires don’t get to hunt anymore,” Sam murmurs against my mouth. “I bet you’d be magnificent.”

I laugh and roll him again so we’re back on our sides, facing each other. “Well, I could always hunt you.”

Sam’s eyes glitter. “Sounds like a plan. One day.”

“One day.”

He kisses me again, a quick brush of our lips together, before he throws back the covers. I hiss at the cold air that invades our space, and Sam laughs. “Kieran’s gone to fetch Lucien. You need to get up anyway.”

I climb out of bed and pick up my jeans from the floor. I grimace when I tug them on—I need to shower, and I need some other clothes. Sam smiles and pulls me in by my belt loops.

“We’ll talk to him later tonight?” he murmurs.

“Yes,” I say and duck my head for a kiss. “We know exactly how to get him on our side now.”

Sam rolls his eyes, but he smiles, and I kiss him again. “Go get ready. I got Kieran to leave you some stuff in the bathroom.”

I don’t bother putting on a T-shirt before I walk out into the living room. All three mages look up when I do. Dante’s once-over isn’t dismissive, really, just disinterested. Ophelia grins at me, giving me a little wave.

Drew looks… like he’s hurting. His gaze skitters away a second after it meets mine, and I frown when I get to the bathroom door, one hand on the doorknob.

He looks at me again, and I grin and shoot him a wink.

He blushes to the roots of his hair. Despite the fact that he shouldn’t have lied to us, and that we definitely do need to talk about all this, my grin widens, and I duck into the bathroom.

I turn on the shower and kick off my jeans again. Warmth settles in my chest when I hear Sam leave his bedroom and the low murmur of voices. Kieran and Lucien aren’t here yet, but my connection to Lucien is still there, and I’m certain he’s safe, too. Wherever Elle is, she’s fine.

This is what I want. This is what, I think, I’ve always wanted. Love. Family.

I jump under the spray and wash away everything but the smile on my face.
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Long after I’ve got out of the shower and ensconced myself on the sofa, Lucien and Kieran arrive. I’ve coaxed Drew into sitting next to me, now that dinner is mostly made, but he jumps up when Kieran walks in the door, guilt written all over his face.

I hope that’s only down to him not telling us the truth about the wolves. I haven’t had a chance to talk to him since last night, aside from the short, half-awake conversation we had about whether we could all fool around in different… combinations. I swallow my smirk and shove my hands into the pocket of Kieran’s hoodie. His joggers are a little short on me, but his hoodie swamps my shoulders, though Drew frowned when I walked out wearing it.

Does he want me wearing his clothes?

Ooh, I want that.

No—better. I want to see Sam buried in Drew’s clothes, unwrap him like a Christmas present—

“I trust everything went well last night?” Lucien asks quietly, taking a seat in the chair next to me, and I jerk my head up.

He smiles faintly at my flush.

“I—uh. Yes?” Does he know? I look over at Kieran, who’s standing in the kitchen, talking to Sam. He meets my gaze and shrugs.

Yeah, he knows.

“I need to take you back to the clan house tonight,” Lucien says.

I’m not surprised. Lucien going in my stead is one thing, but Vasile is always meticulous, and it’s inevitable he’d want to hear from me. I’ve been trying not to think of everything that happened, though.

“Will I come back here tonight?” I ask. My voice is small.

“I do not know.”

Done with whatever he had to say to Sam, Kieran’s now prowling around the flat, and he pauses by the window, looking out into the night. Lucien half-watches him, his expression terribly indulgent.

I look up and catch Sam’s eye. He turns away to hide a smile, but I see it all the same. Drew isn’t looking at either of us, checking something in the oven, but I like that we’re all here. All safe.

“I—Okay.” What else can I say? I can’t refuse our crai, though I know if I insisted, Lucien would do his best to let me.

No, I owe my clan. I owe Lucien more than anyone I’ve ever met.

“I brought you something to change into,” Lucien says, and there’s a glint of amusement in his eye when he passes me a bag.

“Thank fuck,” I mutter. Lucien laughs, and I ignore Kieran’s mock glare as I grab the bag and rush into the bathroom.

I change quickly, tugging on a pair of tight jeans and a pale grey shirt. A little more formal than usual, but I understand the need to look my best. I don’t know what the rest of the clan thinks of what’s happened. Worry twists in my stomach. Oh, fuck. I haven’t even thought about that.

There’s no time to worry about it. My hair is almost dry, and I run my fingers through it, trying to tame my curls into some semblance of neatness. I leave Kieran’s hoodie and joggers in the wash basket and detour into Sam’s room to grab my other clothes before I join Lucien and Kieran again.

“You have everything?” Lucien asks.

Maybe I should leave my clothes. It’d be a reason to come back.

Drew leans back against the sink, watching us. Sam’s sitting in one of the chairs, his gaze just as intent.

“Yeah,” I say.

“Wait!” Ophelia calls out as we turn to the door. Dante is tying up a small cloth bag and she all but snatches it out of his hand, then picks another two up from the floor. She tosses them to Kieran, Lucien, and me in turn.

Kieran turns his over in his hands, expression entirely bemused. “What is it?”

“A spell bag,” she says, “For protection.”

I lift mine to my nose and breathe it in. Basil. Smells tasty.

“It’s not like Sam’s wards, but it should absorb at least one spell’s hit. Even from someone as powerful as Elliot.” Ophelia frowns. “I mean, we haven’t tested them, but it should give you time to get away.”

Lucien ducks his head before he tucks the bag into his inside jacket pocket. It ruins the line of the suit he’s wearing, but he doesn’t seem to care. “Thank you, Ophelia.”

She flushes a pretty shade of pink and gets to her feet. “The, uh—The bond between you and Kieran, that should help, too. You can tug on it to get his attention if something happens.”

From the look he and Kieran exchange, they already know that, but I think Lucien appreciates the reminder all the same. Ophelia’s eyes slide to me. “Your bond should help, as well.”

I bite the inside of my cheek to keep my smile to myself. “The one between me and Lucien?”

She doesn’t skip a beat, but I know she’s suppressing a smile as wide as mine wants to be. “Yeah. Of course. Just, you know, keep the bag with you all the time.”

We say our goodbyes and I turn the bag over in my hands as we head back to the clan house. When we pull up, I shove it into my pocket, but before I can open the door, Lucien grabs my wrist. Kieran’s already climbing out on the other side.

“Whatever happens in there, you will always be my turn,” Lucien murmurs. “Kieran and I will always protect you.”

I blink up at him. “You don’t think I did it, do you?”

“I know you did not,” Lucien says. “I just fear what our crai may be driven to do.”

I can’t help my shiver. What does that mean? He won’t—

Lucien squeezes my wrist. “Are you ready?”

Uh, no. Definitely not. Still, I nod and climb out of the car. Kieran is standing by the kerb, staring up at the clan house. There are two humans and two vampires waiting by the doors; more guards than we’ve had for a while.

I suppose that makes sense, what with everything that’s happened.

“All good?” Kieran asks. His eyes slide over to me. I wasn’t as taken with him as Lucien was the first time I saw him—obviously—but I like the steadiness in his gaze now. Yeah, they’ll keep me safe.

I just hope it doesn’t come to that.

We walk up the path and the guards step aside to let us pass. Lucien walks ahead, though he has an eye on me the entire time, and Kieran brings up the rear, ready for anything.

Only, we walk inside, and I know things have changed.

Vampires and humans alike watch us pass, falling silent as soon as they know we’re there. Some of them look askance at Kieran or bow their heads in respect to Lucien, but when their gazes fall on me, they’re at best wary and at worst—

Disgusted.

I swallow and try to keep my chin high. I can’t show weakness. I didn’t do anything wrong.

Elle’s waiting for us at the top of the corridor that leads to Vasile’s office. She rushes past Lucien to hug me, and I wrap an arm around her back, breathing her in.

“Ignore them all,” she mutters. “They know you didn’t do it.”

I don’t know that that’s true. She shrugs when I raise an eyebrow and looks between Lucien and Kieran. “Are we ready?”

“As we will ever be,” Lucien replies.

She indicates he should go first, then drops into step behind him, just ahead of me. When we reach the doors, Vasile’s guards tense, but neither of them moves to intercept our path. Lucien hesitates for a second before he knocks, and I glance back at Kieran. I’ve never seen them so much as move except for when they’re following Vasile around.

Something has them spooked, too.

“Come in.” Lucien pushes the door open, and I’m not surprised to see Njáll is already waiting with our crai. He’s standing with his back to the window, leaning on the sill. The two chairs that face Vasile’s desk are empty, but there are another two, too, which don’t match the rest of the furniture in here.

Vasile knew Kieran would come, then. Like there was any doubt.

He waves a hand for us to take a seat and Lucien has me sit up front, next to him. Kieran and Elle are behind us, with Kieran behind me, closest to the door.

Vasile fixes me with a stern look. “How are you? I am sorry I did not manage to speak with you last night. I should have been the one to deal with the Council.”

It’s hardly his fault. Moreau didn’t even call him as far as I can tell. “I’m fine,” I say. “About Chieftain Lazarus—”

“I am aware you did not kill him,” Vasile interrupts, and I blink in surprise. Njáll’s stance hasn’t changed; his arms are crossed over his chest, but otherwise, he looks relaxed, legs stretched out before him.

“No, I-I didn’t.”

Vasile’s smile is thin. “I believe most of the Council are aware of that, too. Hunter Helene does not command as much support as she thinks she does. What happened last night? Why did you leave the clan house?”

I explain everything that happened after I woke up last night—from Gareth cornering me, to the driver pulling away, to coming across the pile of ashes and being restrained by two hunters. Lucien answers his own questions when it comes to facing the Council, and I’m glad of for it. They didn’t ask me much before he arrived, and by then I was in such a daze—shock and the after-effects of Hunter Helene’s magic—that I couldn’t say much, anyway.

When it’s all done, Vasile sighs again. He leans back in his chair, staring off into the distance. “We have a serious problem.”

Kieran makes a sound behind me, and I very carefully don’t look back. I’m pretty sure we’re both thinking the same thing: Yeah, no shit.

“Regardless of anything else, we still have a district without a chieftain.” Vasile shakes his head. “I have asked Njáll to take on the responsibility for now.”

Elle leans forward in her seat. “Crai? I could—”

“No. I need you to remain where you are.” He doesn’t say it, but we all know the truth—Lucien’s position is in question, again.

“What about Chieftain Briar?” Lucien asks. “She was the only other vampire with us at the Council.”

Vasile and Njáll exchange a look. “We are investigating,” Vasile replies. “I want to make one thing clear. I trust all of you in this room with me right now. Do not misplace that trust.”

“Well, that’s the problem, isn’t it?” Kieran says. Njáll straightens, and Vasile frowns.

“What do you mean?”

“They’re going after people you trust. How long before they target Elle or…?” He waves his hand in Njáll’s direction.

Njáll bares his fangs. “This started with you.”

“No,” Lucien says. “It began with me.”

Kieran reaches over and touches him on the arm. “No, he’s right,” he says quietly. He looks at Vasile. “We told you already. There’s some other vampire behind this. Someone older.”

“And you believe they are behind Lazarus’ murder, as well?”

“Makes sense, doesn’t it? You’ve not even entertained the idea that Adam did it.”

“Because he did not.”

“Yeah, I know,” Kieran says. “But not everyone does. They’re chipping away at your reputation by attacking everyone you care about.”

Vasile is quiet for a moment. “Not everyone,” he says finally and rubs a hand over his face.

“Not yet,” Kieran replies.

They hold each other’s gazes for a long moment. I drop my own eyes; if I hadn’t left the clan house, or if I’d found Elle first, or even Vasile…

Lazarus would still be dead. He was dead before I even got there.

“I need you to remain at the clan house tonight,” Vasile says to me. I don’t know what understanding he and Kieran have come to, but neither of them seems that satisfied by it.

“I—Really?”

“Yes.” There’s no give in Vasile’s expression, and I feel the sudden intensity of his power. Vasile’s an old, powerful vampire, so whoever’s considering taking him on? Either they’re older and stronger, or incredibly foolish. “Usually, we would hold a trial of our own. I will call in the chieftains tomorrow night and we will vote on it, but I believe it will not come to that. What is more important is that our clan is assured they are safe. Lucien, Elle. I expect to see you there.”

“Of course, crai.” Lucien bows his head, and as Elle follows suit, so do I. Kieran’s the only one who doesn’t, though he stands there silently, secure at Lucien’s and my backs.

We file out of Vasile’s office and down the corridor. Lucien turns to Kieran. “You know the way to my rooms?”

Kieran frowns. “Uh—”

“I’ll take him,” Elle says, a tinge of amusement in her voice. She squeezes my arm before she leaves, Kieran eyeing both of us for a moment before he trails after her.

“Come on,” Lucien says. I know the way to my room, of course, a room I should have given up by now. Not that we get new fledglings all that often, but still.

I open the door and sit on the bed. Lucien takes the one small chair and studies me for a moment.

“I know you do not wish to be here tonight. But we need to listen to our crai.”

There’s no pain in my chest, but I feel the faintest tug. My hand drops to touch it and Lucien’s eyes follow the movement, his expression softening.

“I—It’s both of them,” I blurt out. “And they’re—Sam’s trying to protect us all, but he’s so tired, and Drew is scared of something, but I don’t know what it—”

Lucien’s smile is gentle. “I know,” he says quietly. “And believe me, I know how much you need to be near them right now. It is only one night. I will do my best to reunite you all tomorrow.”

I swallow around the sudden lump in my throat. “Thank you.”

“Of course. Do they know?”

About the bond? I don’t have to ask. Lucien’s eyes are on my chest again and I wonder, suddenly, what it was like when he first realised. At least Drew knows what a mate bond is and that he can develop one. At least Sam knows magic.

“I’m not sure,” I say honestly. “Maybe? I don’t think they’re looking for it. I don’t know how—I think Drew wants… that. I don’t know about Sam.”

“You will have the time to find out, Adam. I promise you that.”


Chapter twenty-nine
Sam
[image: image-placeholder]


“So you’re not coming back tonight?”

Kieran’s sigh is a little tinny over the phone, and I hear Lucien say something in the background. “No. I mean, I can, but Lucien and Adam have to stay here. Vasile asked them to.”

“Asked?”

“You know what I mean.”

I lean back against the kitchen counter. It’s past eleven, and Ophelia and Dante are still here. Dante’s poring over book after book—not that I ever found the one on fae magic I was looking for—and Ophelia is torn between adjusting some more charms she’s making and looking stuff up on her phone.

No, actually, I think she’s texting her dad. He doesn’t know much more about mages than she does, and nothing about teleportation magic as far as I know, but he’s good with protective spells.

I guess you have to be if you’re mated to a wolf.

“Okay, so tomorrow?” I pinch the bridge of my nose. Drew’s sitting in the corner of the sofa, acting like he’s not paying attention to all of us. I think it’s so we don’t pay attention to him. I’d believe him, too, only he hasn’t turned a page of the book he’s been ‘reading’ for fifteen minutes. “We need to do something about that mage.”

“I’ll try to get in touch with Moreau,” Kieran says. “He might be able to tell us something. And we can always nip over during the day. I think Elliot’s routine is a lot more nocturnal than ours.”

Maybe—but only a little. Besides, now we have wolves to worry about; not that Kieran knows that.

“Yeah, okay. Sounds like a plan. Be safe.”

“You too.” Kieran hangs up and I put my phone on the counter behind me. Dante seems to be onto something—there are at least five books open on different pages—but I can tell he’s flagging.

I cross the room and drop onto the floor next to him. “Anything good?”

Dante shakes his head. “Some hints, but nothing… Concrete.” He sighs and shuts the book he’s been skimming. “I don’t know how fae blood would change her magic like that. It’s blood, sure, but she’s not a vampire.”

I hum my agreement. That’s what I’ve been thinking, but there’s nothing to it—that’s what she believes, at least, so it’s the only clue we have.

“And Elliot?”

Ophelia shakes her head. “Best thing I can think of is planting something on him we can trace. Not great, but—”

Yeah, it’s not great. That means getting close enough to put something in his pocket and then hoping he doesn’t notice it. “Can we shield it?”

“Shouldn’t be too difficult,” Ophelia replies. “I mean, a spell bag would do it as long as one of us makes it. It’s physically getting it on him that would be the problem.”

Not to mention, I don’t plan on letting him get away the next time I see him. I believe Drew that Elliot didn’t want to hurt him, but that doesn’t mean I’m going to let him off for getting so close. I watch Drew out of the corner of my eye. He still scared my wolf.

“Okay,” I say. “Let’s call it a night.”

Dante scowls at me, another book in his hands. The bags under his eyes stand out starkly against his skin. “Just one more, I think—”

“Nope!” I snatch the book away and set it aside. “Ophelia, book a taxi. You both need some rest.”

Dante’s scowl never abates, even when Ophelia chuckles. “At least let me take that one with me.”

“No,” I say. “I know you’ll just stay up and read it and then you’ll end up down some online rabbit hole and you’ll be no use to anyone tomorrow.”

Ophelia nods, not looking up from her phone. Dante sighs. “Fine,” he mutters. “But we’re picking up where we left off.”

“Tomorrow evening,” I reply. “Kieran’s going to see if Moreau got anything out of our captured mage tomorrow.”

When Ophelia stands, so do Dante and I. “You think he will have?” she asks.

I shake my head. “Probably not. We’ll see what we can do, though.”

We say our goodbyes and I watch from the window as they wait for the taxi, both standing firmly inside the wards. I let out a quiet breath when they get inside and the car drives off—the wards I’ve left on their place are good enough that I’m sure they’ll be safe at the other end, too.

When I turn back to the room, Drew’s still staring intently at his book. I sigh and start cleaning up the mess me, Ophelia, and Dante have made, careful to ensure Dante’s books are all still open on the correct pages. Drew shifts on the sofa.

“Do you need help?” His voice is so soft. I look up and he’s not looking at me, though he’s set his book aside.

“No,” I reply. It’s almost done, anyway. I fold up the map and pile everything next to the sofa. Drew’s still watching me furtively, and I shake my head before I cross to him and climb into his lap.

He lets out an adorable squeak when I straddle his thighs, his hands pausing mid-air like he doesn’t know where to touch me.

Like he doesn’t know if he should touch me.

“Drew,” I murmur. I rest against him, tucking my head in against his throat. “Just… hold me, would you?”

His whole body trembles before his arms come up around me, holding me tight. I wrap my own arms around his middle and close my eyes, waiting for our breathing to sync. I should ask him about the wolves. I should tell him we can solve it, whatever it is, and that he doesn’t need to worry.

I want Adam here for that, though. Our vampire can smooth out my sharp edges and help Drew feel better.

“Are you okay?” I whisper.

Drew’s arms tighten for a second and then one big hand smooths up and down my spine. I hum contentedly and wriggle against him like I might somehow be able to get even closer. “Yeah,” he says. “Right now, I am. Are you?”

“Yeah. Right now, yeah.”

I don’t know how long we stay on the sofa, but when my mind begins to drift, I know it’s time to go to bed. I kiss Drew’s throat, the patch of skin just beneath my lips, and sit up.

Drew’s hands fall to my hips. He looks knackered, too, and even if I wanted to take things further, I wouldn’t.

“C’mon,” I say. “Let’s go to bed.”

Drew frowns. “The sofa’s free.”

“I want you in my bed, Drew,” I say. He opens his mouth again, and I shake my head. “No objections.”

His cheeks redden a little, but he nods, and when I stand, holding out a hand to help him up, he takes it. We go, hand in hand, silently into my room, and when I strip down to my briefs, Drew averts his eyes, dragging a T-shirt out of his bag. It’s how he’s been sleeping the entire time—boxers and a T-shirt—so I don’t press him on it, and I’m not at all surprised when he ushers me into bed first.

We face each other and I rest a hand on his hip, stroking over a sliver of revealed skin. “Can I—”

“Yes.”

I kiss him slowly, softly, begging him to understand that no matter what, Adam and I will always be here for him. Drew whines and pulls me closer, his hot mouth opening under mine with a shuddering gasp. I keep the kiss gentle. It doesn’t need to go anywhere.

Still, I suck on his lower lip when I pull back and when Drew opens his eyes, they’re pitch black. He nudges his nose against mine, kissing my cheek.

“Sam…” He sighs, his big body curling around mine. “Do you think Adam will be with us tomorrow?”

I nip his chin. “I hope so,” I say. “You miss him, huh?”

“I—You both—”

“I miss him, too.”

Drew tucks his face against me. He’s not settled, though, and neither am I. I sigh and push him onto his back, leaning over him until I can reach my phone on the bedside table.

“Everything okay?”

“Hm.” I lie back down next to Drew and unlock my phone, then dial Adam’s number. I put the phone on speaker before I rest it on the pillow between us.

“Hey,” Adam says when he picks up. “You all right?”

I take Drew’s hand and rub my thumb over his knuckles. “Yeah. We wanted to talk to you before we went to sleep.”

“Oh, yeah? You too, little wolf?”

Drew flushes. “Yes.” His hand tightens around mine. “Did everything go okay?”

“Yeah, I’m fine. Vasile’s worried, and I can’t blame him. I think half the vampires might think I did it, but they’re not going to do anything, so…”

“They’d better not,” I growl.

Adam chuckles. “Yeah, yeah. I know. Don’t worry. I’m going to do everything I can to see you both tomorrow.”

Drew smiles, his head resting on the pillow now. Each blink is slower, and warmth spreads through my chest at the sight of him.

“We want you here,” I say. “They can’t keep you locked away forever.”

Adam laughs again. “Oh, baby,” he says, and I swallow hard. I’m not joking. I understand Vasile’s desire to keep his clan close after what’s happened, but I’m only willing to indulge that so far. “I know. I’ll be back soon, promise.”

Drew’s half-asleep when he says, “Don’t make promises you can’t keep.”

There’s a sharp sound; an inhale that’s almost a gasp on Adam’s end. My grip on Drew’s hand tightens. His eyes don’t open again, breathing evening out, and I let out my own sigh.

“Did you ask him?” Adam all but whispers, and I pick up the phone, taking it off speaker before I wedge it against my ear.

“No. I want you with me. With us.”

“That’s why?”

“Don’t be a dick now,” I say with a quiet snort. “You know I want you here. You know I want you. I just—It’s going to be hard for him, and it’ll be harder if you’re not present.”

Adam hums. “All right. Lucien’s said he’ll do what he can to get me out of the clan house tomorrow, but I’ll make sure of it. Don’t care if I have to climb out a window and run away. And then we’ll ask him, yeah?”

“Yeah.”

“Good.” I hear the smile in his voice. “Go to sleep now. Got to keep your strength up if you’re going to boss all of us around all day.”

“You like it when I boss you around.” I stifle a yawn, but I think Adam hears it.

“I fucking love it, baby, and don’t you forget it. Go to sleep now. I’ll see you tomorrow night.”

“Promise?”

“I promise.”

I end the call and leave my phone on the pillow behind me as I shuffle closer to Drew, burying my face in his chest. His arms tighten around me, and I close my eyes.

I might just have found something I didn’t know I was looking for.

If anyone wants Drew or Adam, they’ll have to climb over my cold, dead body to get them.
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Something’s making noise. It’s buzzing, too, and even when I make a disgruntled sound, it doesn’t stop. A noise rumbles up from Drew’s chest and I force my eyes open, moving a hand around until I snatch up my phone and answer the call.

“Hm? What is it?”

“You’re still asleep?” Kieran asks. He sounds disbelieving, which is fucking rich, except—

Oh. It’s half eleven already. I sigh. “Yeah. Sorry, what’s up?”

“Get up and dressed. We’ve got a meeting with Moreau in an hour.”

“I—What?” I sit up, careful not to jostle Drew too much. “We do?”

“Yeah. I’ll see you there.”

He hangs up, the fucker, and I rest my forehead against Drew’s bicep for a moment before I make myself move. The Council building is about forty-five minutes away, which gives me fifteen to dress and—

Shit. I snatch up the nicest outfit I can find before I stumble out and into the bathroom. No time to wash my hair, but one quick shower and some carefully applied eyeliner later, I’m looking as presentable as I can hope for.

I scrawl out a note for Drew and grab his phone before I race back into the bedroom. He’s rolled onto his back, and with one arm spread out, he takes up most of the bed. I drop the note and his phone on the bedside table, then lean down and press my lips to his forehead.

“See you later,” I murmur and race out of the flat.

I make it to the Council building with two minutes to spare. Kieran’s already there, leaning against a lamppost, his hands buried in his pockets. He pushes off from it when he sees me, and the V-neck of his T-shirt does nothing to hide a red mark on his throat.

“He tried really hard on that one, huh?” I say, raising an eyebrow, but Kieran only snorts in response.

“Yeah, yeah. We’ll have Adam back at the flat tonight, don’t worry.”

I roll my eyes when my face heats. Kieran saying it settles something inside me, though. It’s not that I don’t trust Lucien. It’s just—I know Kieran better. When he sets his mind on something, it happens.

“So what’s going to happen in here?”

“Moreau wants you to talk to the mage,” Kieran says. “Only if you want, but I figured you would.”

I nod. The interrogation I subjected her to at the warehouse while I was binding her magic really wasn’t enough. “Yeah. Let’s go, then.”

“Ah, wait.”

“What is it?”

“I don’t think the other Council members know we’re coming. If we run into them, we need to be as civil as we can, okay?”

I narrow my eyes at him. “Did you tell Lucien you were coming here today?”

“Did I—” Kieran throws his hands up in the air and walks towards the building. “Yes, I told him.”

“He told you to behave, didn’t he?”

Kieran knocks on the door and scowls at me. I swallow a laugh.

The door opens and a hunter I don’t recognise peers out at us. “Yes?”

“We have an appointment with Hunter Moreau,” Kieran says. The hunter has half a foot on him but seems a little off-put by the fact that Kieran doesn’t seem intimidated in the slightest.

His eyes slide to me, and his frown deepens. “One moment, please.”

He shuts the door again and Kieran shakes his head. “There wards on this place?”

“Yeah.” They’re not that strong, though, which is surprising.

The doors open again, and this time Moreau is standing before us. “Come on in.”

We follow him through the Council building, heading in the direction of the cells where Nora was held. The few hunters we do pass make sure to get out of our way, showing deference in the face of Moreau’s authority.

“Has she said anything else?” I ask quietly when we stop outside a door. She’s behind it; I can feel the signature of my own magic, still holding hers.

“Nothing,” Moreau says. His jaw is clenched, and his blue eyes narrow when he looks at the door. “She won’t even give us a name.”

“And you…” Kieran trails off, expression pinched. I frown. He watched me do what I did to her.

“We didn’t try much,” Moreau says with a shrug. “The Council members have been divided on how far we should go.”

“So what do you want me to do?”

“Talk to her,” Moreau replies. “You got a little out of her before, didn’t you? You can do it again.”

I slip past him and over to the door. There’s no window to see in, but I reach out for her magic, and mine, and it responds. She’s alive in there, anyway.

“How far do you want me to go?”

“Whatever it takes.” Moreau’s voice is low, and when I look at him, he looks… concerned. “I fear she knows far more than even she is aware of.”

“All right.” I reach for the door handle. It’s locked with magic—one of Hunter Helene’s spells, by the feel of it—and I tear the spell apart with a flicker of thought before I open the door.

“Be careful,” Kieran urges. He’s leaning back against the opposite wall and doesn’t look like he’s in a hurry to move.

I give him a tight smile and slip into the room.

When I was in Nora’s room, I didn’t take in much beyond the magic I could feel. Now, I peer around. The mage is sitting on a low bed, her knees pulled up to her chest. There’s a sink in the corner, and no door on another room that I can see from this angle, which contains a shower and toilet. I pull out the chair that’s tucked under a desk and sit on it, crossing one leg over the other.

She’s got her head on her knees, dark hair hiding her face. I tap my fingers on my knee. “Do you know why I’m here?”

She jerks her head up, eyes wide. They’re red-rimmed, so the blue of her irises is almost startling in its intensity. “Y-You?”

“They said you wouldn’t talk to them,” I say, waving a hand in the general direction of the door. “So they asked me to come and try.”

“Are you going to hurt me again?”

“No.” I’m not. Not while she’s trapped in this room, and not while her magic is bound. Although… I frown, expanding my sight. I’ll need to fix that. Whatever’s been done to her magic has made it able to eat away at the binding I wove. She won’t be able to use it anytime soon, but eventually… “I’m here to ask you some questions.”

“Like what?”

“Like, where’s Elliot?”

“I don’t know!” She lowers her head and lets out a muffled sob. I clench my jaw. The other mage would have killed Adam, and she’d been right on his heels. If I’d let her get through that door—

“Where might he be, then? You must have some idea.”

“He hates us,” she spits, and though there are tears running down her cheeks, her eyes are sharp when she looks at me again. “He thinks we’re freaks. No, he said abominations. He said he only came to get his sister, and then you killed her anyway.”

I don’t bother denying it. It doesn’t matter if she thinks it’s true—if anything, it might make her tell me more.

“Fine,” I say. “Was it just the three of you? You, Elliot, and—” The mage I killed.

She shakes her head. “Of course not. She’s got three others with her, in case we failed.”

“Three other mages? Like you or like Elliot?”

“Like me.” She swallows another sob. “I can’t—I need help.”

I frown. “What do you mean?”

“My magic, it—” She tightens her grip on her legs. “It hurts, please.”

“I can’t help you with that.” I can’t. I’m not a healer, and besides, I can’t even tell what’s wrong with it.

“They gave us fae blood,” she says, each word passing her lips like it’s forced out of her. “Not Elliot. The rest of us. Called us witches and said we had to have it so we wouldn’t be weak anymore.”

Witches. I shake my head. “Who called you that?”

“The vampires.”

The old vampire isn’t just old—if it’s him she’s talking about. He’s spent time with mages, too, to know the difference.

“The vampires?”

“He sent Adelaide with us,” she says. She’s not looking at me as she speaks, as though that’ll make it easier. “I don’t know his name. But I know they fought about her bringing Elliot. She wanted him to make her stronger.”

My stomach twists. “By drinking his blood?”

“Y-Yeah.”

“Why are you all here, anyway? What’s the point?”

She frowns and finally looks at me. “I told you. The vampires.”

“What?”

“He wants to ruin Vasile. He wants us to hurt the vampires close to him, and then he’s going to—”

Her mouth snaps shut, and she goes suddenly pale. Is she going to be sick?

“I-I can’t—”

“Yeah, okay.” There’s a spell on her, then, or a curse. Not one I can see, and I wonder if it was threaded into the fae blood she took. “How much blood did you drink?”

“Didn’t drink it,” she says. Her fingers are so tight on her legs, her knuckles have gone white. “They injected us with it. Got Elliot t-to do something to it first, and then—” She lets out a panting breath. “I don’t think I—”

“Okay, okay. Is there anything else you can tell me?”

She shakes her head. “Will you help me?”

“I’ll—” I tap my knee again. I want to rub my face, but I’m not going to smudge my makeup. “I’ll see what I can do.”

“Please! I can’t—I won’t—”

I sigh. “What’s your name?”

She stares at me, and just when I think she’s not going to speak at all, she says, “Faye.”

“I’ll ask, Faye. I’ll do what I can.”

Her eyes are wet, and when I reach out with my magic, I feel hers flare again, beating at its bindings.

I shake my head and get to my feet, leaving the room without looking back. When I step outside, Moreau locks it, and I let out a heavy sigh.

“Her name is Faye. Whatever they’ve done to her magic is going to kill her,” I say.

Moreau shrugs. “And?”

“And with what she’s given me, you need to help her.”

“I can’t—”

“Try.” I cross my arms over my chest and catch Kieran’s half-smile. It’s gone when Moreau looks at him, expression exasperated. “You’re going to have to do something, anyway. They gave her fae blood. I don’t know exactly what it’s done to her magic, but I’m going to have to keep re-binding it if you want to keep her immobilised.”

Moreau pinches the bridge of his nose. “Explain.”

I tell him what I can about the vampires, about what she said about the fae blood she was injected with. Moreau’s expression darkens, but I’m not sure if he’s angry at her or what’s been done to her.

“So, Adelaide,” Kieran says. He shakes his head.

“That’s less worrying than this other vampire,” Moreau replies. He shakes his head. “I wonder…”

“What?” I ask.

He shakes his head. “I’m not certain. Not yet.”

“But you’ll tell us when you are?” Kieran asks. We both know the answer is no, and Moreau’s shrug is enough of a reply.

“Right,” I say. “Anything else you need from us today?”

“Thank you, of course,” Moreau says, and I think he almost means it. “Let me know if you run into any further issues with the mages—or Adelaide.”

We say our goodbyes and Moreau walks us to the door. Once we’re out on the street, Kieran turns to me with a sigh. “This is all fucked, huh?”

“You need to tell Drew what’s going on.”

He looks at me for a moment. “I know. But I-I need you to tell me something first.”

“What is it?”

“What did you sense outside last night?”

“Kieran…”

He frowns. “It wasn’t mages, was it?”

I really, really don’t want to betray Drew’s trust. But if the wolves are a threat to him, they’re a threat to all of us. “No.”

“It was wolves.”

“Yes.”

Kieran nods. He doesn’t look surprised. His jaw flexes, though, his brow furrowed. “How many?”

“What?”

“How many did you sense?”

“Three.” Two were less powerful than the other, but I don’t tell him that. What can we do, anyway? They’ve not come near the wards, and they were long gone by the time I got out there.

“Three,” Kieran repeats. He nods to himself. “Okay. Yeah, that’s okay.”

“Wait, what? What do you know?”

“I saw someone when I was up there. Another alpha.” He shakes his head. “I knew Dad wouldn’t come all the way down here. Whatever Drew’s caught up in—”

“They won’t get to him,” I say, and Kieran smiles faintly.

“Oh, no. There’s not a chance of that.”


Chapter thirty
Drew
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Meeting Kieran at the Council. Be back later.

I read the note a couple of times before I climb out of bed and grab some clothes. The flat is empty as I shuffle through into the bathroom, and I turn the water on in the shower with my eyes still half-closed. It’s past midday, but we’ve been awake such weird hours that I’m not surprised I’ve only just woken up.

Standing under the spray, I make up my mind. I’ll talk to Sam and Adam when Adam comes by tonight. Kieran, too—he’s the one who brought me here, after all. I owe it to him to warn him about any danger.

For the first time, I really think we can solve this. I climb out of the shower and wrap a towel around my waist, rubbing at my chest. It feels a little sore, which is strange, because—

Steam has fogged up the mirror, but I don’t need to see my reflection to know how pale I’ve gone.

That’s not—It’s not possible, is it?

I’ve only been here a little more than a week.

I grip the edges of the sink, careful not to break anything. My breath comes in shallow pants. No, I know better. Mating bonds can snap into place at the first glance. That’s what Dad said, anyway, the few times he felt nostalgic enough to talk about it.

I knew your mother was mine the first time I saw her.

The question is not whether or not I’ve formed a mating bond.

The question is who I’ve formed it with.

I bite the inside of my cheek so hard I taste blood, fighting back tears that burn the backs of my eyes. Mating bonds aren’t especially common, and I’ve never heard of them forming between three people, which means—

Oh, God. Oh, I can’t do this.

I scrub my hair with the towel and snatch up my clothes, almost ripping them in my haste to pull them on. Coming here was a mistake. Running away was a mistake. I should’ve stayed with the pack and given in and just done whatever I was told to do.

At least then I’d be the only one hurt.

I throw my towel in the vague direction of the wash basket and stumble back through into Sam’s room. There’s never been a better opportunity for me to leave. No one else is here, and I know Sam and Kieran are busy. Even if Sam feels me go through the wards, he won’t get back in time to stop me.

And the bond… It’ll fade, given time. At least Sam and Adam will have each other, and I’ll never have to know which one—

My phone rings as I’m shoving clothes back into my bag, and I jump, heart thumping against my ribs. A whimper passes my lips. I can’t—I can’t answer it if it’s Sam. He’ll know something’s wrong; I know he will.

But if I don’t answer, he’ll worry.

I suck in a breath and grab my phone, sitting gingerly on the edge of the bed. My hands shake when I see the name on the screen.

It’s Hale.

My finger hovers over the button for a few seconds before I answer and lift it to my ear.

“Well, well.” Hale’s voice is a lazy drawl, like there’s nothing wrong at all. “I was beginning to think you were avoiding me, little prince.”

My stomach turns over. “What do you want?” Can he hear that I’m upset? He’ll probably just think it’s because of him.

“What do I—” Hale laughs, but it’s edged with anger. “I want you to come outside and have a conversation with me, Andrew. I want you to stop avoiding me.”

“Ou-Outside?”

I stand on numb legs and make my way out into the living room. There’s no point in hiding that I’m up here. Hale’s probably been watching the flat all morning. He knows I’m alone.

Besides, as soon as I get to the window, I can see them. Hale and his betas, standing on the pavement, plain as day. They’re well away from the wards, but Hale’s eyes are fixed on the window I’m standing at, and he waves when he sees me.

“There you go,” he says, voice menacing. “Come on out, now. I just want to talk.”

“I don’t want to talk to you.” Fuck, I don’t. I don’t know what I want to do—I just want a second, a minute, to decide.

“Well, you have two choices, little prince. You come out here and talk to me now, or we wait until your brother and that little witch come back. I don’t know about you, but I’ve got all day.”

“You—You can’t…”

“I can do whatever the fuck I like.” Hale snarls. “You think I couldn’t smell you all over him? The vampire, too? The depths you’ve sunk to, honestly. Your father will be so ashamed when he finds out.”

I don’t care about that. About Dad, anyway. But if Hale knows about Adam and Sam… He’ll never give up. Never.

“I-I’m coming down.”

“Good boy.”

I hang up the call with a shudder. I have enough sense left to move out of sight of the window before I lean back against the wall, burying my face in my hands. What can I do? I can’t stall until Kieran and Sam get back. I don’t know how long they’ll be. I could call Kieran, but there are three of them, and I know Sam’s been stretching himself, and—

I could just talk to Hale. He can’t touch me through the wards. I know that. Maybe I can convince him to leave.

Yeah, okay. I can try.

I run my hands through my hair before I walk over to the door and pull on my shoes. My hands are only shaking a little as I tie them and I take another breath, centring myself. I can do this. Hale can’t get to me. Dad taught us never to show our fear.

If I’ve been trained to kill vampires, I can face him.

I let myself out into the hallway and only pause again once I reach the front door of the building. The three of them are a little closer, but it’s clear they don’t know exactly where the wards reach. Good. Having the smallest amount of the upper hand allows me to square my shoulders.

How would Kieran handle this?

He’d probably try to punch Hale in the face.

Sam might, too.

What about Adam?

I rub my chest. Whoever I’m bonded with—and I’m not willing to look at it closely enough to find out—I hope they can help. Even if they don’t know it.

I step out into the weak afternoon sun, and Hale’s head snaps up. He watches me like the predator he is, making my skin crawl, until I stop a foot or so away from the wards.

“Nice of you to join us, little prince.”

Hale’s not as big as I am, though that doesn’t matter at all. He’s alpha of a small pack and he carries all the arrogance that position implies. My eyes slide to Kurt and Jett, his betas. Kurt’s massive and brutal, and I try not to wilt under the glare he’s sending my way. Jett looks bored in comparison, though that doesn’t settle me any. He’s quick and vicious, and I’ve been on his bad side one too many times for my liking.

“What do you want?” I aim for indifference and miss, but Hale’s eyes spark in fury all the same. There’s silver in the grey of his irises. His wolf is way too close to the surface.

“You know what I want,” Hale says. “I want you to stop fucking around and come back with us. I want you to take the position you’re supposed to. And you’re going to do it!”

Heat prickles my skin when he yells the final sentence. There’s nobody on the street right now, but we’re not far enough from the building that I can pretend we have any privacy.

“Hale…”

He growls. “No. Enough, Andrew. I understand you got scared—being an alpha mate is a frightening prospect. So much responsibility… I can overlook you fooling around, but only if you come back with me.”

Alpha mate.

We both know we’re not mates, but it’s not a requirement for the position. It’s just the partner of the alpha, someone who the pack can turn to for support, for comfort… I swallow.

Only, now I have a mate. A true mate.

“I can’t.”

Hale’s face twists in fury. He’s handsome, of course, but now he pales in comparison to the way Sam looks when he tells me what to do, or the way Adam’s face lights up when he smiles. I clench my hands into fists at my sides.

“You’ll come with us,” Hale says, “or we’ll kill both those little sluts you’ve been fucking around with.”

“Y-You can’t.”

“Can’t I?” Hale raises an eyebrow. “We know there’s something going on, Drew. Everyone in this city is running around in circles. They’re way too busy to worry about a couple of wolves they don’t know. And I can be patient if I need to.”

“I’ll tell them. Warn them.”

Hale’s eyes gleam and I realise my mistake. He knows I haven’t told them yet. “You think your brother can take on a full-grown alpha, little prince? I know your father trained you both well, but he’s still human. And fucking a vampire, too. Disgusting.” Hale shakes his head. “Anyway, none of you know what’s coming. I can protect you from it. I’ve made sure of that.”

Except…

Except Elliot already told me he can’t.

I fight the urge to laugh hysterically. Do I really believe the mage who’s trying to kill Sam over the wolf who wants to trap me as his mate?

I suppose it’s a no-brainer.

“I won’t. I can’t.” I don’t want to, I don’t say because I know the wards will keep Hale out, intellectually, but my eyes are telling me there’s nothing between us.

“We’ll see, little prince,” Hale says, and I blink at his sudden shift in tone. “How about an ultimatum, hmm? You’ve been giving me the runaround for a while. You have until sunrise tomorrow to tell me what you plan to do.”

“I’m not—”

“Don’t push me!” Hale’s eyes are almost entirely silver now, and I take a step back. Kurt and Jett haven’t moved at all, watching this entire conversation play out in silence. “If you don’t get in touch, I’ll kill everyone you care about, starting with your brother.”

When I just gape at him, he shrugs.

“It’s not like your father would care, is it?”

He smiles after that little parting shot, and Kurt and Jett follow as he walks away. I stand there for a while, only coming back to myself when I realise I’m shivering.

I trail back up to the flat, feeling numb. The door closes with a click behind me, and I collapse onto the sofa, burying my face in the cushions.

I have to tell them. God, I have to tell them before Adam leaves the clan house tonight. I don’t trust Hale as far as I can throw him, so I wouldn’t put it past him to attack Adam before the deadline hits.

Whining, I rub my chest again. And this, on top of everything else. Sam and Adam both know enough about magic—and enough about mating bonds, thanks to Kieran—to know what they’re feeling. Whoever it is, he’ll know, and the other…

A tear slides down my cheek and I curl in on myself as sobs wrack my body. It can still be the three of us, can’t it? If we’re thoughtful and careful…

But I have to tell them I lied to them, first. I have to explain everything with Hale, including him thinking we should be mates, including the fact that I led more danger right to our door, and—

I climb off the sofa eventually, and as I’m pulling myself together in the bathroom, I hear the front door to the building open and close. Sam’s and Kieran’s voices drift up towards me and I take a deep breath. I look at myself in the mirror. I’ve lied to them. I don’t want them feeling bad for me; I don’t deserve that. We just need to come up with a solution—even if that solution is me leaving.

The door opens and their scents reach me even through the closed bathroom door. “Drew?” Sam calls. There’s worry in his voice.

“Yeah, just a minute.”

The concern that spiked in his scent subsides at once, but I try not to breathe too deeply and discover more. I really don’t want to know who I’ve bonded with, not until all this is over. I turn the tap on and off like I’m washing my hands and then slip out into the living room.

Kieran’s shrugging his jacket off by the door and Sam’s already in the kitchen, flicking the kettle on. Three mugs are lined up on the counter and he smiles when he sees me. He looks tired, a little harried, but it melts away when his eyes meet mine.

“You okay?”

“Yeah,” I say. I slide onto one of the chairs at the counter. “How did it all go?”

Sam and Kieran exchange a look and fear skitters down my spine. Do they already know? Sam knows there are wolves after me, of course. Has he told Kieran? Are they going to—

“There’s something I need to talk to you about,” Kieran says, voice grave. He pulls out the chair next to me but doesn’t sit, instead pacing the small patch of floor in front of me. Sam finishes making tea, and passes me a mug, leaving Kieran’s at the edge of the counter. He doesn’t sit next to me either. He watches Kieran instead.

“W-What is it?”

“I haven’t told you something,” Kieran says, unusually hesitant with his words. “And I know I should have, I’m sorry, but we weren’t certain, and I didn’t want to scare you off—I wanted you to be safe here, Drew, and I think I’ve fucked it all up.”

I frown. This can’t be about Hale, then. “What’s going on?”

“I told you about Tristan, the vampire who was trying to kill me?” He pauses mid-step, looking at me, and I nod. “Well, we think he was kind of talked into it by someone else.”

“Who?”

I look between Kieran and Sam, but Sam shakes his head. He’s letting Kieran take the lead on this one.

“Another vampire,” Kieran says. “An older vampire. I-I thought it was impossible, but now it seems like it’s true.”

Fear gathers at the base of my spine, filling my brain with a strange, distant buzzing. My wolf trembles, knowing just as well as I do that something is very, very wrong. “Kieran. Who sent Tristan after you?”

Kieran’s eyes meet mine. “The vampire who killed Mum.”

The world tilts sideways, and I grip the counter, even though I haven’t moved at all. “You—What?”

“I haven’t seen him. I don’t—I think it’s him, though. I think he’s after me again, but all this seems targeted at Vasile too, and I don’t know why—”

“How long have you known?” I ask. My words come out clipped and cold, and Sam jerks forwards in the corner of my eye.

“Nothing’s certain.” Kieran frowns, running a hand through his hair. “But for a while. We picked up the scent of an old vampire standing outside the building a couple of weeks ago.”

We picked up the scent, except sure, Kieran can sense magic when it’s being used, but he can’t pick up a magical signature.

I look at Sam. “You picked it up.”

“Yeah, I did.” Sam doesn’t wilt under my stare. “I’m sorry, Drew.”

“Sam wanted me to tell you,” Kieran says, but I’m already shaking my head. This can’t—It can’t be possible. Kieran doesn’t have a wolf, but he has a mating bond, and his blood is poisonous to vampires.

“Is Tristan still dead?”

“Yeah,” Kieran says. “It’s just—That’s why I wasn’t certain. I know that fucker died, Drew. I watched it happen.”

And does it still haunt him? I don’t remember that night, even though I was in the room just like Kieran was. I was too young. Still, the thought makes me shiver.

I get to my feet. I can’t talk to them about Hale now. I can barely think for the way my wolf is howling and whining and desperate to keep everyone safe—including me. “I-I can’t—I need—”

I don’t have space here. I need to be alone; I need to decide what to do, and I can’t do that when they’re standing here watching me.

“Go into my room,” Sam says softly. “You can have it for as long as you need, okay? Space.”

I nod, not looking at either of them, and head for the door.

“Drew,” Kieran says. “If you don’t want to stay—”

“I need to be alone.”

I close the door behind me and lean back against it, breathing hard. The curtains are still closed in here and I don’t bother turning on the light.

How could he keep this from me? Not telling me about the vampire doesn’t protect me from him. Kieran has to know that, right?

Not telling him about Hale doesn’t protect him, either.

I sink to the floor, pulling my knees up to my chest. If the vampire is alive… I don’t know how it’s possible, but there’s power involved, somewhere. I know he was dead. It’s the one thing Dad ever talked about when it came to that night. It was what gave him hope for so long that Kieran would have a wolf. The vampire drank from my boy and died. Then we took its corpse and dumped it in the woods, and when the sun rose, there was nothing left.

Nothing? Like he just got up and walked away?

My phone digs into my hip and I pull it out, turning it over in my hands. Sam knew about this, too. Would he have ever told me? Does Adam know?

They can’t deal with Hale on top of everything else. That’s not fair. And going with him now… I don’t have to stay with him forever. I’m a wolf, after all. We live for a long time.

My wolf digs in his heels, but I ignore the thumping in my skull as I unlock my phone and open all the messages I’ve received from Hale.

Tears blur my vision as I type. I have to do this. If this is all I can do to keep them safe, I have to try.

I’ll come back with you. Tell me where to meet you. It’ll have to be near sunrise.




The message sends and I rest my head against my knees again. I really hope I’m not making a huge mistake.


Chapter thirty-one
Adam
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The room falls silent when Lucien and I walk into it. I swallow hard, looking at Elle for reassurance, and though the smile she gives me is tight, it still soothes some of my nerves.

All the chieftains are present. Njáll sits to Vasile’s right, with Kayode and then Savia next to him. Briar’s on his left, then Afsaneh, and Elle. Lucien could choose to sit on either side of the table, but I know my seat is the one pulled out at the end.

Lucien pats my shoulder. He takes the seat next to Elle, pulling it further away from the table and sitting back.

Oh, right. He’s my sire. I guess he doesn’t really get a say.

“Please, take a seat,” Vasile says. His guards are the only other beings here, standing a few feet behind him. I shiver and sit down, clasping my hands in my lap.

I know there are people in this room who believe me. They know I didn’t kill Lazarus.

It’s hard to hold onto that thought right now, though.

“You were all informed last night of Lazarus’ second death,” Vasile says, and all the chieftains turn their attention from me to him. “Adam stands accused of his murder. He was discovered standing over a pile of ashes, a stake on the floor beside them.”

Savia pulls a face. I glance to Vasile’s left. The silver urn the hunters gave Elle is sitting on a small table. My stomach twists.

“A stake?” Savia asks. She scoffs. “What self-respecting vampire kills another with a stake?”

“Is that the issue at hand?” Afsaneh retorts. “A chieftain is dead.”

“And the hunters found a young vampire standing over the evidence?” Savia shakes her head. “Which hunter? How? You didn’t tell us that.”

Vasile lays out everything we told him the day before, and Lucien and Elle chip in when it comes to talking about the Council. Helene corroborated what I told them about her arrival in the house, at least, and Njáll and a couple of the others are clearly angry when they learn about her use of magic.

“What is to be done, Vasile?” Briar asks. The smile she gives him is tight. “I know the hunters suspect one of us to be the magic user’s killer. I know I am the weakest link, now that Lazarus is gone. Are we to turn on each other?”

Vasile looks at her for a long moment. “We are not,” he says, emphasising each word. “We have believed a vampire killed Nora Lytton, but it is as likely a hunter as one of us. Likelier, even.”

“Between that and the stake…” Njáll raises his eyebrows.

Kayode snorts. “It would appear someone is attempting to turn us against each other.”

Vasile smiles thinly, even as many of the other chieftains blink in surprise.

“What?” Savia says.

“I suspect,” Vasile says, drumming his fingers on the table, “that Lazarus may have been caught up in something he could not control.”

Even Lucien gapes at that, and I doubt my expression is much different. “You believe he—”

“Killing him is a useful way of tying up loose ends.” Vasile sighs. “We have a vampire out to cause strife between us. One who has been sniffing around your associates. If they do not wish for us to blame hunters, they wish for us to blame Kieran. It is as likely it was none of us at all.”

Afsaneh chews her lower lip, crossing her arms over her chest. “Well, what do we do now then?” Her gaze softens when she looks at me. “I believe Adam did not kill a chieftain, but someone has gone to some trouble to make it look that way.”

“We find Gareth,” Vasile says. “We find whoever drove Adam there. I doubt they will have much more news for us, but they will confirm whether Lazarus instructed them and may give us some insight as to his behaviour. And we remain alert. Protect our clan. That is all we can do.”

Savia narrows her eyes, exchanging a glance with Njáll that tells me she has a few more ideas about what we can do. Elle clears her throat.

“And Adam?”

Vasile looks at me and I tense under the full force of his stare. “I will not confine you here,” he says. His eyes drop to my chest—for one fleeting, giddying moment—and then back up to mine. “Not right now. But if you are not in the clan house, or your district building, I expect you to be with people who can protect you. Somehow, you have caught the attention of these enemies. Keep yourself safe.”

I nod quickly. “Yes, crai.”

Vasile sits back in his seat. “If anyone has anything else to discuss, you may remain. Otherwise, feel free to go.”

I’m out of my seat like a shot, and only Lucien’s grip on my elbow stops me from sprinting out of the room. I have to see Drew and Sam. I can’t wait. I—

“I’ll stay behind,” Elle says, leaning towards us. “See if there’s anything else that comes up.” Her eyes sparkle when she looks at me.

Lucien seems just as amused. “Very well. Please call me if I am needed.”

“Of course.”

I wave at her and grab Lucien’s arm when he says goodbye, all but dragging him from the room.
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When I step out of the car outside Sam’s building, I wrinkle my nose. His wards are just ahead, but that’s not what I can smell.

Wolves.

Lucien shakes his head. He might not have my ability to sense magic, but even he can pick this up—and I’m surprised I haven’t had a worried call from Sam about it.

“Adam—”

“It’s fine,” I say, though he has to know it isn’t. “I’ll handle it.”

Lucien studies me for a moment but nods, and then he’s striding up towards the building.

I try to push my worry aside. The wolves aren’t here right now—those scents are a few hours old. And I need to see Sam and Drew. Need to set my eyes on them.

I bound up the stairs behind Lucien, who I think is as eager to see his mate as I am to see mine. Now that I know my clanmates don’t think I’m a murderer—well, the chieftains don’t, anyway—a heavy weight has lifted from my shoulders.

Lucien knocks on the door and, a few seconds later, Kieran opens it. I frown at the look on his face.

“My love? What’s wrong?”

Kieran ushers us inside and no sooner has the door shut than he’s pushing into Lucien’s arms. Sam’s sitting on the sofa, chin propped up on his hand, and I don’t like the sadness pinching his face, too.

Drew’s here. I can hear his heartbeat. Why isn’t he…?

“I told Drew about the vampire who’s after us,” Kieran says, and my stomach sinks. “Fuck, I should’ve told him earlier, I know that, but—He didn’t take it well.”

“No shit,” Sam mutters, but I don’t think he’s angry at Kieran. I cross the room and drop down next to him, then reach for his hand.

“Why’s he in your room?” I ask.

“He needed space,” Sam says. He sighs when I lean against him. “I told him that I knew, too.”

Ah. Okay. Okay, this is fixable. He’s angry and probably scared, but I can handle that.

“Have you spoken to him since?”

Kieran shakes his head. Lucien’s sitting in a chair now, and Kieran’s on his lap, Lucien’s arms tight around his waist. It should be a funny position, really, considering their relative sizes, but though Kieran might be the bossiest of all of us, he’s not afraid to take comfort from his mate, either.

“He won’t come out,” Sam says. “I made dinner, but—”

“Okay, I can talk to him.” I squeeze Sam’s hand. “Are Ophelia and Dante coming over tonight?”

“No. They called, but I said we’d pick things up tomorrow.”

Does Sam know we’re mates, too? Ophelia does; I’d bet my life on it. I kiss his temple and get to my feet.

Kieran watches me warily as I cross to the door and knock. I’m not going to just barge in there. If Drew doesn’t want to see me, either, then that’s his choice.

“Who is it?” There’s a little sniffle at the end of the words and I’m certain my heart actually breaks in two at the sound.

“It’s me. Can I come in?”

I hold my breath in the silence that follows. I can be patient. I can wait years if I need to.

“Y-Yeah, okay.”

I turn my head, giving Sam a faint smile before I open the door and slip into his room.

It’s dark, and I don’t bother turning on a light. I’m a vampire, after all, and I can already see Drew is curled up on the bed. He’s on top of the covers and I sit gingerly at first, then turn and lie down, facing him, when he doesn’t make a sound.

His eyes are closed, but he’s not sleeping. Still, I take a moment to look my fill. His eyes are swollen like he’s been crying. My breath hitches.

“Drew?”

His eyes flutter open. “Hey.”

“Hey.”

I can’t help myself. I lean in and brush our lips together, slowly and softly enough that he can move away if he wants to. He doesn’t. His hands come up to tangle in my T-shirt as if he doesn’t want me to leave.

“What happened today?” I ask.

Drew’s eyes widen and then fill with tears. “I-I didn’t know—”

“Didn’t know what, little wolf?”

He swallows a sob. “I didn’t know about the vampire.”

I rub my thumb over his brow and sigh. Why do I feel like that’s not what he meant to say? We’re supposed to ask him about the wolves, but I’m not going to do it without Sam here, and not while Drew is as upset as this.

And why shouldn’t he be? The vampire who’s behind all this may well be the same one who killed his mother. How is that not terrifying?

“I’m sorry,” I say. “Kieran didn’t want to scare you. I think he didn’t think it was true, not really, not until recently.”

Drew stares at me for a moment, then rears back all at once. “You knew, too?”

“I—Yes.”

“Everyone? Oh my God.” He rubs his hands over his face. “Everyone knew but me, didn’t they?”

My mouth is dry. “Yeah, I think so.”

Drew scowls and when he moves, I scramble off the bed to get out of his way. He doesn’t head for the door, though. He paces the small room, shoulders rising and falling with the force of his breaths.

“Drew, I’m sorry, we just—”

“No!” I’ve never heard him snap like that before and I jolt in surprise. “No just. No sorrys. What, it’s fine for you to f-fuck around with me but not tell me the truth?”

“Kieran wanted to be the one to tell you. And we thought the vampire wasn’t here.” Though I’m reassessing that position now. “We’ve had other things to deal with, and it seemed like we could tell you later.”

“What, when the vampire does show up?” Drew throws his hands up into the air. “When? Were you going to tell me when he had his teeth in my throat? Or Kieran’s, again?”

I growl. “It wouldn’t come to that.”

“How should I know that?” He faces me, hands on his hips. There’s silver in his iris, enough that I know his wolf is pushing him. “When would you have told me? How many times would you and Sam have slept with me, have pretended that you—”

A sob hitches his breath and I curl my fingers into fists to keep from reaching for him. “Drew—”

He pins me with a glare. “Would you have ever told me at all?”

“Yes!”

“I get it, okay? I know I’m weak, and I can’t fight, but that doesn’t mean you all need to protect me from the idea of one.”

My chest twists. He really believes that, doesn’t he? He really thinks he’s weak. I rub where it hurts, and Drew’s eyes flare wide when he sees me move.

“Drew—”

“Get out.” His voice is colder than I’ve ever heard it; it’s like it’s not Drew speaking at all. “I don’t want you or Sam near me ever again.”

“Please, I—”

“Out!” He snarls, and his eyes are almost entirely silver now, the dark of his irises gone. I can’t help the frisson of fear that shoots down my spine.

He won’t hurt me. I know that.

I don’t want him to hurt himself, either.

I reach for the door handle at my back. “I’m so sorry, Drew,” I whisper, and then I stumble back out of the room and shut the door behind me. Another growl echoes through the wood, and both Sam and Kieran leap to their feet.

Sam rushes to me. “Are you okay? What the fu—”

“I told him I knew.” I don’t want to fall into Sam’s arms, but he tugs me close anyway, his grip unyielding.

Kieran scowls at the door. “What did he say, Adam?”

His voice is even. Too even. Every hair on the back of my neck stands on end. “H-He was angry. He didn’t mean—”

“What did he say?” There’s a command in it now, and I’m helpless to do anything but obey.

“He asked when I was going to tell him about the vampire. He thinks he’s weak. He said—” I look at Sam. His face is so close.

“What did he say?” Sam whispers.

“He doesn’t want either of us near him ever again.”

Hurt flashes over Sam’s face, anger quickly following it, and then a feigned indifference that sets my teeth on edge.

“He shouldn’t have spoken to you like that,” he says as if that’s the issue we need to deal with. “I should—”

“Stay.” I tighten my arms around him. I don’t want Sam going in there angry. “Please.”

Sam sighs, but after a moment, he sags against me. He’s just as upset as I am. I know it.

Kieran, though… He stares at the door like he can create a hole in it by the force of his glare alone, then abruptly pivots on his heel and looks at Lucien. “We’re going out.”

“My love—”

“No. I need to get out of here.”

Sam gapes at him. “Seriously? Right now? Your brother yells at Adam and you—”

Kieran shakes his head. “I’ll have my phone. If you need me, call. But I need to not be in here right now.”

Sam untangles from me, crossing his arms over his chest. “You started this,” he says. “I told you to tell him, and you—”

“I get it, okay?” Kieran shouts. “I’m a terrible brother, and if I’d been good enough eleven years ago, then maybe this wouldn’t be happening right now, but I need to—I have to—”

He scrubs a hand over his face, but not before I see the telltale glisten of tears in his eyes. Lucien puts a hand on his shoulder but doesn’t pull him close. Kieran lets out a heavy breath.

“You two can take my room. There’re clean sheets in the drawer.”

Sam’s jaw clenches. “Fine. But we’re talking about this in the morning.”

“Fine.”

Lucien looks at me. “Be safe,” he says, and I nod, watching them both leave.

When they’re gone, Sam collapses onto the sofa, and I sit beside him. He climbs into my lap, straddling me, his face tucked into my throat as I hold him tight.

Is it really over? Have we messed up so badly that we won’t get more than a week together?

No. I can’t believe that. No matter that I can’t feel the bond in my chest right now. No matter that the rest of me is numb except for where Sam’s breathing against me.

“I don’t want it to be over,” I murmur.

I should ask Sam if he’s felt the bond. Only, if he hasn’t—What if it’s not there at all? What if I just got excited, lost in my own head, my own dreams of a happily ever after?

I whine and hold Sam tighter. I should know better. That’s not something I got to have in life. Why would I get it now?

“If he doesn’t want us, that’s his choice,” Sam replies. Each word sounds as though it’s being physically pulled from him.

I hum. I agree, but—We’re all angry. Sad. This is one fight.

Right?

Sam pushes away from me with a growl and storms into Kieran’s room. I suppose there is one thing we both know: Kieran’s not coming back tonight. I don’t think he was wrong to leave. Someone had to give, someone had to make space, and I can’t leave our wolf when he’s hurting the way I’m sure he is.

I lean in Kieran’s doorway and watch Sam change his sheets with sharp, angry movements. I only make a move to help when he starts on the duvet cover, but he pins me with a glare, and I relax back against the doorframe again.

Once the bed is done, everything smoothed down and smelling fresh, Sam stands looking at it, his back to me.

“I don’t want it to be over either,” he admits. His voice is so quiet I can hardly hear it.

I tackle him onto the bed, and he twists in my arms, wrapping his legs around my hips. When he rolls us over, I stay pinned, and he rewards me by lowering his head and digging his teeth into my throat. I groan. My hips buck up and Sam growls, one hand tangling in my hair to pull hard.

Fuck, I want him. I want them both.

Sam licks over the spot he’s bitten and then kisses me hard. I’ll take what I can get, for however long I can have it. Sam said things would be complicated before Drew even arrived. That hasn’t changed, and I fully expect him to want to step back, to be alone again.

“We’ll talk to him in the morning,” he says. He’s breathing hard, and his eyes are wild, and he’s never looked so beautiful as he does now, I’m sure of it.

“And if he still says no?”

“Then he says no,” Sam replies. He kisses me again, slower. “We’ve still got each other, right?”

The bond in my chest tugs hard and I bite Sam’s lower lip, licking into his mouth. He groans when I grab his arse, squeezing tight, and when I pull back, he pants against my mouth.

“Always,” I say. “I promise. I’ll be here, for both of you, forever.”


Chapter thirty-two
Drew
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A couple of hours before sunrise, I snatch up my bag and creep towards Sam’s bedroom door. The flat has been silent for a few hours.

I heard Kieran leave, of course. Heard the conversation they had before that. He told me when I arrived that he’d never believed what I said to him when he left our pack.

He’s been lying to me the entire time, but can I blame him?

I’ve been lying to everyone, too.

Sam and Adam are still here, and when I tiptoe out into the living room, the sudden urge to drop my bag, to go into Kieran’s room, and to crawl into bed with them seizes me. The worst part is that I think they’d let me. I think they’d forgive me, at least for a few hours, and the bond in my chest pulses with the possibility of it.

Except, I can’t. Now that I know Adam’s the one I’ve bonded with, I can’t hurt them that way. They’re still together. They still have each other.

They don’t need me.

I order a taxi on my phone. Hale replied five minutes after I sent him a message earlier, telling me to meet him at the bus station.

Yeah, I doubt we’re taking a bus back north. He’s far too snobby for that. I pull on my shoes and slip out of the flat as silently as I’m able.

No, he doesn’t want anyone to follow. Not that it’ll be difficult for them all to work out where I’ve gone, but once I’m back in the pack, there’s nothing to be done about it.

Unless someone challenges Dad.

But who’s going to do that?

I wait just inside the wards as the taxi draws near. Crossing them will probably wake Sam, so I have to do it when the car pulls up. My wolf digs his claws in, trying to make me go back, but I can’t do that. I clench my jaw. The bond will fade. They’ll be safe, at least from the wolves.

That’s what I want.

It has to be.

The taxi pulls up and I take a deep breath as I cross the wards, magic tingling over my skin. I’m careful to move quickly but not seem to be in an agitated rush as I climb in and then we’re off, heading towards my fate.

I barely keep track of the way we’re going, tears pricking the backs of my eyes. I want to throw up. This is a mistake, but staying would be a mistake, too.

There’s nothing I can do now, anyway. I’ve made my choice. There’s no backing out.

I’m Hale’s, now.

The taxi pulls up and I can’t hear the driver over the rush of blood in my ears. I’ve already paid, so I give him a tight smile and climb out, then watch as the car pulls off, leaving me alone.

I’m not alone for long.

I feel the prickle of eyes on my skin and pick up Hale’s scent a few minutes later. I try not to seem agitated, but there’s no point. He can smell it just as well as I can.

Kurt and Jett aren’t far away either, but all three of them make me stand there for a few minutes before they appear. Hale saunters out of the shadows first. His handsome face twists in a sneer as he looks me over, undoubtedly catching Sam’s and Adam’s scents, too.

“For a second there, I thought you might hold out on us.”

“You told me I could arrive near sunrise,” I protest. My shoulders hunch, heart thumping against my ribs. I don’t want to be here.

With sudden, startling clarity, I realise I never should have come.

But they’ll never find me in time, if they even decide to come after me. The trail they can follow is weak, and we’ll be long gone before they arrive.

“I know I did,” Hale says, and his voice is lower now, softer. He comes close and puts his hand on the back of my neck, the way Kieran has so many times since I arrived, the way Adam and Sam have, too.

I fight back a shudder at his touch.

“And you did come here, didn’t you? Such a good boy. I’ll make sure to tell your father that, you know. I don’t mind that you left, not now that you’ve come back to me.”

I try not to think of Adam and Sam. They’ll still be curled up together, warm and safe. Here, an icy wind creeps under my coat, and I wonder how long it’ll be before Hale bares his fangs.

Jett steps up behind me, every move sleek and purposeful. I don’t know where Kurt is, but he’s close.

My shoulders slump in defeat. This is it. I’ll not be able to escape again; or at least, not soon. Paxton and Jeremiah worked so hard to help me get out, but I won’t be surprised if they’re long gone by now.

“Come on, now,” Hale says, and his hand slips from my neck to my back as he pushes me forwards. “We’ve not parked far from here.”

I swallow back bile, focusing on putting one foot in front of the other. Kurt walks ahead of us as we reach the corner, and I’m certain I can feel Jett’s breath on the back of my neck. The journey back… If I survive that, then I’ll be in pack lands. I bite the inside of my cheek. If I survive the journey, I swear I’ll help who I can. Whoever needs to leave the pack, I’ll help them out.

That’s what I should have done before. Should have helped my pack instead of trying to escape—

Kurt stops abruptly and Hale growls in the back of his throat as we almost bump into him. “What is it?” he snaps.

I raise my eyes, looking past them both. The car’s sitting there, and there’s a figure leaning against the bonnet, arms crossed over his chest.

I suck in a surprised breath when the wind turns and I catch his scent.

“Kieran?”

Hale glances between me and Kieran, and his hand moves up to the back of my neck again, squeezing tight. A muscle twitches in his jaw when Kieran doesn’t move. “What do you think you’re doing here?”

Kieran shrugs. He pushes off from the car, looking entirely at ease except for the hard set to his jaw. “Came to see Drew off,” he says lightly. “That is, if he wants to go.”

I let out a panicked breath. I don’t. I don’t. But if Kieran’s the only one here…

Kurt growls when Kieran comes close, but Kieran doesn’t bat an eyelid, stepping past him and closer to me and Hale. My pulse picks up again when Kieran dismisses Hale, ignoring him completely as he looks up into my face.

“Do you want to go back?”

I whimper. I can’t say it. I have to say it. If I don’t say it, then I’m giving in, but the wolves are squaring up to Kieran, who’s acting like they don’t matter at all, and I can’t help, I can’t fight, I can’t lose someone else I care about when I could just go back and—

“You have nothing to fear,” another voice says, and the growl that ripples from all three wolves this time is angry. Hale’s grip is tight enough it hurts. The relief I feel is enough to make my knees weak.

Kieran isn’t alone. Of course he isn’t. Lucien is here, too, pale hair shining in the darkness and his fangs on full display. Sam steps up on his other side, hair still mussed from sleep, and then Adam, too, and I swallow a whine.

I look Kieran in the eyes. “No,” I murmur, voice barely above a whisper.

“I need to hear you say it,” Kieran says firmly. It’s an order, sure, but there’s some power behind it that Dad and Hale just don’t possess. I want to tell him the truth. I want to tell him because he can fix it.

I swallow. “No. I don’t want to go.”

Hale’s growl is dangerous. He lets go of me and takes a step forward, but Kieran doesn’t move, and Hale has to stop short to avoid walking right into him.

“This is a pack matter,” he says, voice clipped and snide. “Drew’s alpha asked us to retrieve him.”

“Well, that’s a load of bollocks,” Kieran says. Hale growls. “Not that I think Dad doesn’t want Drew back, but I’ll be damned if it’s a good idea, him going back up there. What’s going on?”

Hale puffs up his chest. He has height on Kieran—an inch or so—but he’s not as broad, and I can tell it bothers him. “It is none of your business. This is a pack matter, and you’re not pack.”

He bares his teeth and his eyes flash as his wolf pushes to the surface. My hands curl into fists. I don’t like to fight. I don’t want to fight. I don’t understand why Kieran’s the one standing so close, why Lucien is letting him be in so much danger…

“I’m not,” Kieran agrees. He pushes his hands into his pockets, and Hale grinds his teeth. “But why are you here? You’re not his pack, either. Why would Dad send some alpha after a wayward son?”

Hale’s expression shifts all at once, and my stomach sinks. He glances at Sam and Adam—only a flicker of his gaze, but enough for me to catch.

“Andrew is to be my alpha mate,” Hale says, and he’s projecting his voice, though there’s no need. Adam would hear him anyway, and Sam—

They both look surprised when they hear him, and my chest hurts, and I don’t know if it’s coming from me or from Adam. Sam scowls, and Adam’s shoulders slump.

“That’s what you want, Drew?” Kieran asks.

I can’t say it. Jett moves in closer behind me, so close I can feel the heat of him, and Kurt turns, effectively boxing Kieran in.

If I say no, they’ll kill him. Hale looks at me, unbridled glee in his eyes. I open my mouth. I have to save Kieran. He’s my brother, he—

“You’d better not be thinking of starting a fight in the middle of the street.”


Chapter thirty-three
Sam
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I pull on my magic as Alpha Deacon’s beta, Chaya, tilts her head, watching the small cluster of wolves. Drew all but jumps out of his skin at the sound of her voice, and Hale whirls around, stopping quickly when she comes into view.

Can he feel she’s more powerful than he is? I don’t know shit about wolves, but even I can tell that.

She smiles at Lucien, ignoring Hale for the moment. “Chieftain.”

“Beta Chaya,” Lucien replies, ducking his head. “I appreciate your haste.”

“Alpha Deacon was rather concerned by your call,” she replies, and Hale—and the two other wolves with him—go still. Her attention snaps to them. “We wouldn’t want your mate getting himself into trouble.”

Kieran shrugs in response, shooting her a grin. A dull ache builds behind my eyes. “I wasn’t the one about to be.”

She doesn’t react, but I’m sure I see the corner of her eye twitch and, hell, I can sympathise. Fury is what’s keeping me going, but it’s not blinded me enough into thinking I can interfere. Not yet, anyway. Hale shifts, and he’s fucking done for.

The wolf at the front steps back when she comes in close, his eyes firmly fixed on the ground. He’s got a foot on her in height, but I wonder what their wolves might be like if they shifted. It doesn’t matter. Her attention is all on Hale.

“Who are you?” she asks.

Hale takes a moment to visibly get himself under control and magic buzzes at my fingertips. “Alpha Hale. I was tasked to retrieve Andrew and return him to his alpha.”

“And you didn’t think to arrange a meeting with Alpha Deacon before you encroached on his territory?”

“This isn’t wolf territory.”

Chaya smiles, but it isn’t pleasant. “No. This is vampire territory. Believe it or not, you are lucky to have come across a vampire who has a good working relationship with us. Many others would not have hesitated to remove what they consider to be a threat.”

Hale wants to argue. I can tell. He drops his eyes, though, and takes a minute step backwards. “We are not a threat.”

“And yet I find you posturing in the street.” She tilts her head to one side, studying Hale for a moment before her attention finally turns to Drew. “Your issues with your alpha are your own. You, too, should have met with us.”

Kieran pulls a face. “That’s… my fault.”

“You are not responsible for him,” Hale growls. I start forward, but Lucien’s hand shoots out, wrapping around my wrist, and I still, glancing up at him. He shakes his head minutely. “You are human. Nothing.”

“He’s my brother.”

“He is my mate.”

Hurt sparks in my chest. I’m angry and upset that Drew never told us any of it, but apparently, I was foolish to think I’d kind of worked it out. I figured Drew’s dad had sent wolves to fetch him back because he didn’t want to lose another son. I never thought—

A mate. My chest aches. I really thought Drew could be ours.

“Drew?” Kieran says. He looks calm, but I can see the anger in him, too. Not directed at Drew—I think that fizzled out quickly.

Drew shakes his head, but he looks at me and Adam when he speaks again. “I’m not… I didn’t…”

Silence falls. Hale is on edge, like the wrong word will have him shifting, though the two wolves with him seem more subdued. Adam’s eyes flick between me and Drew.

Kieran is looking at Lucien, who sighs quietly and nods.

Chaya looks between them, too. She shakes her head. “I cannot advise—”

“I’m not asking for advice,” Kieran says, softening the words with a smile. It fades when he looks at Hale. “I’m issuing a challenge.”

Hale laughs. “You can’t—”

“He can,” Chaya says. “Wolf or not, he was born and raised in a pack, and that gives him the right to challenge another wolf. I am witness to it. It is up to you to respond.”

Hale’s mouth opens and closes again. Drew’s eyes are wide, his face pale. I don’t—What does this mean?

“If I kill him,” Hale says, “I want immunity.”

Chaya rolls her eyes. “We don’t fight to kill down here,” she says. “To submission, usually. You are well within your rights to decline. You will, of course, be required to leave immediately.”

“What are the conditions?”

Kieran shrugs. “I just want you to fuck off. And stay away. When I win, I don’t want to see or hear from you ever again, and I don’t want you near anyone else I care about, either.”

Chaya nods. “Noted. Alpha Hale, will you accept?”

Hale growls. “I win, Drew comes with me. No protests. You will not be allowed near our pack.”

I open my mouth, but Chaya beats me to it. “You cannot simply take possession of another person for winning a challenge, alpha,” she says, as though she’s speaking to a small child. “The part about your pack is noted, though that is your own right to enforce regardless. Otherwise, you will be permitted to remain in London for a period of time and present your case to Alpha Deacon.”

“I should be able to do that anyway.”

“If you had done so when you first arrived, then you would be correct,” Chaya says. “Consider winning the challenge to be your second chance. Are we all in agreement?”

“Yes,” Kieran says.

Hale’s jaw clenches, but he nods. “Yes.”

“Good. Now, you three will come with me,” Chaya says, pointing to Hale and his betas. “We’ll have a couple of wolves keep an eye on you—I wouldn’t want you getting any ideas before the challenge takes place. Kieran, I assume you will continue to take full responsibility for your brother?”

“Of course.”

I don’t miss the look Chaya shoots Lucien, nor Lucien’s nod. So someone’s taking responsibility for Kieran, too. “I’ll be in touch as soon as Alpha Deacon has arranged a time and a place for your challenge.” She inclines her head to Kieran and then to Lucien. “Kieran. Chieftain.”

“Thank you, Chaya,” Kieran says, and then he takes hold of Drew’s arm, pulling him away from Hale and his betas. Chaya’s already herding them away, and Drew is shaking, eyes still firmly on the ground beneath his feet.

“Just breathe,” Kieran says gently. He squeezes the back of Drew’s neck and Drew draws a hitching breath. Something inside my chest shatters. I want to reach for him, for Adam, but I can’t do it here. If I touch them, I might break too, and that’s not what they need right now.

“The car is here,” Lucien says. Drew jolts like he’s forgotten we’re there. “Come along. We should go home before the sun comes up.”
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Kieran shuts the flat door behind all of us and then leans back against it with a heavy sigh.

“Well, that was… something.”

I shoot him a glare when Drew winces. I kicked off my shoes when I came in and my feet are cold on the wooden floor by the entrance. Adam’s behind me, not touching, but close enough I can feel him. Lucien perches on the arm of the chair, gaze moving between Kieran and Drew.

“That’s what you were running away from, huh?” Kieran asks, tone gentle. Drew squeezes his eyes shut, nodding once.

He’s standing between all of us, still with his coat zipped up, backpack on. For a big guy, he looks so small. So scared.

“You’ve got to give me something, Drew,” Kieran says. “Please.”

“I—” Drew swallows hard. “I didn’t want him.”

My shoulders tense and Adam lets out a sigh, his fingers brushing mine. He’s talking to us, I know, even if he won’t look at us.

“What happened?” Kieran asks.

“Hale’s been sniffing around the pack for ages. It’s not like when you were there, you know? I mean, Dad was unhinged, but he was in control.”

“What’s changed?”

“I… I don’t know. The last year or so, it’s been different. He shifts for days at a time. Weeks, even. People started to talk, but no one in our pack’s willing to challenge him, and he knows it.”

“Not even you?” I ask and immediately wish I could take the words back. Drew flinches, and red floods his cheeks.

“No. I-I’m no good at fighting.”

“What about Hale?” Kieran says.

“He’s the alpha of a nearby pack. I don’t know what happened, but all of a sudden there were all these small packs, all these wolves leaving Manchester and coming closer to our territory. Hale’s as young as he looks; he’s not much older than you. He wants power, and Dad was willing to give it to him.”

“What do you mean?” Lucien asks. He leans forward, watching Drew intently. “How would inviting Hale to be your mate help?”

“Everyone—They all know I won’t be the next alpha,” Drew says. It sounds like a confession. “I’m not capable. No one else thinks they are, either. Dad would still beat Hale in a challenge, though, if Hale dared to do it, so it’s easier to make me an alpha mate, trade me off to another pack, and then when Dad wants to step down…”

He trails off and Kieran sighs, rubbing a hand over his face. “Hale can step in by pretending he’s concerned for the pack he’s come to love through his mate.”

Fury rises in my throat, thick and hot, but there’s something else there, too.

Despair.

“You agreed?” I ask. Adam lets out a sharp gasp, head whipping around to look at me.

“No!” Drew shakes his head vehemently. “No, I didn’t. As soon as Hale arrived and I realised what Dad was up to, I looked for a way out.”

“He called you his mate.”

Drew’s head finally shoots up and I see the anguish in his eyes, but I can’t let myself feel it. “We’re not—There’s no bond. And there couldn’t be. I mean—” His gaze lands on Adam and he flushes again. Tears fill his eyes. “Please. I don’t want to go back there. I don’t want him to—”

I can’t help myself. “You told Adam we were done.” I take a step forward and Adam grabs my hand even as Drew shrinks back. “Why would you go if you didn’t want to? Why would you—”

“I needed to keep you safe!”

Drew all but shouts the words and I can’t do anything but stare at him. Adam makes a plaintive sound in the back of his throat, but Kieran moves before any of us can. He wraps Drew in a tight hug and Adam trembles next to me when tears streak down Drew’s face.

“You’re not going back, then,” Kieran says easily as if his word is the sole deciding factor. He rubs his hand up and down Drew’s back, and his voice is quiet when he says, “Do you remember the night I left?”

I grip Adam’s hand right back. I’ve never asked Kieran about it, even if I saw the aftermath. I can weather a guess now, though.

“Y-Yeah,” Drew murmurs. His back hitches with a sob.

“You remember what you said to me?”

Drew lifts his head. He looks horrified. “But I-I told you I didn’t mean it—”

“Yeah,” Kieran says. His tone is so soft, so relaxed, and I don’t know how he can feel that way after everything that’s happened tonight. “You told me I had no wolf. I had no place in your pack. I needed to leave.”

Drew bites his lower lip, but it wobbles anyway, and Adam’s grip on my hand is so tight it hurts. I set my jaw. What is Kieran doing?

“So I thought it was weird, what you said to Sam and Adam tonight,” Kieran says, and he smiles faintly. “Believe me, Drew. You can’t help people by pushing them out of your life. That never, ever works out the way you want it to.”

He breaks eye contact with Drew for one second to look at Lucien. Lucien, who smiles at him, his expression full of so much love it makes my chest ache.

“I just—I didn’t—”

Drew collapses against Kieran again and Kieran holds him, rubbing his back as Drew sobs into his shoulder. I glance at Adam. He’s not crying, but I watch the way he swallows. He’s being strong for Drew. For both of us.

“But he’ll ask Alpha Deacon,” Drew says between sobs. “And I’ll have to—”

Kieran frowns at him. “You think I won’t win?”

Drew doesn’t let go of him, but he doesn’t answer, either. Kieran turns his glare on me and Adam, and then Lucien. His frown deepens. “You all think I’m going to lose?”

Lucien shakes his head. There’s unwavering confidence in his voice when he replies, “No, my love. I have faith in you.”

“Well, thank fuck one of you does.” Kieran squeezes Drew’s shoulders before he lets go. “It’ll be fine. Like you said, he’s not much older than me. I’d worry if he were Dad’s age, but he’s basically still a pup.”

Drew wipes his face with the back of his hand, scowling. “You’re being flippant.”

“I’m not.”

“It’s not like you don’t have a habit of it,” I snap, and Adam squeezes my hand again. I can’t help it. I’m mad at Drew, but I also can’t be mad at Drew, and I want to kill Hale myself—Hale, but also Kieran and Drew’s useless, pathetic father—but he’s not here, so Kieran—

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Adam takes a step back when Kieran turns to me, and part of me doesn’t blame him.

I let go of Adam’s hand and throw mine up in the air in frustration. “You don’t think things through! Challenging an alpha? It’s not like you’ve come out on top the last few times you’ve gone up against vampires.”

“First of all,” Kieran says, his voice low, “you’ll notice I’m the one standing here, and not the vampires. But fighting a vampire isn’t like fighting a wolf. I know what I’m doing.”

“Do you?”

It’s Drew who asked, not me, and he does his best not to wilt under the look Kieran gives him.

“What?”

“When’s the last time you fought a wolf? Dad trained you, but you left years ago.”

“And why do you think I had to leave in the first place?” Kieran says, then louder, “I wouldn’t have challenged him if I thought I’d lose. And what else was I supposed to do? Let him just take you back up there?”

Pain flares in my chest, bright and pulsing, and I scowl. Drew runs a hand over his face. “No, but… Maybe I shouldn’t have come.”

I’m stunned into silence, and it seems as though the others are, too.

For a moment, at least. “That’s a foolish thing to say,” Adam says, and Kieran’s mouth snaps shut, Adam’s words cutting off whatever he’d been about to say.

Drew looks at him, his eyes big and wet. “What?”

“You needed help, so you sought it out.” Adam gives Drew a shaky smile. “It generally helps if you ask, too, but you’re lucky we’re a generous bunch.”

Kieran snorts. A smile plays around the edges of Lucien’s mouth.

“But I—You’re already dealing with stuff, and this—”

“Bad timing isn’t your fault,” Adam says. “And yeah, you definitely should’ve told us, no matter what else was going on. Hale’s been here bothering you, right? Texting you?”

Drew’s voice comes out choked when he says, “Y-Yeah.”

“So you need to tell us shit like that. Then we can help you. I’m sorry we didn’t tell you about the vampire earlier, Drew. We should have. We all need to do better.”

“I know.”

“Do you, though?”

The question hangs in the air. Drew stares back at Adam, his whole body slumped in defeat.

“Yes.”

“Good.”

Irritation flares through me. This isn’t over. We’ve solved nothing, and on top of all that— “So that’s it, then?” I snap. “You’re going to go ahead and fight an alpha?”

Kieran shrugs. “Looks like it. We’ll see what Deacon says about the time and place, but in the meantime, we’ve still got to find Elliot and those other mages.”

I let out an annoyed sound. He’s going to—I storm into my room and slam the door behind me.

Once inside, I pace. Adam and I fell asleep but only for an hour or so before the wards woke me, before Lucien called and told us to get in the car waiting for us. Kieran knew what Drew was up to, all right, and he’d seen Hale’s car before—he knew what he was looking for.

But now, this? I sit on the edge of my bed, rubbing at that hollow, aching space in my chest. Hale might kill Kieran, and then Drew’s still vulnerable, and the mages will still be after Lucien and Adam and, ultimately, Vasile, and Elliot will still be after me.

I groan and topple backwards. The pillow smells like Drew and though I hate the way that comforts me, I can’t help but breathe him in greedily.

I don’t know how we move past this. And if we don’t? It’s like I predicted—messy and complicated for everyone, not just the three of us.

Voices murmur beyond my door. Will Adam come in? Will Drew?

I don’t know if I want to see either of them. I don’t know what I want at all.


Chapter thirty-four
Adam
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Lucien’s low murmurs filter through Sam’s bedroom door, but I don’t move from the bed. It’s late afternoon, and Sam and Kieran are out—they have been since just before midday, when Sam brushed my hair back from my face and murmured a goodbye.

I sigh, rolling onto my side. Lucien’s talking to Drew, who’s hardly responding, though I know that won’t upset Lucien any. He’s trying to comfort him, and I hope he’s succeeding.

There’s one thing I just don’t get.

Drew has to know we’re both his, right? Even when I slipped into Sam’s room last night, he was still angry—though he all but dragged me into bed when I offered to stay in the living room. I don’t know what I’d have done if he hadn’t. Drew wanted to be alone. That much was obvious.

But Sam seems less certain than I do, and I don’t know why. He’s got enough magic in him that he should be able to notice a bond.

I throw back the covers with an irritated noise and drag yesterday’s T-shirt over my head. I need to set eyes on Drew, to be certain he’s okay. Physically, anyway.

When I step out into the living room, both Drew and Lucien look up at me. The TV is playing quietly in the background, but I don’t think either of them has been watching it; Lucien is sitting in an armchair, one ankle resting on his opposite knee, entirely at ease. Drew has his arms wrapped around his middle, his shoulders slumped.

“Hey,” I murmur. I’m definitely not as angry with him as Sam is—and I think Sam’s angrier at everyone else than he is at Drew. “Are you—”

“I-I need to shower.”

Drew all but runs out of the room and closes the bathroom door behind him. I stare at it for a moment in silence. Well. I guess he doesn’t want to speak to me, either.

“Come and sit down,” Lucien says. When I don’t move, he sighs and pushes a bag next to the coffee table. “I have clothes for you.”

I pick up the bag before I sit on the sofa, taking the spot Drew just vacated. My mouth is dry, fear creeping along my limbs that I can’t fight.

“What do I do?” I ask.

Lucien sighs. He rests his chin on his hand, steadily meeting my gaze. “Wait.”

“What?”

“You know what to do,” he says. “Give him time. Wait for him. For both of them.”

My chest hurts, and I don’t know if it’s coming from Drew or from Sam or if it’s just me, sad and disappointed and lost for the first time in a while. When I rub it, Lucien sighs.

“Have you talked about that?” he asks more quietly. The water is on in the bathroom, but who knows how well Drew can hear.

I shake my head.

“It will not help right now. He is scared, Adam. Scared of Hale, yes, but scared of losing you and Sam, too.”

“He told you that?”

“No,” Lucien says, and his smile is faint. “But I recognise the feeling. I also recognise a stubborn wolf when I see one.”

I can’t help my snort, and Lucien’s smile widens. I shake my head. “You really think Kieran will win?”

“Yes.”

No hesitation. No doubt. When I look at Lucien, he stares placidly back, and fuck, he really does believe in him, doesn’t he?

“He doesn’t have a wolf, though, and I don’t know how these challenges work, but—”

“Adam.”

I snap my mouth shut.

“I believe in him. I know he will do whatever it takes to protect those he cares about, and I know that he cares for his brother in a way he cares for few others. He will not lose, not if Drew is at risk.”

I want to fight for Drew, too, but I’m not foolish enough to go up against an alpha wolf, even if I’m older than he is. Drew seems entirely averse to fighting, and I’m not like that, but I’m not like our mage, either.

“Yeah, okay,” I say. I do feel… calmer, seeing Lucien so sure. I don’t think it’s just for show, just to make me feel better. “Where are they?”

“With Ophelia and Dante.” Lucien’s eyes flick to the bathroom door. The shower’s still on. “Sam wanted to get out of here. I am surprised you did not hear him and Kieran arguing about that this morning.”

“Arguing?”

“Sam did not want Kieran to accompany him, but Kieran insisted.” Lucien’s lips twitch. “So did Ophelia, when Sam called.”

“Well, if he’s going to listen to anyone…” I say with a laugh.

“Time, Adam. God knows we have enough of it.”

He’s not wrong, and I nod so he understands I get it. The TV’s playing some reality show, so I flick it over to a period piece I think Drew will enjoy before I stand again.

“You can remain out here,” Lucien says, but I shake my head.

“You’ve got him,” I say. “And I think… I don’t think he wants me here right now.”

It hurts to say it, and Lucien hears it, but he doesn’t let me down. He never does.

“All right. Get some more rest.”

I slip back into Sam’s room and strip off my T-shirt before I climb back into bed. It’s a few minutes before I hear the bathroom door open, and the low rumble of Drew’s voice raised in a question. I don’t try to understand the words. I close my eyes and drift off to the hum of him and Lucien speaking to each other.
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I wake later when someone comes into the room. I don’t open my eyes when I realise it’s Drew, his footsteps light as he wanders, searching for something. Whatever it is, he finds it quickly, but then he pauses next to the bed.

I do my best to keep myself still, to pretend I’m still sleeping. Does he want me to wake? Does he want me to ask him to climb into bed, to wrap myself around him the way I want to?

He lets out a heavy sigh and shifts from foot to foot. “I’m sorry,” he whispers, and the despair in his voice almost overwhelms me. “I wish it could’ve been the three of us, but I—It’ll be best if I—”

I fight the urge to open my eyes. What is he talking about? Why can’t it be the three of us? Sam’s angry, but we can deal with that, especially together.

“I don’t want to hurt you again,” Drew whispers, and then all but flees the room.

My eyes snap open as soon as the door closes, and I sit up in bed. I clench my jaw. He’d better not be thinking of trying to leave again. Absolutely not. If he doesn’t want me or Sam, if he wants to be left alone, that’s one thing. But I’m not having him put himself in danger just because he thinks he’s hurt us that badly.

We’re big boys. We’ll be fine.

I climb out of bed and dig through the bag Lucien gave me, starting to dress. I showered last night, and besides, I want to face Drew fully clothed for this. Fuck waiting. I’m not going to let this wound fester.

Only, the moment I drag another T-shirt over my head, I hear the front door open, and Sam and Kieran come inside. Kieran’s greeting is bright, but Sam murmurs his before his footsteps head straight for his room. He lets himself inside and closes the door, leaning back against it. For a moment, he stands there, head resting against the door, exposing the pale line of his throat.

My heart thumps hard in my chest. My fangs ache, begging to drop, begging for me to press my face against Sam’s throat and let them sink in deep.

He lifts his head, eyes flashing when he spots me standing there.

“I thought you were still asleep,” he says.

I shrug. It’s dark out now, and I flick on the light so he can see better. “Just woke up again.”

Sam hums. He shrugs off his jacket, letting it drop as he walks—no, prowls towards me. I swallow and take a step back, sitting back on the bed when my thighs hit the mattress.

I part my legs so Sam can step right between them, bringing our bodies close. When I tilt my head back to look up at him, his expression is unreadable, though something dangerous glimmers in his eyes.

“Sam—”

He kisses me. It’s a hard kiss, almost frantic, and I try to ignore the pull in my chest the moment our lips meet. I don’t want to try to read what he’s feeling as he bites my lower lip hard enough to make me gasp.

I don’t need to. I know him well enough.

He sucks marks down my throat, and beyond this room, I hear the front door shut. There’s only one heartbeat out there. Only Drew. “Sam,” I say.

Sam clambers into my lap. He lets out a little sound when his arms go around me, worrying a piece of my skin between his teeth. I moan and grab his hips, barely managing to shake my head. “Stop.”

He does, instantly, looking up at me with curiosity in his eyes. We haven’t let go of each other, and I don’t want to. I just want—no, need to sort this out.

“What are you doing?”

Sam’s smirk doesn’t reach his eyes, dark and troubled as they are. “What do you think?”

There’s still anger in his face, in the set of his shoulders, and all at once, I realise it’s not directed at Drew, or Kieran, or even Hale.

He’s angry at himself.

He kisses me again and I kiss him back, trying to keep things gentle. He pushes for more. Sam presses up against me, rolling his hips. His hands are tight and possessive, teeth nipping my lower lip.

I pull back again, breathing hard. “Answer me properly.”

Sam bares his teeth. “I did.”

“No. No.” I let go of him entirely, though I’m careful to make sure he doesn’t fall off my lap. “You want me to… You’re angry, but you don’t want to take it out on me. You want me to take it out on you.”

Shock makes Sam’s eyes widen but only for a second. His hand drifts towards his chest, but he jerks it aside at the last moment, and I think he’s not even aware of the movement.

“Fine,” he bites out.

Does he not know?

Does Drew not know?

“Get out of here, then.”

I blink at him. “Sorry, what?”

Sam climbs off me and crosses his arms over his chest. “Get out.”

I let out a frustrated sound and get to my feet. “Fine.”

He doesn’t look at me as I leave the room, closing the door firmly behind me. Drew knows there’s a bond. I’m sure of that. He can’t have missed it. But does he know it’s the three of us?

Is it the three of us?

Drew’s sitting on the sofa and he looks up at me with wary eyes. I cross to the window and look out. The night’s clear, and I can’t see anything out of the ordinary.

“Where’s Lucien?” I ask.

Drew’s shoulders jerk. “He—They left. To see Vasile, I think.” His voice is small, and as he speaks, he makes himself smaller, too.

I look outside again. If there are mages, I’ll sense them. I trust Chaya and Deacon to have the wolves in hand.

I can’t stay here. Not right now.

I cross to the door and put my shoes on. When I reach for the door handle, Drew stands, a sound escaping him that gives me pause. I glance back over my shoulder.

“I can’t be in here for another second,” I say, and where I expected my voice to be steady, strong, it comes out almost broken. I squeeze my eyes shut.

We can’t all be out of control. I’m supposed to be able to handle at least this.

When I open my eyes again, Drew’s still standing there, watching me. He nods once, flicking off the TV before he comes closer. He looks… determined.

“Let me come with you.”

“No, I-I’ll just go for a walk. I’ll be back soon, I swear, I just—”

Drew reaches for me. He doesn’t touch, his hand hovering maybe an inch away from my forearm, but he holds it there, and his heart is steady.

“I’m coming with you,” he says.


Chapter thirty-five
Drew
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I watch Adam out of the corner of my eye as we step out of the building. I know what he and Sam were doing in there. I heard it.

I could feel Adam’s confusion, too. His anger, his hurt—I don’t know for sure why he wants to walk around, but I understand the urge.

We approach the wards, and I hesitate as the magic reaches out towards us.

“We won’t go far,” Adam says. “I just need to be out here, you know?”

We’re already out here, but I still follow him obediently through the wards and onto the street.

Sam has to know we’ve gone. Will he come after us?

Probably not. Maybe he hopes I won’t come back. He barely looked at me when he returned earlier, and that stings more than it would if he yelled, if he told me all the things I’ve done wrong.

I wrap my arms around my middle. Adam needs this, not me. It’s not about me.

We walk for a while, neither of us speaking, though I think Adam’s turning words over in his head, working out what he wants to say.

“Why didn’t you tell us?” he asks as we round a corner.

“About Hale?”

Adam nods.

I wring my hands, then push them into the pocket of my hoodie. “I-I thought I could handle it. I managed to get away from him.”

“On your own?”

I think of Jeremiah and Paxton, and a pang of guilt hits me. I didn’t even do that, did I? “No. Not entirely.”

Adam sighs and I shake my head.

“I know it was a bad idea, okay? I know that. I just didn’t know what else to do! I don’t know any of you, not really, and I didn’t want anyone to get hurt because of me!”

Adam’s silent as I suck in ragged breaths. We’re both still walking.

“That’s fair,” he says eventually. “Some of it, anyway.”

“It doesn’t matter.” I all but spit the words out. “Kieran’s going to get hurt anyway. I should have been able to take care of Hale myself.”

“If you’re not a fighter, then you’re not.”

“It’s not—” I let out an irritated sound. “I know how to fight. But I know I won’t beat someone like Hale. I don’t want to.”

Adam stops, and I stop with him. I suck in a surprised breath when he reaches up to cup my face gently. “That’s okay, too,” he murmurs. “I think Kieran’s got enough fighting spirit for both of you, honestly. Plus, you’ve got me and Sam.”

“No, I don’t.”

“Yes, you do.” Adam shakes his head. “Sam’s… hurting. Which doesn’t make the shit he’s doing okay, but I think he suffers under the same delusion you do.”

“What’s that?”

“He thinks he’s got to handle everything on his own.”

I stand frozen as Adam stretches up and brushes our lips together. I suck in a startled breath, but then he steps back, his hands falling from my face.

“It’s some bullshit,” Adam continues. He reaches for my hand, threading our fingers together before he starts walking again. I follow along helplessly. I need to tell him about the bond. My eyes burn, and I know he can hear the way my heart is racing in my chest. “But I’m sure I’ll help you both get over it eventually.”

I gape at him. “You—”

“What?”

“You’re not serious?” He squeezes my hand when I try to pull away. “Kieran’s going to get himself killed! And I—We—”

“No, he isn’t,” Adam says, and God, he believes it, doesn’t he?

“He doesn’t have a wolf!”

“No, he doesn’t. But the first time I saw your brother, I watched him rip a pair of iron cuffs in two so he could jump into a fight with a vampire, so I think he might just stand a chance.”

I stop short. “H-he did?”

“What, you’ve never seen him do anything like that before?”

“No.” It’s not like it ever came up. Dad trained both of us, sure, but iron cuffs never entered the equation, and Kieran’s five years older than me and was always so protective… I know—I’ve always known—that Kieran held back when Dad made us fight each other. Kieran was yelled at enough for it. But to break iron?

I shake my head. I can’t do that. I don’t know any wolves who can. Maybe the cuffs were old, though, and rusty. Maybe he never broke them at all.

“I’m not saying you don’t have to ever worry about him, but I think it’s safe to say he knows what he’s doing. You know, at least some of the time.” Adam’s grin is wide, and I huff a laugh.

“Yeah. I get it.” Warmth floods my chest when our eyes meet, and I know it’s not just coming from me.

An icy chill shivers down my spine. I need to talk to him about the bond, and I should talk to Sam, too, but the thought of telling him—

“What is it?” Adam asks. We stop at another corner, and when the wind whips up around us, I shiver. It’s not too late yet, but it’s a cold night, and the street is empty. Light spills from nearby houses onto the tarmac.

“I—” I don’t know where to begin. I let go of Adam’s hand, pressing my own against my chest. “There’s something I need to tell you.”

Adam tilts his head to one side, his eyes bright and knowing. “Would you be mad if I said I’ve already figured it out?”

“You have?”

He reaches for my hand, and I let him take it. “All you wolves—and I’m including your brother in that—think you keep your secrets so well. Did you think I wouldn’t figure it out?”

Why would I? Tears fill my eyes and Adam moves in close, one hand sliding around the back of my neck to squeeze tight. That’s the only thing that has me sucking in a shuddering breath.

“But Sam—”

Adam frowns. “What about Sam?”

Does he not know? Does he not care? My head spins; I don’t understand. Adam wanted it to be three of us. I don’t see how we could be together with Sam right there, watching…

Adam crowds closer and presses his face against my throat. “It’s okay,” he says. “We’ll work it out. Just got to deal with a couple of tiny problems, and then—”

I go still as a tingle of magic washes over my skin. I open my mouth to warn Adam, but I’m not fast enough.

A spell hits me in a powerful, painful rush, lifting me off my feet and sending me flying to the other side of the road. I whack my head on the pavement, hearing a sickening crack. Dull pain radiates through me, but I can still feel the phantom touch of Adam’s hand in my own.

I hear shouts. A scuffle. Fear rises and falls in my chest, some of it mine, some of it Adam’s. I can’t move. My skull is knitting back together, the pain enough to make me scream as I try to lift my head.

I’ll be fine. I know that.

But Adam—

My wolf pushes to the surface as I slowly sit up. Adam’s on the ground. One of the mages swears when he sees me moving. Another spell cracks through the air, and I drag myself aside to avoid it. Elliot’s there. He’s standing over Adam, though he turns on the mage who just shot a spell at me.

“Leave the wolf!”

I get to my hands and knees, but I can’t move fast enough. Magic floods the air, not aimed at me this time, and I watch as they all disappear.

They’re all gone.

Adam’s gone.

The urge to shift is suddenly overwhelming in its intensity, but I can’t risk it. Curtains are twitching, doors half-opening, and I shakily get to my feet.

Blood slides down my face, hot against my clammy skin, and my stomach rolls as I turn and head back the way we came.

Adam’s gone.

We have to get him back.


Chapter thirty-six
Sam
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I creep out into the living room only after I feel Drew and Adam leave the wards. One of Drew’s hoodies is hanging over the back of the sofa and I glare at it out of the corner of the eye, pretending to watch the TV until I give in and tug it over my head. It buries me, of course, but I let out a sigh and snuggle into it, trying to ignore the way I’m greedily inhaling Drew’s scent.

Maybe I can keep it together when they come back. My face burns, and I bury it in my hands.

It’s bad enough I can hardly look at Drew without seeing my own failure to protect him. But trying to use Adam like that?

I’m fucked. And not in a good way.

I might have to—I swallow hard, feeling my magic surge.

I might have to break things off with both of them.

I flip through the channels, not looking at what’s on. It’s probably for the best. They know some of who I am, where I’m from, but they’ll probably hate me when they learn the truth of it. When they learn what I did. Maybe Adam’s killed a human or two before, but I doubt it. Drew clearly hates the idea of hurting anyone.

How could they want me once they learn who I am?

I drop the remote on the floor and groan as a sudden headache strikes me. I never should have given in. I never should have had that first night with them. Kieran won’t want me to go, but I have to, don’t I? He’s going to fight an alpha wolf for his brother. He’ll never give Drew up again, and I can’t blame him for that.

And Adam? Lucien would never cut ties with him, and I couldn’t ask him to.

Maybe I could stay with Ophelia and Dante. I get to my feet and pace, ignoring the way Drew’s hoodie falls to my thighs, the way it feels like he’s wrapped around me. If Kieran needed something, then he’d be able to find me. I could see if Pris has room, too. I stayed in her flat before. I could do it again.

My head snaps up when I feel Drew cross the wards again. I don’t know if I can face him. I don’t know if—

I pause a few steps from my bedroom door.

Something’s wrong.

Where’s Adam?

I head for the door, but Drew bursts through before I can reach it, breathing hard. Blood streaks his face and my magic surges up, desperate to lash out and kill whoever’s hurt him.

“Adam,” he says between heaving breaths. “Mages found us. Took him.”

I’m by his side in an instant, steering him to a chair. He tries to fight me, but I press my fingers into his shoulders and shake my head. “Take a breath.” There’s a lot of blood, and I see where it originated, his hair matted and wet. There’s no wound beneath, but the skin of his scalp is an angry red. “Fuck. What did they do to you?”

My voice comes out a growl and when Drew sits, he looks up at me with wide, dark eyes. He’s paler than I’ve ever seen him, but his pupils are dilating like normal, so at least he’s not concussed.

“Hit me with a spell. I don’t know. It doesn’t matter. They took him.”

The last sentence is full of pain, sharp and jagged, and it reverberates through me, settling deep in my chest.

“Your head, Drew. How is it?”

It takes him a second to catch my meaning. He presses his fingers to the spot and winces.

“Hurts, but it’s healing. We need to—”

“Stay there,” I say, even as everything inside me aches to storm outside and tear the city apart. I stalk through to the bathroom instead, grabbing a first aid kit from under the sink.

Drew tries to push to his feet when he sees what I’m holding, but I shove him back down again. When I straddle his lap, he lets out a squawk of surprise. I need to be close to him and I need him to stay still.

This seems like the easiest way to ensure both of those things.

“Turn your head.”

I wipe the worst of the blood from his skin, but all the scratches and grazes are healing now, too. Drew’s shaking hands land on my bare thighs. Slowly, his breaths start to even out.

“I’m okay,” Drew murmurs, so quietly I almost don’t hear him.

“I know,” I reply, harsher than I mean to. “Sorry. I’m not mad at you. I’m pissed they got him.”

The mark on Drew’s head is already less red-looking than it was a few minutes ago. It’ll be gone soon. Drew grabs my wrist and looks up at me.

“There were four of them,” he says, all in a rush. “Three mages and Elliot. One of them tried to hit me again, but Elliot told him to stop. He teleported them out of there. I tried to get up, Sam, I tried, but they vanished right in front of me.”

My stomach sinks. “I can’t—I can’t track that,” I say. “That’s the point of those kinds of spells. That’s the whole—The problem we’ve been having.”

Drew’s pulse flutters in the base of his throat. He sways a little where he’s sitting, and I push the first aid kit aside, almost knocking it off the chair before I wrap my arms around his middle.

He makes a quiet noise, sounding almost pained, and I sit back again. “Did I hurt you?”

“No,” Drew says, and when his eyes meet mine, he looks devastated. “But I know how to find Adam.”

“I told you, I can’t—”

Drew grabs my hand and presses it to his chest. There’s nothing there, nothing—

Oh.

His eyes shine when I look at him again. “A mating bond,” he whispers. “I think it’s strong enough for me to find him.”

I swallow and nod. I expect to feel some sadness, some grief that yes, this really is over, and I never stood a chance, but it doesn’t come.

It can wait. I’ll still find him, still protect them both, no matter what.

“Okay,” I say and get to my feet, holding out a hand to help Drew up. “Let’s get back down there and start looking.”
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There are police on the street when we arrive, and Drew and I stay in the shadows as he listens to a woman they’re talking to.

“Oh, no,” he mutters.

“What is it?”

“She saw them teleport.” He pulls a face. “Thank God I didn’t shift.”

“You were going to?”

Drew meets my gaze for the first time since he mentioned the bond earlier. “It was a close thing,” he admits.

I get it. I might not have a mating bond with either of them, but my magic is restless, soothed by the knowledge that Drew is close and healing, and ready to lash out at the fact that Adam’s gone.

I need to focus. I can sense Elliot’s magic, the remnants of his ability to teleport, and the traces of the three others, like Drew said. Now that I know what happened to the other mage, I can sense the same taint of fae magic in their leftover signatures.

At least we’re not going in entirely blind.

“I think it’s this way,” Drew murmurs, and when I look up at him, he’s staring down the street, back the way we’ve come.

“You think…?”

“It’s weak, still,” he says. “If we’d—If Kieran were a wolf, he’d be able to track Lucien down instantly. No matter what. We’re not… there yet. But that’s where I feel like we need to go.”

I swallow. I can trust Drew. Follow him.

“Lead the way,” I say, and there’s a flare of pride in his eyes before he starts walking.

We walk for over an hour, Drew leading me this way and that as he calibrates to a bond I can’t feel. I frown, though, when the landscape becomes more familiar.

“You’ve got to be kidding,” I mutter as we turn onto an industrial estate—onto the same industrial estate where I’ve been training. The warehouse I use is still heavily warded, a shining fucking beacon for the wrong kind of people, and there’s a light upstairs in the building across from it, magic flickering within.

“Drew,” I murmur and grab his arm, tugging him to a stop. “They’re in there, right?”

“Yeah,” he says. We’re far enough that I’m sure they won’t hear us, and I drag Drew over to my warehouse, through and inside the wards. They won’t sense my magic now, either.

“What are we going to do?” Drew asks.

“We’re going in there.”

“We should tell—”

“We need to—”

I feel a sudden phantom pain, like I’ve been slapped across the face. Drew flinches when I feel it, and there’s a dull pain in my chest, a magical pull and—

That’s not possible, is it?

I take a breath, diving inwards. My magic is there, twisting and angry as it reacts to what I’m feeling. I breathe again, calming it a little, and dig deeper, looking for a spark, a flicker, anything.

There it is.

The bond is weak, weaker perhaps because of my magic, because there’s not much room for it to grow.

Not without help.

I push my hands into the bond, pulling in magic and feeding it, strengthening it, sparking it to life. Drew gasps as it flares between us—and I see the tendril snaking towards Adam, too, feeding just as much magic so that he’ll know we’re here.

“Sam?” Drew’s voice is thick. “You—”

“I know,” I say. “Is it—”

He shakes his head, and for a moment I’m not sure if he’s angry or upset or just overwhelmed, but then I feel the incredible rush of relief and happiness coming from him, and I rock back on my heels.

Pain flares on Adam’s end of the bond. We need to go.

I turn, but Drew grabs my arm. “We need to let Kieran know we’re here.”

Fuck. He’s right. I’m still wearing Drew’s hoodie and dig my phone out of the pocket, dialling Kieran’s number. He answers on the first ring.

“Hey. Everything okay?”

“No.” I put him on speaker as I open a messenger app. “I’m sharing my location with you. We’ve found them.”

“We? Found who?”

“The mages. They took Adam.” I hear a growl in the background, and then what sounds like Elle’s voice.

“We’ll be right there,” Kieran says. Lucien’s barking his own orders down his phone. “Don’t do anything until we arrive, okay?”

“I can’t promise that.” The words come out too sharp, and Drew frowns at me. He feels the same, though. We won’t risk Adam.

“Fine,” Kieran barks out. A door closes. “But keep yourself and Drew safe. We’re getting Vasile, and I’ll call Ophelia and Dante. We won’t be long.”

I want to tell him not to bring them, to keep them safe, but we need all the firepower we can get. “Yeah, okay. I will.”

I hang up and shove my phone back into my pocket. Drew goes to move, but I shake my head. I need to get my magic under control, or Elliot will sense me coming.

It takes a minute or so—a minute I’m certain we don’t have—before I feel confident we can leave the wards. Drew follows me towards the building and when he realises I can’t quite see into the windows, high as they are, he slinks silently past, his entire body still as he glances inside.

“Nothing on the ground floor,” he murmurs, lips pressed against my ear. “Upstairs?”

I nod. I can feel Elliot’s magic, though I don’t think he’s using it. He had to teleport here, though, and it’s far enough from where they all ambushed Adam that he can’t have much power left in him.

“No wards,” I whisper and head for the door. I push it gently, bracing myself for noise, but it opens silently, and I indicate for Drew to move past me again.

His night vision is better than mine, and I can’t risk them finding us because I need light. Drew takes my hand and weaves us both through scattered boxes and furniture, detritus of years past.

We pause at the bottom of the stairs. Light flickers above us and I hear footsteps. Drew squeezes my hand five times.

Five of them. Three mages, Elliot, and… Adelaide, I suppose.

Fuck. Maybe we should wait. The element of surprise will help us, though. As long as I can get a shield between Adam and the others, I don’t need to worry about killing them.

A groan echoes down the stairs at the same moment I feel a shudder of pain across my cheek again. Drew shakes. His eyes glow through the darkness, and claws prick at my skin.

I rip my hand away. Above us, someone is speaking, and I press my lips to Drew’s ear.

“Shift.”

He doesn’t hesitate. He toes off his shoes, drags off his clothes, and within a few seconds, he’s shifted, and there’s a sleek, silent beast standing next to me. I don’t have time to be in awe of him, no matter how much I want to sink my fingers into his fur or trace the lines of his new shape.

Magic rushes to me when I reach for it, and I jerk my head up. “Stay low.”

I race up the stairs, uncaring that they can hear me. At the top, I hurl a sphere of power at one of the mages, knocking him aside before a shield jumps between me and Adam. He’s cuffed to a chair, his fangs out, blood trickling from a new wound at his temple.

Drew stays in the darkness behind me, where no one can see him. Elliot smirks when I look at him, surveying me with a tilt of his head before he turns his attention to the mage I’ve knocked out.

“I told you he’s a threat,” he says. There’s banked anger in his voice.

“He will not be for long,” says a woman on the other side of the room.

No. A vampire. Adelaide.

She turns from where she’s been looking out the window. Her eyes are flat, but her mouth twists in a scowl when she looks me over. “I assume Lucien is on the way?”

I don’t say anything. Still, she smiles faintly, taking a couple of steps closer. Elliot stays where he is, back to the wall, but the other two mages flank her, apparently uncaring of the one already injured.

“Good,” she murmurs, studying my face. “Here is just where I want him to be.”


Chapter thirty-seven
Adam
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Adelaide paces in front of me. My head’s still spinning, but I try to follow her movements; any sign of weakness is a danger.

I’m lucky I’m not injured. I felt a surge of magic from the spell bag in my pocket when the mages tried to knock me out, and I guess it can’t help me anymore. That doesn’t matter. What matters is Drew. Is he okay? My last memory of him is tainted with the overwhelming scent of his blood. I swallow the urge to bare my fangs. That’s not going to help.

“Why are we even bothering with this one?” one of the mages asks. Elliot. I remember him, and from the way he raises an eyebrow when I glare at him, he doesn’t care. He crosses his arms over his chest, his suit jacket stretching across his shoulders.

Who dresses like that when they come to kill people? The three other mages are huddled together. I can see them out of the corner of my eye. They’re all wearing dark clothes, shapeless things, enough to make them hard to track. They seem warier of me, though, which is surprising.

I can’t do anything against magic.

“We need his sire,” Adelaide growls, turning on Elliot quickly. He doesn’t step back, but his arms drop, and I taste the metallic flavour of his magic. “You know that.”

“I don’t care.” Elliot snarls, but if he’s trying to rile Adelaide up, it doesn’t work. She just waves him off, instead turning to me.

I don’t get it. She could have kidnapped basically any vampire from our district and Lucien would come for them. Hell, Lucien’s been the one out and about recently—with Kieran, sure, but even he’d have trouble with four mages.

Otherwise… There’s no reason to target me. I’m hardly more than a fledgling. I have no real responsibility within the clan, aside from how I help Elle and Lucien from time to time, and I take more than I give.

“Why do you need Lucien?” I ask.

Adelaide growls. Her eyes flash gold, and I jerk at the cuffs that have my arms pinned behind the chair back. I’m not Kieran. I’m not about to snap them apart and escape.

When she comes closer, though, she smiles. “What do you know about your crai’s ascension to power?”

I blink up at her, confused. “What?”

“When Vasile became crai, hardly any of the older vampires wanted to deal with him, you know. He killed his sire to get the position. The others recognised how brutal and vicious he was.”

What? I shake my head, wincing at the painful after-effects of whatever spell they hit me with. “Surely not.”

“Silly little fledgling,” she says, scorn dripping from her words. “Our master has been plotting his revenge for a century. And he’s gathering others, others who know just how much Vasile deserves everything that is going to happen to him.”

“Lucien doesn’t. I don’t.”

“No,” she says and moves closer. “You don’t. Lucien… Well. He never should have fallen under that hunter’s spell. A better vampire would have resisted. But my master admired his efforts to resolve the situation. What he admires less is Lucien’s choice of mate.”

“Kieran?”

Adelaide nods. “Tristan fucked that up, of course. If everything had gone to plan, Lucien might have survived this.” She glances over her shoulder at Elliot, who isn’t looking at her. “Well, probably not. He’s still close enough to Vasile to be a useful sacrifice.”

“I don’t understand,” I say. The cuffs really won’t budge, and fear suddenly strangles me. What if the others don’t find me? Adelaide wants Lucien to come here, but she hasn’t called him. We teleported away. Is she just going to kill me and—what? Leave my body to be found?

I don’t have time to dwell on it. She slaps me, hard, and the taste of blood fills my mouth. I swallow down the sound I want to let out. Fuck her. Fuck this.

“Luckily, I do,” she says, crouching so we’re at eye level. “I knew what Kieran was before we ever brought him to the clan. And once I knew what a mating bond looks like… How long do you think it will be before that other little wolf comes for you?”

I surge forwards, lifting the chair in my anger, trying to get to her, but one of the mages moves and whispers something, and the legs of the chair slam back down again. “I’ll kill you,” I growl.

“Well, that wolf of yours certainly won’t,” Adelaide replies. “Of course, he’ll probably bring the mage, but that just solves a problem for you, doesn’t it, dear?”

She turns her head to look at Elliot, who won’t meet my eyes. “Yes,” he says.

“Lucien won’t come here alone. Kieran won’t let him, especially not if his brother’s here.”

Adelaide stares at me, but some of the triumph leaves her eyes. Is she—

Oh. She’s scared of him. She knows something about him, something that makes her hesitate.

“Is that why you didn’t kidnap Kieran?” I ask, injecting just enough mocking into my tone that I see her lip curl. “Because you know you couldn’t? Four mages and you know he’d manage to kill you. Especially if he knew you were planning to kill his mate.”

Adelaide growls and I allow myself a smirk.

“You’re just doing the same shit Tristan did,” I say. “Lay a trap and hope they somehow fall into it. You know he’s dead, right?”

“Yes,” she hisses, and suddenly her face is only inches from mine. I dig my fingernails into the palms of my hands, forcing myself to remain still. “Of course I know that. I’m the one who sent Kieran back here to kill him.”

“He’ll kill you, too.”

She growls and pushes away, pacing the room again. The mages to my right are watching me, but they seem scared of her—and Elliot. His eyes are on me, too, but his expression is more speculative.

I need to get her angry. Angry enough that she fucks up because that’s my only chance of escape. Elliot is more dangerous than she is. He’s willing to wait to get Sam.

“I could just kill you now,” Adelaide says, eyes gleaming. “That will get Lucien crawling out of whatever hole he’s dug himself into.”

“He’s not hiding from you,” I snap. “He’s trying to find you.”

She’s not listening to me, though. She’s watching me like a vampire watches its prey, and I don’t like that I want to shiver.

“Killing Lucien isn’t going to do anything to Vasile,” I say. “He’s already down one chieftain.”

Adelaide shakes her head. “It’s not about that. Killing off the chieftains weakens Vasile’s position. Killing your sire… Everyone knows how he cares for Lucien. How he brought a thief into the fold, how he protected a would-be murderer and, now, his strange abomination of a mate.”

My thoughts catch on how coolly she says it all. Killing off the chieftains… I close my eyes and shake my head.

“You killed Lazarus.”

“In a manner of speaking.” Adelaide shrugs. “My master wants his revenge on the Council, too.”

Elliot scoffs. “Tell him everything, why don’t you?” He doesn’t flinch when she swings around to face him. “Just kill him if you’re going to do it. We can’t do anything to the wolves without Ta—”

She moves so quickly that Elliot doesn’t have time to throw up a shield, and he groans when she slams him against the wall. Pain cracks his expression, but he doesn’t make another noise, even as she holds him there, hands on his shoulders.

“Give me your wrist.”

Elliot’s expression hardens. “No.”

“Do it, or I’ll drink you dry.”

He stares at her for a moment, and I’m certain the other mages are holding their breaths. Elliot nods once, jaw set, and Adelaide lets go, though she doesn’t step back. He shrugs off his jacket before he uncuffs his shirt sleeve, rolling it up to his elbow.

Adelaide snatches up his arm and digs her teeth into his wrist. She’s not even trying to be gentle, and she drinks greedily. Elliot pales. I hear his heartbeat pick up, then begin to slow.

“You’re taking too much!”

She lifts her head at my shout, gifting me with a vicious snarl, and I bare my fangs back at her. Her eyes glow gold. She’s more predator than anything else right now.

It gives Elliot a chance, though. He tears his wrist from her grip and when she whirls around, he’s already lifted a magical shield between them. “He’s right,” he says, and fuck knows how his voice comes out that steady because mine wouldn’t. “That’s enough.”

Adelaide wipes the back of her mouth with her hand. There’s still a glow to her eyes, but she doesn’t seem like I did when I drank from Sam. I felt… drunk. Silly. More aware of magic, maybe, but that’s a sense I’ve always had.

Elliot puts his jacket back on as Adelaide stalks over to me. When she hits me again, I groan, feeling skin split and blood slide down the side of my face.

There’s a sound from below. Footsteps on the stairs. I can’t turn to look, but I don’t need to; a shield buzzes between us, but I pick up Sam’s lightning scent, Drew half a foot behind him.

One of the mages lets out a groan and collapses to the ground.

I don’t care about that. Has Drew shifted? His scent is different, and I want to see.

“I told you he’s a threat,” Elliot says to Adelaide. He’s still angry at her; she’s weakened him, and how is he supposed to face Sam now?

“He will not be for long,” Adelaide replies. She looks past me, at Sam. “I assume Lucien is on the way?”

He doesn’t answer. I try to look at him, but I can’t, and moving just makes my head spin.

“Good. Here is just where I want him to be.”

She rushes towards me all at once, and when she reaches around and snaps the cuffs easily, I hear Sam’s gasp. Magic fills the air, the mages preparing to launch attacks against him as Adelaide spins me, pinning me to the wall near Elliot.

I try to twist out of her grip. Elliot’s shield only encompasses the three of us; he doesn’t give a shit about the other mages, clearly. Adelaide growls and her hand twists in my hair, yanking my head to the side.

No, no, no. Past her, I see Drew barrel into the room, knocking one of the mages to the ground. That only leaves one. One and—

A spell hits Elliot’s shield. It wavers. Maybe Sam will—

Adelaide tears into my throat, and pain lances through me. I scream. Blood pours over my collarbone, soaking my shirt, sticking it to my skin.

She lifts her head. My blood coats her chin, dripping gruesomely to the ground.

“He’ll come for you now,” she says and drops me to the floor.


Chapter thirty-eight
Drew
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Adam falls to the floor, unmoving.

Sam lets out a cry that tears through me, and the magic he unleashes is terrifying in how powerful it is, slamming against Elliot’s shield with all the force of a battering ram.

Another mage falls and doesn’t get up. Elliot’s shield fluctuates, shifts, moving to encompass only him.

No.

Him and Adam.

He’s leaving Adelaide for us.

Sam is terrified for Adam—I can feel it as surely as I can feel Adam’s life slipping away—and so I focus on her, a snarl rumbling up my throat that has her turning towards me.

She smirks.

“He won’t care if I kill you.”

It’s all the warning I get before she moves.

She hits me harder than she has any right to, claws trying to dig in through my thick pelt of fur. I turn on her, snapping my jaws, and she flinches back as my teeth graze her arm.

I don’t have time to waste. Sam’s still attacking Elliot’s shield, but Elliot—

Elliot has his wrist pressed to Adam’s mouth, Adam’s head propped up on his thighs. Blood still spills from his wound, but maybe it’s beginning to slow?

Adelaide launches herself at me again, and I brace myself for the hit. It’s the best way to fight a vampire, even one as freakishly strong as she is. They’re faster than wolves, but we can outlast them.

I duck my face so she can’t get my eyes, and when she grabs me around the middle, trying to toss me aside, I dig my claws into the wooden floor and snap at her legs. She cries out when I bite her, and I growl when her claws scrape my side.

She seems to know better than to bite me. Not that she’d get far. I lock my jaw and drag myself back, pulling her legs out from under her. Blood fills my mouth. She shouts again, trying to get the mages to wake, trying to free herself without losing a chunk of her calf.

I growl, long and low. I might just kill her. The bond between me and Adam feels stronger than it did a minute ago. It doesn’t matter. She tried to kill him.

She kicks me in the muzzle, and I yelp, skittering backwards and letting go of her leg. Adelaide pants, face twisted in fury as she stands on shaking legs.

I can keep her busy, at least. Except, her eyes flash gold and magic washes over me, which is—

Impossible.

The magic digs in, like thousands of needles burrowing through my fur and into my skin, and I howl but stand my ground. I’ll protect them. Both of them.

When I run at her, she hesitates, and I leap, my front paws landing on her shoulders and bringing her to the ground. She tries to fight me, but she’s weakening, and though I feel the buzz of magic again, it’s less intense.

“Get off me, you—” She twists and claws at me, but I can stand it. I can.

“Move!” Sam’s voice isn’t one I can disobey. I leap aside, and Adelaide gets to her feet, bleeding and injured, and she jerks towards Sam but doesn’t get any further than that.

His magic is more powerful than anything I’ve felt tonight. It hits her, a tsunami of sheer force, and she flies back, crashing through the window and out into the night.

I race over to the window and look out. She’s impaled on the fence below, but I only see her for a second before her body bursts into flames, the brightness making me yelp in surprise.

She’s gone.

But Adam…

I turn on Elliot with a growl. He’s sitting on the floor, leaning against the wall, and his face is pale, breath coming in short pants. Adam lies a few feet away. His throat is healing up, and his eyes flutter open, widening in panic.

Elliot drags his shield back, surrounding only himself, and Sam races to Adam’s side. “It’s okay,” Sam murmurs. “It’s okay, just relax, don’t hurt yourself.”

I stalk over, too, my eyes on Elliot, who’s watching me right back. He looks pained and tired, and though he’s been trying to kill Sam, he just saved Adam’s life, and I don’t know what to do about that.

Sam’s magic surges and he turns on Elliot with a vicious glare. Even I can feel that his shield is now paper-thin. “I should—”

I shift back, kneeling on the floor next to Adam’s head, and Sam’s attention snaps to me.

“Why did you help him?”

Elliot looks at Adam, his expression still soft. It hardens when he looks at Sam, and he sneers. “Figured it was my best chance of getting away from unhinged vampires.”

“You’re not getting away from anything,” Sam growls. “I should kill you myself.”

“He saved Adam,” I say. Adam makes a confused sound and I run my fingers through his hair.

“Fine,” Sam snaps. “The Council, then. They can deal with him.”

I shake my head. “We need to know—” I look at Elliot, who frowns at me. “Who’s the other vampire? Who was Adelaide serving?”

He doesn’t speak and Sam scoffs. I reach out and take hold of his wrist, then his hand. We need to be patient. There’s a time and place for violence, maybe, but there’s a time for this, too.

“Please,” I say. “We need to be ready for him.”

“Be ready?” Elliot shakes his head, practically spitting the words. “You can’t be ready for him, wolf. No one can.”

“Then help us,” I reply.

I meet Elliot’s gaze. I need him to know. I need him to know I’m sorry that his sister is dead, but I’ll do whatever it takes to protect my own family. He has to understand that, right? He’s tried to do the same thing.

“His name is Tamesis,” Elliot says eventually. “He’s—You need to be careful with the vampire. Vasile. It’s him he wants.”

“And Kieran,” I reply.

“Not like he wants Vasile. Or Deacon. He’ll burn the world down if it means they’ll burn with it.”

A shiver wracks my spine. Adam tries to sit up, and I turn my attention to him, trying to help. The wound on his throat has mostly healed over, though it’s still angry and red.

Magic rushes over me. Elliot’s drawing it in, and Sam jolts forwards.

“Stop it! You’ll kill yourself.”

Elliot huffs a laugh. “Maybe. Did you kill Nora?”

Sam shakes his head. “No. I swear, I—No.”

Elliot doesn’t reply. Magic surges and pain creases his face and then, all at once, he’s gone, like he was never there at all.

I hold Adam against me until Kieran and Lucien arrive. Ophelia and Dante aren’t far behind them, and Sam squeezes my arm when he sees them all, though Lucien is already stalking over to us.

Adam’s still awake, his breathing even. Lucien crouches and looks into his eyes, face paling at the red skin on his throat.

“You—”

“He’ll be okay,” I say, and Adam’s hand lands on my thigh. My bare thigh. I close my eyes and press my forehead against his shoulder. I’m not about to leave him to go fetch my clothes. They’ll just have to deal with it.

“You saved him?” Lucien asks.

I shake my head. “Elliot—”

Adam squeezes. “You… did,” he croaks out, and I slump against him again.

Kieran appears at our side, my clothes in his arms. “Lucien’s got him,” he murmurs, but I don’t move until Adam lets go.

I change in the middle of the room. The three mages are bound up now, still unconscious. Has Sam told Kieran what Elliot told us?

I don’t have a chance to ask. Vasile ascends the stairs, his guards flanking him, and everyone falls silent. Sam drifts over to my side. Vasile looks at Adam and Lucien, and his expression is one of pure fury.

“I saw ash outside,” he says, voice clipped. “I take it that was Adelaide?”

Lucien looks at Sam, who nods. “Yes, crai.”

“And we do not know who else is behind this?”

Sam grabs my wrist. Kieran doesn’t even look at us as he says, “No.”

Vasile hums. Does he believe it? “Moreau is on his way,” he says. “I am uncertain whether we should hand over custody of these magic users, considering what happened to the last.”

Lucien nods his agreement and I take his place at Adam’s side when he moves towards his crai. The two talk it over in low tones and I press my forehead against Adam’s shoulder, trying to breathe in the scent of him underneath all the blood and fear.

When I wrap my arms around his middle, he rests his hands on mine and leans back against me. Sam stands close to us, watching Vasile and Lucien talk, and I reach out and wrap my hand around his ankle.

He doesn’t say anything, doesn’t turn to look, but I feel a pulse of affection down our bond. Adam hums deep in his chest.

“I… knew,” he says.

Did he? How could he? I’ve never known of a mating bond between more than two people.

“I don’t think Vasile is wrong,” Sam murmurs to Kieran. Ophelia and Dante are hovering over the other mages, though Dante avoids being anywhere in the orbit of Vasile’s guards.

“About what?” Kieran asks.

“Can Moreau keep her alive?”

Kieran sighs. He pushes a hand through his hair, but the sound of someone coming up the stairs distracts us all again.

No—two people.

I smell a wolf, but a wolf I recognise. The burly, grey-haired man who walks in first has to be Hunter Moreau, but Chaya is right behind him, eyebrows lifting when she sees the mess we’ve made.

“Well, this is one for the books,” Moreau says. He strides over to the tied-up mages, looking them over. “Three this time?”

“We need to discuss where they should be held,” Vasile says.

“Think we’ll lose more of them?” Moreau doesn’t wait for an answer, letting out a huff. “We’ve kept the other one alive so far. They don’t seem as fussed about this lot.”

“If they know their master, they may be in danger,” Vasile says, and I frown when I notice a sudden, sharp spike in Moreau’s scent.

Fear.

I squeeze Sam’s ankle, trying to draw his attention to me, but now Vasile is looking at Chaya, who meets his gaze with a polite smile. “I was not aware that Alpha Deacon wished to be involved in these matters,” he says smoothly.

“Oh, he doesn’t,” Chaya says. Her smile never falters. “Though I’m sure he’d prefer to be kept abreast of them. Elle told me I would find you all here. I came to issue Kieran more information on his challenge.”

Both Vasile and Moreau still, exchanging a glance, but Vasile speaks first. “Challenge?”

Kieran steps forward, ignoring Vasile’s question. “What’s the news?”

“The challenge will go ahead as agreed. Alpha Deacon expects you at the pack house tomorrow evening, an hour after sundown. Your brother should accompany you.”

“Anyone else?”

“Your mate is expected, of course,” Chaya says, eyes flicking to Lucien for a second. Her gaze roams over me, Sam, and Adam before she looks at Ophelia and Dante, who are still standing by the mages. “The others may join you, but should anyone refuse to honour the terms set out for the challenge…”

The threat hangs, unspoken, in the air.

Kieran nods. “I understand. We’ll be there tomorrow.”

“See you then.” She nods to us all—but Kieran first, before even Vasile and Moreau—then turns on her heel and leaves.

Vasile frowns at Kieran. “What’s going on?”

Moreau looks just as curious, though he seems inclined to let Vasile take the lead. I squeeze Sam’s ankle again and he crouches next to me, not moving as I press my lips to his ear.

“Moreau knows something.”

Sam tilts his head, eyes never wavering from the hunter.

“Some arsehole was saying he was Drew’s mate,” Kieran says. “Against Drew’s will, obviously, so I challenged him. If I win, he leaves.”

Moreau shakes his head, but Vasile simply studies Kieran for a moment. “And you will win,” he says.

It isn’t a question.

Kieran shrugs. “Of course.”
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We leave not long after that. Lucien orders one car to take Ophelia and Dante home—though Ophelia tells Sam she’ll call him later—and then another for the rest of us. With five of us, it’s a tight fit, but none of us are inclined to leave the others behind.

That’s why Sam ends up perched on my lap, Adam squashed between me and Lucien. Kieran sits up front, and his gaze in the mirror is faintly amused.

“Don’t bang your head,” he mutters.

“Fuck off,” Sam replies.

There’s no heat in his voice. He has one hand on Adam’s leg, the other on the arm I have wrapped around his waist.

We pile back into the flat when we arrive, and Kieran sets to ordering food. Adam squeezes my hand before he heads to the bathroom to shower.

I can’t help the way I watch him go.

We need to talk about the bond, but tonight?

I can’t do it.

Kieran sits on Lucien’s lap, and they murmur to each other. Sam takes my hand, dragging me towards his room. I can’t go in there, either. If I do—

What will happen?

If they don’t want the bond, we’ll have to break it. A bond as weak as ours—though it feels plenty strong now, after the boost Sam’s given it—won’t be especially hard to break, but it’ll hurt, and I don’t want that for any of us.

“We should talk about this,” Sam murmurs. “We have to know what we’re going to do.”

I have to face Hale tomorrow. I can’t avoid that. It’s hard enough anyway, but with a newly broken bond inside me?

Would they be so cruel as to want to get rid of it right away? Sam could do it. It’s not that difficult.

After the challenge is over. If Kieran really does win, then I can stay. And if he loses…

If he loses, I’ll let them break it, and I’ll probably leave anyway.

“Drew,” Sam says. He pushes up onto his tiptoes and presses his forehead against mine. His scent overwhelms me, and pain ripples down the bond, but I don’t know who it’s coming from.

“I can’t,” I breathe against his mouth. “I—Tomorrow, please, I—”

The bathroom door opens and Adam steps out, some colour finally back in his cheeks. He pauses when he sees us, and that’s the distraction I need to tear myself free.

“Sorry, I—”

I lock myself in the bathroom before anyone can protest, then turn the shower on as high as it can go. I take one shaking breath after another. I have to get myself under control.

Tomorrow.

Everything will end tomorrow.


Chapter thirty-nine
Sam
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Despite there being five of us in a two-bedroomed flat, Drew skilfully avoids us for the entirety of the next day, choosing to spend his time outside, where Adam can’t get to him. I spend most of the day badgering Kieran, the back of my mind always on the bond, trying to see how Drew is feeling, what he’s doing.

“I know you’re annoyed at me,” Kieran murmurs when we’re standing in the kitchen, waiting for the others to join us. Drew’s changing in the bathroom, and I fiddle with the embroidered collar of my shirt.

“That’s not—It’s not just about that.”

Kieran raises an eyebrow.

“One of my mates is avoiding me,” I growl, and he turns his head to hide his smile.

“Oh, yeah?”

“Fuck off. Like you didn’t already know.”

Kieran shrugs. He rubs the back of his neck, looking uncharacteristically uncertain. “Actually… Lucien figured it out first. Way before Adam told him.”

“Adam?”

“Yeah. He realised first out of the three of you, didn’t he?”

“Drew didn’t—”

Kieran snorts. Lucien steps out of his bedroom and Kieran’s eyes snap to him, holding his gaze for a charged moment before he looks at me again. “I don’t know what to tell you. Sometimes wolves don’t follow their instincts.”

I shake my head, leaning against the counter as they kiss, and Lucien holds Kieran close.

If Drew wants to leave us, wants to break the bond, I’ll do whatever he needs to help him accomplish that.

But me? I’m all in, whether he likes it or not.
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Ophelia and Dante meet us at the flat and Lucien orders two cars to take us over to the pack house. Drew goes with Kieran and Lucien, and as much as I hate having him out of my sight, Adam’s hand in mine helps to reassure me. Ophelia sits up front, though she twists around to chatter to us the entire way.

Aside from Kieran, she seems the most at ease. Is it because she knows what’s coming?

“Do you think he’ll win?” I ask her.

“Of course.” She doesn’t even hesitate, and Dante huffs a laugh.

“What, you too?”

“I trust Ophelia when it comes to wolves,” he says. “But yeah, I do.”

I hum and Adam puts his arm around me. His neck is, for all intents and purposes, healed, but the patch of skin still looks slightly different, shinier. A scar. One that’ll fade, I suppose, and I press my lips to it.

“You okay?”

Adam lets out a heavy breath. “I will be when this is over.” His smile is faint but real, and when I kiss him, he opens under me, keeping things gentle.

Alpha Deacon’s pack house is a town house on the other side of the city, and when we pull up, Kieran and the others are already at the door. Chaya opens it, and she nods as she takes us all in.

“Welcome,” she says, gesturing for us to enter. Ophelia and Dante drop behind me and Adam, who hasn’t let go of my hand. I feel for the bond, pushing as much reassurance down it as I can, and Drew’s shoulders relax a little up ahead.

“We have a room prepared for you to wait in,” Chaya says as she leads us down the corridor. Her heels click on the black-and-white tiled floor. “The pack is gathering in the main hall.”

A second of trepidation flicks over Kieran’s face. “The pack?”

“Believe it or not, challenges are not a common occurrence. Especially between wolves and humans.” Chaya looks at Kieran and shrugs. “But it is what it is. People are desperate to know the outcome.”

“Great,” Kieran mutters. Annoyance flares in me because I know he’s more concerned there’ll be people watching than he ever was about issuing the challenge in the first place.

“This way,” Chaya continues, leading us all to a set of double doors. Another wolf is standing next to them, his arms crossed over his chest. “I’ll ask you to wait inside. Noah will be here if you need anything.”

Noah eyes us like he’d rather we weren’t here, but I feel a sudden jolt of—surprise? Excitement?—come down the bond from Drew.

“Ah, yes,” Chaya says, and her smile is knowing. “We had some visitors who were very interested in hearing about the challenge. They’re waiting for you inside. I’ll come collect you when it’s time.”

With that, she’s off, and Kieran gives Lucien a bemused look. “Visitors?” he mutters and pulls open one of the doors.

He takes a few steps into the room and stops dead. Drew makes a quiet sound I can’t interpret, even with the bond, and Lucien touches Kieran’s shoulder.

“My love?”

Kieran shakes his head. “I don’t believe it.”

I look past him and no, I don’t believe it either.

I recognise the hunter. The same fae-blessed hunter who brought Kieran down to London all those years ago. His eyes land on me for a second, recognition flaring in them before he looks at Kieran and Drew.

Drew, who lets out a startled laugh before he surges forwards into a hug that looks easy and fond.

Kieran hangs back, still clutching Lucien’s hand. He’s gone white as a sheet, but he’s looking past Drew and the hunter to the other man in the room.

No, not a man.

A vampire.

Adam quivers next to me, and I know he can feel the vampire’s power as easily as I can. I squeeze his hand.

“What are you doing here?” Drew asks. He sounds happier than he has in days.

The hunter—Paxton, I remember—pats Drew’s shoulder gently.

“There’s no need for us up there now,” the vampire says, pushing off from the wall he’s been leaning against. He’s all elegant grace as he prowls forwards. “Things have changed.”

“You helped get Drew out,” Kieran says. His voice is barely above a whisper.

Paxton still has his hand on Drew’s shoulder. I want to knock it off, put myself between them, but if he really did help—

“Of course we did,” Paxton says. “Figured it couldn’t be so difficult a second time around.”

The vampire moves closer. He brushes against Drew as he passes, and Lucien’s shoulders tense when he comes to a stop before Kieran. Concern reverberates from Adam, but I’m picking up nothing but relief from Drew.

It should be enough to calm my nerves. It isn’t.

The vampire looks between Kieran and Lucien, his expression unreadable. Lucien holds himself perfectly still.

Kieran breaks first. “Are you being serious right now?”

The vampire laughs, and he winks at the flush on Kieran’s cheeks. “Told you you’d find someone prettier than me.”

Drew makes a questioning noise and Lucien’s head whips around to look at his mate. Kieran’s blushing, one hand coming up to scrub over his face.

“God, I forgot you’re a massive dick.”

“No, you didn’t,” the vampire says and claps Kieran on the shoulder. When he looks at Lucien again, his expression is open. “A pleasure to meet you, chieftain. I’m Jeremiah. This brute behind me is Paxton.”

“Brute,” Paxton mutters with a fond roll of his eyes.

“It is nice to meet you,” Lucien says, even as Jeremiah’s gaze moves over the rest of us still hovering near the door. “But if I may…”

“What are we doing here?” Jeremiah drops into place beside Paxton. “We had news for Hunter Moreau.”

“So why are you here?” Drew asks.

“We heard about the challenge as soon as we arrived,” Paxton says and gives Kieran a stern look. “I thought you came here to lie low.”

Kieran frowns, but Drew’s shoulders slump, his gaze dropping to the floor. “Hale found me.”

Jeremiah’s growl is a low rumble that echoes around the room and makes Adam jump. He turns to Paxton, fury in his eyes. “I told you you should’ve let me kill him! We had the perfect opportunity, but no, instead, I had to listen to you.”

Paxton sighs in response.

“Your news,” Kieran says. “Is it related to Hale?”

I frown. Earlier today, we filled Kieran in on everything Elliot told us last night. What else does he know that he’s not telling us?

“Not particularly,” Jeremiah says. He scowls. “That’s not why you—”

“I challenged him because he basically tried to kidnap Drew and take him back up to Dad. He threatened us. All of us.”

Jeremiah’s pale eyes slide over us all again. They linger on me and Adam, on the way I’m holding his hand, but I don’t even think about letting go.

Kieran doesn’t look satisfied, but we don’t have time for him to push it.

“All right,” Paxton says. “Are you ready to go up against an alpha?”

Kieran looks up at Lucien, who kisses him on the temple. “You can do this.”

I think about Ophelia’s certainty in the car earlier.

Why can’t I be as sure? If everyone else isn’t worried, why am I?

“Yeah,” Kieran says. “I’m ready.”

Jeremiah nods. “We’ll take care of your little… group, while you fight.”

“C’mon. Let’s run through it,” Paxton says, and Kieran kisses Lucien’s cheek before he moves further away with the big hunter.

“Gonna check on Lucien,” Adam murmurs and squeezes my hand before he slips over to his sire. Jeremiah is speaking to him in low tones, and when I turn, Ophelia and Dante are speaking to each other, too.

Drew’s standing in the centre of the room, watching Kieran and Paxton. Kieran says something, and Paxton shakes his head, taking Kieran by the shoulders and turning him this way and that.

I sidle over to Drew and graze my fingertips over the inside of his wrist. He doesn’t pull away, but he doesn’t look at me, either.

“He’ll be okay,” I say.

“You can’t be sure of that.” Drew’s eyes narrow as he looks me over. “You’re not sure of that.”

I sigh. I am certain he’ll survive it. And I really don’t understand why I can’t believe in him the way the others do. I saw him beat a vampire half to death with his bare hands, once. I saw him fight Tristan.

“Drew,” I murmur, but Kieran interrupts.

“Drew! Come here a minute.”

Drew smiles softly at me before he moves over to Kieran and Paxton. Paxton’s face is grave as he speaks to Drew, and I don’t understand—it’s not as though Drew will be fighting.

I move to lean against the wall, rubbing where the bond sits in my chest. He fought well last night, though. He took Adelaide down, kept her down, and with that, saved me and Adam.

Does he know that?

I only look up when Jeremiah leans against the wall next to me. Magic nudges at my hands, but that’s just a result of being in the presence of such a powerful vampire.

No, not just that.

There’s some tingle to his magic, too. Something wild.

Something fae.

“How long have you had that bond, then?” he asks.

I shrug. “About a day?” I don’t take my eyes off Drew—except when I’m looking at Adam.

“Seems strong for all that.”

“Of course it is.”

He hums and doesn’t speak for a moment. Is he going to threaten me? Tell me I’m not good enough for Drew?

I mean, maybe he’s right, but it doesn’t mean I have to stand here and listen to him.

“And you intend to keep it?”

“Yes.” No hesitation. Adam and Drew are mine.

“What has you looking so gloomy, then? Worried about the challenge?”

I look at him in disbelief. “Of course I am! Why isn’t anyone else?”

Jeremiah grins, and for a second, I see why Kieran likely had such a crush on him when he was younger. He’s beautiful, ethereally so, like a marble statue come to life.

“I’m sure they are.”

“No, they—” I shake my head. “They’re all acting like it’s a foregone conclusion, like he’ll just win, but what if he doesn’t? Why am I the only one worried about that?”

“I fancy your other mate is, too,” Jeremiah says, indicating Adam. “But of course you’re worried. You’ll be the one stepping up if something happens to him.”

“Me? I—Lucien’s his mate, not me.”

“I know that. And Lucien would care for Drew, as well as his own turn, and the rest of you, but you…” Jeremiah flashes a hint of fang. “You’d avenge him and his memory and follow in his footsteps. Wouldn’t you?”

I’m missing something. A headache builds behind my eyes. “I don’t—”

“I’m sure you’ll work it out,” Jeremiah says and nudges me with his shoulder, which is such a wolf thing to do that I’m sure he learnt it from Kieran or Drew. “In the meantime, support your mates, mage. There’ll be time for your magic yet.”

I open my mouth, but as I’m about to reply, the door opens and Chaya walks into the room. She nods to Jeremiah and Paxton first, then Kieran, then Lucien. There’s something to that, but I don’t know quite enough about wolves to parse the intricacies of it.

“We will tolerate no interference.”

“There won’t be any,” Kieran says. He steps out of the small circle that Paxton, Drew, Lucien, and Adam have formed around him.

“Good,” Chaya replies. “This way, then. We’re ready for you.”


Chapter forty
Kieran
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My heart beats a steady rhythm in my chest as we make our way towards the hall where, apparently, Deacon’s entire pack is waiting. Chaya leads us, and Drew’s on my left, Lucien half a step behind.

I don’t like him not being next to me, but the hall’s too narrow for the three of us to walk side by side. Besides, I can feel him through our bond.

That’s enough.

I take another breath, forcing my thoughts to settle. I can worry about the reasons why Jeremiah and Paxton are here once this is done.

I need to deal with this. I need to make sure Hale leaves and that everyone understands that I’ll do whatever it takes to protect my own.

Chaya pushes open a set of double doors and I square my shoulders as I walk into the room.

At first glance, it reminds me of the hall I was dragged into at the clan house the night Lucien and I met. A pulse of amusement through the bond tells me Lucien has similar thoughts and I swallow my smile.

I’m doing this for Drew, of course. For Adam and Sam, too, because they won’t be able to work everything out if Drew leaves.

But a selfish part of me knows, deep down, that I’m doing this for myself. For me, and for Lucien, in an attempt to prove to us both that I really can keep us safe.

“Careful, my love,” Lucien murmurs.

His low voice does delicious things to my insides, and I turn my head just long enough to wink at him before I turn my attention back to the room.

It’s full around the edges, almost all wolves, and Hale stands across the way from me. A few weeks ago, I’d have cowed under the weight of these stares.

Now, I lift my chin and look at Lucien again. “No promises.”

Lucien huffs, just like I knew he would, and I squeeze his hand before I step further into the room.

Drew comes with me. Lucien and Sam will keep the others safe where they are.

Alpha Deacon waits in the centre of the room.

He’s abandoned his suit jacket, his shirt sleeves rolled up to expose his forearms. There’s a coiled strength in him, and his power is heavy, but when his gaze meets mine, I don’t look away. Showing weakness now would be like baring my throat to Hale before we even begin.

Drew keeps his gaze down next to me, but I’m sure Deacon’s expression softens a little when he looks him over.

“Kieran Robinson,” Deacon says, and I’m almost surprised to hear my chosen name on his lips. “You have challenged Alpha Hale Chartwell. Are you ready to proceed?”

“I am.”

“If you win, Alpha Hale will be banished from London. That is what you requested?”

“Yes.”

“And if you lose, Alpha Hale will be given the opportunity to plead his case to me as to the pack loyalties of your brother, Andrew Maynor.”

Drew flinches.

I grit my teeth. “Yes.”

Pleading a case doesn’t automatically mean Drew will have to leave. I unclench my fists.

Deacon looks at Hale. “Alpha Hale.”

Hale steps forwards, his grey eyes flashing with malice. I smirk at him. Maybe he doesn’t know it, but I do—in some ways, the challenge has already begun. If Hale goes into it angry, he’ll lose, no matter the advantages he has.

“Do you agree to these terms?”

“I do.”

“Very well.” Deacon nods at Drew, who ducks his head and hurries back to the edge of the room. Paxton reaches for him, drawing him into the group, and I’m not surprised when Adam and Sam step up on either side of him. Lucien stands at the front, Jeremiah to his right, and Ophelia and Dante bring up the rear.

My worries settle when I look at them. Yeah. I can do this.

“The usual rules apply,” Alpha Deacon says. “This is not a fight to the death. Should one of you kill the other, you will be punished in accordance with pack law, accident or not. Non-fatal injuries are acceptable. The challenge ends when one of you submits, or if you are unable to continue, or if I or one of my betas believe that to allow the challenge to continue would lead to a fatal injury. Do you understand?”

I nod. “Yes, alpha.”

“Yes, alpha.”

“Good. Now, as we are all aware, this is not a usual challenge. Kieran, your father is a wolf, and you were pack-raised, so you have a right to proceed. However, I cannot in good conscience allow—”

“Let him shift,” I say.

It’s risky, interrupting an alpha—especially this alpha—but I knew before I came here that I’d have to do this. Triumph gleams in Hale’s eyes. The rest of the room goes still.

A wave of confidence comes from Lucien, and it bolsters my resolve.

“You do not have the ability to shift,” Deacon says. “If I allow Alpha Hale to do so, he will have an extreme advantage.”

I lazily move my gaze from Hale back to Deacon. “I wouldn’t have challenged him if I didn’t think I could win, no matter his shape. I don’t want him or anyone else thinking they can challenge me just because they can shift. Let him do it.”

Deacon stares at me for a moment. It takes effort to hold his gaze again, but I manage it until he looks at Hale.

“Alpha Hale?”

There’s always the chance that Hale could refuse and continue the challenge the way Deacon so clearly wants it to be carried out. I hope he doesn’t. I’m relying on his competitive nature—his entitled desire to take what he believes to be his. If Hale fights me as a man, there might be others who believe him to have lost out of pity, or out of some desire not to hurt me too badly.

“Kieran issued the challenge,” Hale says, all but spitting my name. “I’ll follow his wishes.”

His smile is smug. I fight my own. No need to get complacent.

Deacon sighs. He takes a step closer to me and I frown up at him.

“I hope you know what you’re doing,” he says, voice low enough that I know the wolves around the room won’t make out the words.

I nod once.

Deacon steps back. Hale rolls his shoulders, beginning to pace on his side of the room. We have a large space in the centre of it, and the wolves move around, those at the front prepared to take the brunt of it should our fighting spill over.

I don’t look back at the others, but another wave of affection comes from Lucien before I tug back on the bond. We talked about Hale before coming here. About my approach. About pulling the bond back so that when I inevitably get hit, Lucien won’t feel my pain.

I need to be able to focus, too.

Drew wasn’t wrong. It’s been a while since I’ve gone up against a wolf.

He just doesn’t know how good I am at it, either.

Hale paces at the other side of the circle. I stand still, knees loose, my arms by my side. Deacon steps between Chaya and his other beta, crossing his arms over his broad chest.

“Fight.”

Hale shifts instantly. He’s a little bigger than I expect, broad and tawny brown, but not even close to Drew’s size, so when he comes barrelling towards me, I duck, catching him around the chest and pushing him back.

Teeth snap near my ear. I shove him aside and take a step back. Blood rushes in my ears. My awareness narrows to just me and him.

I’m not going to let him hurt Drew.

I’m not going to let him hurt anyone I consider mine.

We dance around a little at first, Hale’s teeth snapping whenever I get too close. He works out quickly that he needs to be sneaky, fast, and I’m going to have to be decisive about it.

Hale growls and pounces, knocking me to the ground, and I hear distant gasps. I ignore them in favour of getting a hand around his muzzle and rolling us across the floor. Claws rake down my side. I let out a pained breath as my skin splits, fire licking my skin, then deliver a punch to Hale’s ribs that makes him yelp.

He tosses me off him and I roll before I get to my feet. Blood sticks my T-shirt to my side. I exhale heavily through my nose when I move. The scratches are deep. Deacon and his betas are watching closely, but they don’t move to call the whole thing off.

Dad trained us to fight vampires, sure, but he pushed me harder and harder every year I didn’t manage to shift. An alpha’s son must be strong, he always said, and it was clear where he thought true strength lay.

Jeremiah and Paxton helped, too. Showed me how to take down an opponent who was stronger. Faster. Use what you’ve got. What I have is my own strength, my own anger, a righteous ball of fury in my chest, and the people behind me, who I know will take care of Drew no matter what.

Hale comes at me again, and I know what he wants to do. I can see it in his eyes. Killing me—it might be worth the punishment.

Drew would give in and leave. Even if Hale couldn’t escape Deacon’s clutches, he’d win.

That’s not going to happen.

He aims for my leg and as he clamps his teeth around it, I kick him with the other, booting him in the same spot I punched earlier. He yelps, letting go, and I shove him to the floor, using all my strength to pin him with a knee on his body and my hand on his throat.

Hale snaps, growling, and I hold his muzzle down too, careful to keep out of the way of his claws. His tail thumps down irritably.

He shifts all at once, but I’m ready. I’m faster. Hale groans when I deliver a swift punch to his solar plexus and pin him again.

The fight doesn’t drain out of him, but there’s finally a hint of fear in his gaze. It only grows when there’s no sound from the wolves around us; Deacon isn’t going to interfere until absolutely necessary.

I keep my voice low as I lean down. “A vampire sent you here, didn’t he?”

Hale pales and fights against my hold. I bare my teeth against the pain as he jostles me and hold on, delivering another punch to Hale’s ribs that produces a choked-off groan.

“He’ll kill you,” Hale bites out. “And Andrew, too. Told me he’d be safe if I brought him back.”

“Yeah, that was a fucking lie.” My heart’s in my mouth and I can feel Lucien’s concern again, but I force myself to remain in control. It can wait. It has to wait. “You need to submit.”

“Fuck you.”

I tighten the hand I have around his throat. When I was part of the pack, I never thought about how strong I was. Sure, I was stronger than most of the others, but the fact I couldn’t shift vastly overshadowed that.

Here, now, that doesn’t matter. Hale searches my eyes, letting out a ragged breath when he sees just how far I’ll go. Yeah, I’m not the only one who’ll risk it.

He lifts his chin. I move my hand, and his throat remains bared, eyes downcast as his entire body goes lax.

“I submit,” he bites out.

“Then this challenge is finished,” Deacon says.

I get to my feet slowly, not turning my back on Hale. I don’t look away from him until he’s with his betas, pulling on a spare set of clothes.

“Alpha Hale. Two of my betas will accompany you and your betas to your car and escort you out of the city. I expect that will not be a problem?”

Hale’s eyes burn with fury, but he keeps them low. “No, alpha.”

“Good.” Deacon turns to me. “I would like to speak with you after you have seen to your brother.”

I blink, surprised. “Yeah, okay.”

“Chaya will bring you to my office.”

The wolves are already beginning to leave the room, disinterested now that the fight’s over, and I let out a heavy breath before I limp over to the others. I’m immediately swept up into a hug that has me wincing at the scratches on my side, and I slap at Drew’s shoulders ineffectually.

“Put me down!”

Drew’s shoulders heave with sobs and I grab the back of his neck, holding on tight.

“It’s okay. I’m okay. It’s over.”

The others crowd closer, even Jeremiah and Paxton joining to form a circle around us that keeps out the worst of prying eyes. I reach out and Lucien catches my hand, squeezing gently. There’s an edge of fear to the relief I feel coming down the bond, but I can’t blame him for that. I’m pretty sure the wound on my leg has stopped bleeding. I’ll heal soon.

I run my free hand up and down Drew’s back. “Seriously. It’s okay. Okay?”

Drew lifts his head. His eyes are red and wet. “I can’t believe you let him shift! What were you thinking?”

Paxton answers before I can. “He was thinking he could win,” he says, and his smile is only a little sly. “At least you’ve not gone soft down here.”

“Fuck off,” I mutter without heat.

Drew lets go of me, sliding in between Adam and Sam again. Adam’s looking at me like he’s never seen me before, a sentiment echoed on Dante’s face. Ophelia, in contrast, is grinning widely, like she enjoyed this just as much as the other wolves did.

Sam sighs. “Yeah, don’t do that again. Or, like, wait a week first.”

“A week, sure,” I say.

Lucien wraps his arms around my waist, carefully avoiding the scratches, and I lean back against him.

“What did you ask him, at the end?” Drew asks.

“If a vampire sent him here.”

Jeremiah’s eyes flare wide, and I don’t miss the look he and Paxton exchange. They know something, all right.

“I have to go see Alpha Deacon. He wants to talk to me.”

Lucien lets out a disgruntled sound and dips his head to press a kiss to my throat. “What about?”

“I don’t know. But I won’t be gone long, okay?”

He hums and kisses my jaw. “All right. We will wait for you here.”

Desire thrums between us and it takes effort for me to leave Lucien’s embrace. We have later. I nudge Drew as I walk past him and resist the urge to reach for the others—even Ophelia and Dante. I want to be sure they’re all okay.

“I’ll come along,” Jeremiah says and slips out from between the others, following me over to where Chaya’s waiting. She frowns when she sees us both approaching but says nothing. We leave the hall, walking down one corridor, and when we turn the corner, Jeremiah catches my arm.

“We’ll catch up in a moment,” he says to Chaya. She nods and moves further away to give us some privacy.

“What’s going on?” I ask.

“Who were you asking Hale about?”

I study his face before I say, in a low voice, “Tamesis.”

There’s no surprise in his expression. Only sadness—and guilt, which I don’t understand.

“Is he why you’re here?” I ask.

“What do you know about him?”

“He’s the vampire who killed Mum, right?”

Jeremiah hesitates before he nods.

“And he’s got it out for me. For Vasile, too, Elliot said. And…” I glance over. Chaya’s got her back to us, but I lean in to whisper the name in Jeremiah’s ear. “Deacon.”

Jeremiah sighs. “Yes, I am worried about that.”

“Is that what you’re here to tell Moreau?”

“Some of it.”

“How is he—How is he alive?” I shake my head. “He fed from me. He died, and he shouldn’t be able to—”

“Don’t worry about that now. I’ll speak to Moreau. We’ll keep you safe, if anything—”

“I need to keep them safe!” I hiss, pointing back the way we’ve come. “Look, I-I’m so, so grateful to you and Paxton for looking out for Drew. I know that should’ve been my job. But I can’t hide away and have you all do this for me, not anymore. I won’t let them down again.”

“Kieran.” Jeremiah’s hands land on my shoulders and he looks into my face. His pale eyes meet mine easily, and I swallow when he frowns. “You didn’t let anyone down. Not me. Not Paxton. Certainly not Drew. Even before tonight, you’ve been looking out for people, haven’t you?”

“Y-Yes.”

“That’s how you found that mate of yours. That mage. Your friends. But this vampire… You know what we’re up against. And Paxton and I will do what’s necessary to keep you and Drew safe. The rest of them, too.”

“Yeah, okay.”

Jeremiah squeezes once before he lets go. “Okay. Go see Deacon, now. I think you’ll like what he’s got to say.”

I frown but catch up with Chaya, who says nothing before she starts walking again. We arrive at what I assume is Deacon’s office, though I’m surprised to see no one is at the door.

Chaya shakes her head at whatever she sees on my face.

“An alpha should be capable of defending themselves. You know that.”

I shrug. Vasile has his guards, but I don’t think him any less deadly for them.

She knocks and when Deacon tells us to enter, she holds the door open, ushering me inside. She doesn’t follow me in, and the door closes again, leaving me and Deacon alone.

He’s standing over by the window, staring out into the night. I don’t know what he’s looking at, being as most of the view is other buildings, but I’m not about to ask.

“That was a fool thing you did, letting Hale shift.”

His words startle me, but I try not to show it, instead offering a shrug he can’t see. “He’d have come back and challenged me again if I hadn’t. It needed to be over tonight.”

I know I’m right about that. Lucien and I discussed it over and over; it was the one point we truly argued about. Deacon merely hums. I can’t tell if he agrees or not, but it’s a moot point. Even if I want to change that decision, I can’t do it now, can I?

“Did you want to talk to me about the challenge?” I don’t want to be here. They’re all back there, waiting for me, and though I know they’re safe, I’m feeling anxious. Vulnerable.

Deacon turns to face me. He eyes me for a moment before he says, “Noticed any changes recently?”

“What?”

“Your mating bond.” He crosses behind his desk and takes a seat, waving a hand for me to do the same on the other side. I do, glad to take the weight off my leg. “Were you expecting it?”

“No. Obviously.”

“Do you know what you are?”

“Human,” I say reflexively, then shake my head. “A wolf… without a wolf. I don’t have one, so I can’t shift, but I have some of the instincts or whatever.”

To my surprise, Deacon laughs. He shakes his head. “It’s more than that.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, if you had a wolf, there’s no doubt in my mind that you’d be an alpha.”

“Yeah, my dad wanted me to take over, but—”

“No. I don’t mean the position. For some wolves, it’s more than that. There is something in us, something that makes us ready to lead—and others ready to follow. Our instincts lead us to protect and nurture and, when necessary, to do what needs to be done to ensure the pack is safe.”

“I don’t understand.”

“There are plenty of people out there who are human but have a wolf parent, or grandparent. They might have a better-than-average sense of smell or be a little stronger or, yes, have the ability to form a mating bond. You’re different. It’s as though your wolf is the only thing missing, and your human body has adapted to compensate even for that.”

“What?”

“I can count on one hand the wolves I know who could take out one who had shifted without shifting themselves. No one I know could do it as easily as you did tonight.”

“I’m just… stronger. That’s all.” I feel like the conversation has got away from me somewhere.

“Nothing else?” Deacon’s eyes flick down to where Hale raked my side. “You heal like a human?”

“No.”

“It’s been a dangerous time recently. Have you felt the need to keep your loved ones especially close? Have you given any orders they couldn’t help but obey?”

I swallow. I remember Tristan’s fangs in my throat, his arms tight around me, and Lucien’s steps on the stairs—

Ward the door.

Sam hadn’t wanted to do that. At least, he’d been torn, but when I repeated it…

Concern trickles down the bond from Lucien, so I push back with reassurance. Whatever Deacon says, I won’t let it hurt us.

“I have a proposal,” Deacon says. My eyes snap to his.

“What kind of proposal?”

“I think you should create your own pack.”

I sit in stunned silence for a moment. “I’m sorry, you—”

“You’ll end up doing it anyway,” Deacon says with a shrug, “but I can’t deny this wouldn’t be helpful for me. For us. It is becoming increasingly clear that the current system doesn’t work for everyone. We knew things would have to change from the outset, but after the mage wars… We’re failing a lot of people, and the treaty doesn’t give us as much room to help them as I’d like.”

“So change the treaty.”

Deacon sighs. “If I could… But there are concerns about what that would unearth, and it still would not fix old prejudices or change the level of trust some among us have in our system. We need a workaround.”

“I’m a workaround?”

“You don’t have a wolf, so you can live where you’d like. You’re an alpha, so you’re entitled to space to grow your own pack.”

“Grow?”

“Did you think all those people came with you tonight just because you’re friends with each other?” Deacon’s eyes narrow, taking me in. “You’re itching to get back to them, aren’t you? You know just what your mate and your second are capable of, but you worry because you’re not there.”

“That doesn’t mean anything. I just finished a challenge, I—”

“You have a pack, Kieran.” Deacon’s voice softens. “Like it or not, it’s formed around you, and now you have to decide what you’re going to do about it.”

I run a shaking hand through my hair. “How would this even work? Lucien and Adam are vampires, and Sam and his coven are human, and Drew—”

Deacon smiles like he knows he’s caught me.

“If Drew officially joins your pack, you’ll be his alpha. No others will have authority over him with the exception of myself should you choose to remain in the city.”

I nod.

“And the coven? Packs used to have those before the wars. It will make you stand out, make you stronger. A healthy coven is a testament to their alpha and the strength of their pack.”

“What about Lucien?”

Something dark flickers through Deacon’s eyes. “You will have to speak to the crai, but your pack will not be in doubt. Lucien may lose his position as chieftain, but they would never cast him out. Not for this.”

There’s steel certainty in Deacon’s voice. My stomach twists all the same. I don’t want Lucien to lose his position, even if he spends more time with me than in his district these days.

I know how much he’s sacrificed for it. I know what he still feels he owes his clan. I can’t be the reason he loses it.

“If I did want to form a pack, what would I have to do?”

“Let me know,” Deacon says easily. “You live in clan territory, so if you wish to remain there, you’ll have to speak to the vampires, but as your pack is not likely to be a traditional one, there may be some scope for you to remain where you are.”

My mind spins. “Yeah, I—Yeah.”

When I look up again, Deacon’s smiling but more softly than before. “There’s no rush,” he says. “In the meantime, I recommend your brother renounce his former pack, which would make me his alpha by default—”

I don’t realise I’ve pulled a face until Deacon stops speaking. He leans back in his chair. “You know the decision you’re going to make.”

“Yeah, I do.” Like there’s any doubt. “But I… We need some time. I have to speak to them all about this.”

“Of course.” Deacon stands, and I do, too. “I won’t keep you any longer. Feel free to get in touch as soon as things are in order.”

I thank him and shake his hand, and I’m only a little startled when he reaches out, one hand landing on the back of my neck. It’s a brief touch, barely a scenting at all, but what surprises me most is that I don’t fight it.

No. It feels right. I’ll have my pack, but Deacon keeps order over all of London, and I’m okay with that.

I make my own way back to the main hall, where Chaya’s waiting with the others. Her smile brightens when she meets my gaze, and I think she knows what Deacon’s proposed, though she says nothing.

Drew’s nostrils flare and he frowns. I shake my head.

“Is everything all right, my love?” Lucien asks as I reach them. He turns to me automatically, hand reaching for mine, and I nod as our fingers entwine.

“Yeah, fine.” I look at Jeremiah and Paxton. “You two…?”

“We’ve got some business with Hunter Moreau,” Paxton says. “But we should be around for a while. Drew’s got my phone number. We’ll meet in a few days?”

“Okay.”

The two cars we came in are still waiting at the kerb, and Jeremiah and Paxton walk off into the night. Ophelia and Dante climb into the first car, but when Sam goes to join them, I stop him.

“Wait!”

He frowns at me. Drew does, too, still lingering by my side.

I look up at him. “Do you mind… Will you ride with them? I need to talk to Sam about something.”

“Yeah, sure.”

Adam catches Drew’s wrist, somehow getting my meaning, and when they swap places with Sam, Sam fixes me with a glare.

He waits until they’ve climbed into the car to speak.

“Now you’ve sent both my mates away…” He crosses his arms over his chest. “This had better be good.”


Chapter forty-one
Sam
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I climb into the back of the car with Kieran and Lucien as the other pulls smoothly away, taking my mates with it. Kieran sighs when I scowl at him.

Lucien’s on the other side of him, and we’re all wedged in a bit. It’s clear Kieran has something important to say; I just can’t work out what. Why did Deacon need to talk to him, anyway?

Kieran waits until we’re moving, too, eyeing the back of the driver’s head before he speaks. “Look, what Alpha Deacon had to talk to me about, it’s…” He shakes his head. “I should’ve asked Drew to come with us too, maybe, but it’s most important for you two—”

“Kieran,” Lucien says and takes Kieran’s hand. “Just tell us what happened.”

Kieran looks between the two of us again. That light in his eyes… It’s excitement.

“He told me to form a pack.”

I meet Lucien’s shocked expression with one of my own. Whatever we expected, it wasn’t… this.

“But you—” I shake my head. “Why?”

“He said I’m already doing it,” Kieran says with a shrug. I think about Ophelia and Dante tagging along with us, the way Ophelia has seemed to understand something none of the rest of us did. I narrow my eyes.

She already knows, doesn’t she?

“Wait, so why am I here? You’re right. Drew should’ve been with you.”

Kieran puts a hand on my arm. “Deacon said to me—he said I wanted to get back to all of you instead of listening to him, which was true, but he said I wanted to do that despite knowing full well what my mate and my second are capable of.” He flashes a smile at Lucien before he looks at me again. “I already know who my mate is. You’re my second, Sam.”

“That’s not possible. I’m not a wolf.”

“Yeah, neither am I.”

Our eyes meet, and then we’re both laughing. There’s a hysterical edge to it, but we’re laughing all the same. Lucien shakes his head at us, a smile twitching his own lips.

It takes us a few minutes to sober up. Kieran leans back in his seat, and I shift slightly, leaning against his shoulder. Fuck, this is all really happening, isn’t it? Drew’s my mate. Adam, too.

Kieran’s my—alpha?

“So what are you going to do?” Lucien asks.

Kieran sighs. “Deacon’s right. I should do it. I mean, he wants me to do it because clearly it’ll solve a bunch of problems for him, but that doesn’t mean all the reasons are bad ones.”

“It means you can keep Drew safe too, right?” I ask.

“If he accepts me as his alpha, sure. He might not.”

I open my mouth—is he joking?—but Lucien speaks before I can. “He will. Your coven as well, no?”

“Yeah,” I say. I hold Lucien’s gaze. “What about you?”

Kieran tenses, but I don’t look away from Lucien. A shadow crosses his face, and I have to give him credit for truly seeming to think about it before he answers.

“I follow where my mate leads.”

“Lucien.”

“I will speak with our crai,” Lucien says, conceding just a little. “But Elle is more than capable of running the district, should it come to that. As for Adam’s wishes… I believe they will be similar to my own.”

“You can’t just give everything up! You worked hard to be a chieftain, to—”

Lucien squeezes Kieran’s hand tightly. “Moving on is not giving up, my love. Besides, you think you will have no need for me in your pack? I suspect it will take more than just the three of us to keep your unruly pups in line.”

Kieran huffs, but he smiles, just a little. I laugh myself before I lean back against the window, looking at him more seriously.

“Let me tell Drew.”

Surprise flits across Kieran’s face. He doesn’t want me to, I know that, if only because he should do it.

Maybe it’s selfish of me to take this from him. But I have some understanding of what this means. I want to reassure Drew he’ll be safe.

I want to know if he’s proud I’ll be standing by Kieran’s side.

Lucien kisses Kieran’s jaw. “You would not wish for anyone else to give me this news.”

Kieran glares at him, but there’s no real heat in it. “Yeah, fine. We’ll go back to your flat?” When Lucien nods, Kieran does, too. “But if you need me, you call, understand?”

“Yeah,” I say. “Got it.”

We pull up to the building a few minutes later. The others are all waiting on the pavement, car idling like the driver is waiting for more orders.

Ophelia hugs me tightly when I climb out, and I squeeze Dante’s arm.

“Talk to you in the morning?” she asks.

“Afternoon, maybe,” I say and ignore Dante’s knowing grin.

They say goodbye to Kieran and Lucien before they leave and the first car pulls away, both of them safely inside. The other car remains, and Drew frowns at it before he looks at Kieran.

“You’re not staying here?” he asks.

Kieran bites the inside of his cheek. “No. I can, if you want, but Lucien and I, we—”

I laugh. I can’t help it; it’s rare I see Kieran so flustered and I’m still slightly giddy from what he’s just told me.

“We’ll be here with you, little wolf,” I say, linking my arm through Drew’s. He goes red but doesn’t pull away. “They need some alone time.”

Drew nods. Kieran moves in and catches him by the back of the neck, resting their foreheads together. “I’ll be back tomorrow,” he promises. “You’re safe here.”

The tension leaves Drew, as magical as every time I see it, and Kieran nudges me as he walks back over to Lucien, hands firmly in his pockets. I know he wants to tell Drew, and I appreciate that he hasn’t. He’s happy to let me do it.

Lucien’s the one to move towards the car, to drag Kieran inside with him, and then it’s driving away and the three of us are standing on the pavement, staring into the darkness.

“Come on,” I say.

Drew’s shoulders are low, head down, but I tug him through the wards and into the building—knowing, the whole time, that he’s allowing me to do it.

Adam follows along, eyes sparkling with mirth. He keeps close to us and I’m grateful for it. For him.

None of us speak until we’re inside the flat and I’ve closed and locked the door behind us. I kick off my shoes before I turn back to the two of them.

“Go sit down,” I say.

My head’s still spinning. It’s one thing to come to terms with all that Kieran is—wolf but not wolf, and an alpha regardless, one about to create his own ragtag pack—but to know he’s chosen me as his second, consciously or not—

I rub a hand over my face as the backs of my eyes begin to sting.

There was a time I thought I’d never have family again. And I’d never thought, not until recently, that Kieran and I would be such close friends, not with all the secrets between us.

“Are you all right?” Adam asks. He’s leaning against Drew on the sofa, and Drew’s shoulders tense when I look at the pair of them. Their expressions are equally concerned.

I take a deep breath in and let it out again. “Fine,” I say before I cross the room and straddle Drew’s lap. He squeaks, hands falling automatically to my hips, and Adam huffs a laugh, resting his head against Drew’s shoulder.

“What are you—”

When I take Drew’s face in my hands, he falls silent. He blinks up at me, his wariness fading away as he takes me in. He tilts his head back, exposing his throat, and my breath catches in my throat at his easy submission.

There’s so much we have to talk about.

Some of it can wait.

“I need to tell you something, and I need you to listen and to seriously consider it, okay?”

Drew frowns. His voice comes out breathy when he replies, “Okay.”

Adam rubs a hand up and down my thigh. “What is it?”

“Alpha Deacon asked Kieran to make his own pack.”

They both freeze.

Adam breaks first. “He what?”

“Kieran’s an alpha. He hasn’t told Deacon he’ll do it, but he already knows he will.”

Drew’s eyes go wide. “You’re his second.”

Pride shudders down the bond between us and Adam’s sharp inhale tells me he feels it too.

“Yes.”

“And he—I—”

“He’ll be your alpha, if you let him. You won’t answer to anyone else. I mean, I guess Deacon’s in charge of all of us, technically, but—”

Adam’s fingers dig into my thigh, and I snap my mouth shut. Drew’s looking past me, and he swallows hard before he looks over at Adam.

“What are you gonna do?”

I debate climbing off Drew’s lap. I don’t want to pressure either of them, and maybe what they need is space. As much as I know we’re all meant to be together, I know that my place, too, is by Kieran’s side.

Adam snorts and reaches over, tracing Drew’s lower lip with his thumb. He looks absolutely besotted, and the affection that floods the bond threatens to drown me.

“Wherever you two are, I’m there.”

Drew closes his eyes briefly. “What about Lucien?”

“If you think for a second he won’t be following Kieran around just like I’m going to follow the pair of you, I’m gonna start wondering if you don’t have vision problems, little wolf,” Adam says. The grin that overtakes his face is joyous and real. “We’re going to be a weird-looking pack.”

Drew shakes his head. I can’t get a read on his emotions through the bond. There’s a mix of so much in there, but eventually fear—and sadness—win out.

“I’ll have to leave my own pack, won’t I? Dad’s pack. To do this.”

I don’t say he’d have to do that anyway. We all know it. I don’t say, either, that this is the easiest way to keep the three of us together.

He has to do what’s best for himself.

“I guess so,” I say. “But look, Kieran said the only person above him is Deacon, and I don’t think he really gets involved in individual pack business all that much, and it’s not like Kieran will just tell you what to do, you know that—”

Drew cuts me off with a kiss. It’s soft and sweet, and I taste salt on my tongue. When I pull back, I brush a tear from Drew’s cheek.

“You don’t have to decide what to do right now. I’m sure there’s time.”

Drew shakes his head. More tears fall, but he’s smiling, then laughing, and if it has the same hysterical edge as Kieran’s and my laughter in the car, I’m not about to say anything about it.

“I’ll do it,” he says. “Of course I will. I just… I want us to be together. I’m sorry for what I said before. I want to be here for you both, be stronger, and—”

It’s Adam’s turn to cut him off. My blood runs hot as I watch them, the way Adam cups Drew’s jaw, taking possession instantly.

He keeps his eyes closed when the kiss ends, resting his forehead against Drew’s. Drew breathes him in, and desire and affection and fondness fill me up in a way I never could have anticipated before this moment.

“If we’re doing this,” Adam says, “then we need to make a decision about the bond. About what we want. If one of us doesn’t want this, I don’t—”

Drew whimpers. I lean against him, and Adam does too, one hand sliding over my back.

“I don’t want to break the bond,” I whisper against the skin of Drew’s throat. “But if one of us does…”

“I don’t,” Drew says hurriedly.

“Yeah, me neither,” Adam replies.

I kiss Drew’s neck before I lift my head, looking at Adam. “What do you want, then?”

He smiles faintly. “I want us. No matter what it takes. You two are…”

He trails off, and I think Drew is holding his breath. I can’t help myself. I kiss his jaw, then look at Adam expectantly.

“We’re what?”

“Everything.”

Oh. I have no answer for that, only the sense that something has just fallen into place inside me. Drew swallows hard, his heart thumping against his chest so heavily that I can feel it where we’re pressed up together.

Fuck it. We should talk more tonight. I need to tell them about my family. I want to hear the story of Adam meeting Lucien, being turned. I want Drew to open up to us about his past and hold him when he cries.

But I want them more. I grab the front of Adam’s T-shirt and yank him towards me, and he laughs in the second before our mouths meet. He fights me, kiss for kiss, but when I bite his lower lip, he groans and finally surrenders.

My vampire. My wolf.

Drew kisses down my throat as I lick into Adam’s mouth, and when his teeth dig in, I make a broken sound.

I want his bite. That’s a thing, right? Wolves bite each other when they mate.

I tear myself away from Adam. His cheeks are flushed, eyes bright, lips swollen where I’ve bitten them. Fuck, he’s never looked better.

Drew surrenders instantly when I kiss him and Adam worms a hand between us, squeezing and stroking over Drew’s chest. His touch must be dulled through Drew’s T-shirt, but he whimpers and moans into my mouth all the same, and when I shift on his lap, the press of his hard cock is impossible to ignore.

“Bedroom?” I ask, pulling back.

“Ooh, just give me one second…” Adam says, and he kisses Drew, and I press the heel of my palm firmly down on my cock when it jumps in my tight jeans. Adam cups the side of Drew’s throat, holding him still as he devours him, and Drew… Lets him. Lets us.

My mates.

I scrape my teeth down the line of Drew’s throat, and he shudders. When Adam pulls back, both of them have dark eyes and a desperation to their expressions that echoes down our bond.

“Bed,” I growl, looking between the two of them. “Now.”


Chapter forty-two
Adam
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I lift Sam off Drew’s lap, grabbing his arse and squeezing before we both haul Drew to his feet. Drew kisses Sam, then me, and then we’re stumbling into Sam’s room, and I’ve never been more thankful that we have the entire flat to ourselves.

Once inside, I take Sam’s face in my hands and kiss him deeply. Drew presses up behind him, fingers working to deftly unbutton his shirt. I feel his hands lower, where we’re pressed together, and when he reaches the waistband of Sam’s jeans, Sam murmurs, “Yes, yes,” into my mouth.

Fuck. I need another set of hands. I shove Sam’s shirt off his shoulders as Drew’s hand dips into his jeans. Sam gasps, head tipping back to rest on Drew’s shoulder. Sam’s not small, but Drew’s hands are big, and the head of his cock pokes through whenever he slides back down to the base again.

I fight the urge to get to my knees and beg Drew to stroke him off onto my face. Time for that later. For now, I bite one of Sam’s nipples, then, when he hisses, the other. His hand threads through my hair, tugging my head back, and the bite of pain goes straight to my cock.

“Tease.”

“It’s not teasing if you know I’m a sure thing, baby.”

Sam rolls his eyes, but he kisses me anyway, even if I laugh against his mouth. Drew huffs a laugh of his own, and when I pull away from Sam, I stretch up to kiss him, breath catching at the easy movements of his lips beneath my own.

We can have this. No. We have this. No matter what else we need to talk about, what else needs to be done, we have each other.

“Drew,” Sam whines. “Fuck, I’m gonna—”

Drew doesn’t stop moving his hand. I tease Sam’s nipples, kissing down his neck, and when my fangs descend, I scrape them over his skin.

Sam shivers, bucking into Drew’s grip. Drew sucks a mark just below his jaw, a growl building in his throat and rumbling through the three of us, and Sam comes with a little cry, spilling over Drew’s hand. The scent of his arousal is heady, and I groan, my own hips jerking against his leg.

Sam pouts when Drew lifts his head and looks at him. I take a step back and tug off my shirt, tossing it aside as Sam puts his hands on his hips, glaring up at Drew.

“I didn’t wanna—”

Drew kisses him. Hard. One hand comes up to cup the back of Sam’s head and Sam clutches at his shoulders, gasping into Drew’s mouth.

I rub over the bulge in my jeans. Fuck, they’re hot together. Drew pushes Sam backwards, but Sam holds on, and they both tumble onto the bed, Drew still on top. I chuckle, content to watch for now. Our bond burns with lust—Sam’s is sated the tiniest amount, since he’s just come, but mine and Drew’s is almost enough to overwhelm me.

I kick off my jeans and shove off my underwear. I could watch all night, and I’m sure that’s something we’ll try at some point, but for now, I need to touch. “Get undressed,” I say as I climb onto the bed beside them.

Drew sits up and I pick up the kiss with Sam where he’s left off. Sam bites my lower lip, grabbing at my neck to pull me down against him. He’s still wearing his jeans, and between us, we get them off and I toss them behind me.

Something clatters to the floor.

“Sugar,” Drew mutters.

“What’s broken?” Sam blinks blearily into the room and I snort, biting at his throat again.

“Get back here, Drew,” I say, my fingers dancing along the length of Sam’s spent cock. He gasps and jerks but pushes me aside so we can watch Drew finish getting undressed.

Yeah, this is a good idea. Sam presses up against my back, hands smoothing over my skin as Drew shoves down his jeans and then his underwear. He pauses when he realises we’re watching him, hands twitching like he’s suddenly self-conscious.

He shouldn’t be. He’s big and broad, so much skin I itch to sink my teeth into. Well, maybe I shouldn’t do that, but I can mark him up anyway, make it clear to anyone who so much as glances at him that he belongs to us.

Drew groans, eyes fluttering like he knows just what I’m thinking, and I wonder what he’s picked up through the bond. Sam kisses the back of my neck.

“And here I thought wolves were the possessive ones,” he whispers in my ear.

We both move when Drew approaches the bed, which really isn’t big enough for the three of us. I kiss him, one hand on his chest to pin him to the mattress, and Sam’s hands move over my arse, squeezing before his fingers dance inwards to ghost over my hole.

Drew pants when our lips part, and his thick cock is lovely and hard, drooling against his stomach. I drag him closer—he really is on the edge. Sam makes a disgruntled sound when he has to shift back against the wall, and I laugh.

“What is it?” Drew asks.

“Need another bed,” I say before I lower my head and suck one of his nipples into my mouth. Sam bites my shoulder, lazily rutting against my back. He’s not hard again. Not yet.

“W-What?”

I lift my head, then exchange a look with Sam. Sam rolls his eyes, but it’s fond, and he reaches out to tug on Drew’s hair.

“Well, if we’re going to be bonded, we’ll need a bigger bed to sleep in,” Sam says patiently. His voice goes a little breathy when I push back against him. Mm. I want him to fuck me. But he probably wants to fuck Drew, too, and our mage doesn’t quite have the refractory period we do.

Excitement sizzles down the bond and I look at Drew. “You both want to…”

I grin and kiss him briefly before I move, tugging Sam into the space I’ve just vacated. He lets himself be moved, apparently amused when I settle between his thighs. His eyes go dark when I lower myself down on the mattress and shove his legs back towards his chest.

“Yeah?”

“Fuck, yes.”

I spread his cheeks and lick from his hole to his taint, and the sound Sam makes shoots straight to my cock. Delicious. Sam kisses Drew, making broken noises whenever he pulls back, and Drew runs his fingers over Sam’s slowly stiffening cock.

“Y-Yeah,” Sam says finally. “We’re mates, Drew. We don’t need the bond, but—fuck!—I want it.”

I wriggle my tongue deep inside, pulling back to suck on his rim. Sam writhes and clutches at the sheets, at Drew, and Drew looks at him with wide eyes, eyes that are beginning to turn silver the more he watches.

“Mates,” he growls, his voice low enough that a shiver rolls down my spine. I lick over Sam’s hole again and again, watching the muscle flutter. Sam groans, pulling Drew closer. Drew teases him, his hands roaming over Sam’s tattoo to tweak his nipples, and then move up around his throat.

I lift my head and look down at the quivering mess he is between us. Sam’s cock is hard again, but Drew hasn’t touched it, and I raise an eyebrow at him as I wipe my mouth with the back of my hand.

“You could’ve stroked him,” I say. I lean up and over both of them.

Drew flushes, a little, but he meets my gaze and doesn’t look away. “You didn’t say I could.”

Sam groans, and I echo him before I take Drew’s mouth. Fucking precious. “You keep talking like that and this’ll be over before it’s begun.”

Drew whines and I take pity on him, slowly stroking his cock. Sam’s hand wraps around my own, but I bat it away, brushing my lips against his. Doesn’t matter that I can get hard again—I want to come when he’s inside me and not before.

Magic wraps around my limbs all at once, and then I’m on my back on the bed, my hands pinned above my head. Drew looks to be in a similar position—in that he’s pinned. His hands are by his sides.

“Since I’ve already come once,” Sam says, and his fingers tease my inner thigh, “I guess it’s up to me to decide what we do next, hmm?”

A wave of magic washes over us, and next to me, Drew groans. It’s like a hundred fingers ghosting over our skin, finding every spot that feels good and pressing down, just a little.

“Whatever you want, baby,” I say. “As long as you fuck me at some point tonight.”

“So romantic,” Sam mutters, but he leans down for a kiss all the same. Drew moves next to us, and Sam ends our kiss, tugging Drew up into a sitting position and kissing him hard. Drew melts against him and I scowl when I realise I can’t touch him.

Still, Sam rolls his hips against mine and I groan when our cocks brush together. He wraps his hand around Drew’s cock, stroking slowly, and Drew’s thighs tremble, his harsh breaths loud in the room.

“Get the lube,” Sam says against his mouth.

Drew nearly falls off the bed in his haste, but I don’t laugh. No. Now, the edge that’s been riding me since Sam climbed into Drew’s lap in the living room is almost unbearable. Drew passes Sam the lube and Sam rewards him with a kiss. “Keep Adam busy, won’t you?”

Drew noses at my jaw, kissing down it before he sucks a mark on my throat. Blood rushes to the surface, and I whine because I know it won’t last, but I don’t want him to stop.

His fangs scrape my skin and I gasp. Sam’s magic has loosened, so my hips buck up and he scowls, slick fingers moving over my hole. Drew jerks his head back.

“No, fuck, please,” I whine, baring my throat. Drew noses the skin there again, and Sam slides a finger inside me, and I spread my thighs, desperate to have him even deeper.

“Fuck,” I mutter when Drew leaves another mark. “Bite me.”

Drew goes entirely still. Sam freezes too, one finger deep inside me and his breaths coming fast.

“Y-You’re serious.”

I whine again when Drew looks at me, nodding frantically. We need this, right? Drew’s bites will cement the bond, will tie us together forever and ever and—

Drew moves, propping himself up on one elbow. His eyes sweep the length of me, and he meets Sam’s gaze before he looks at me again. He swallows hard. “Not tonight.”

My cheeks heat, but Drew’s shaking his head before I can speak, one hand coming up to cup my face.

“I-I would, it’s just…”

“You want to?” I ask. I don’t know why I’m so needy all of a sudden. I don’t know why that no—and it’s not really a no, it’s just a later—has hit me like a punch to the chest.

Silver floods Drew’s irises and the hunger that echoes down the bond makes me and Sam shudder. “I’m desperate to,” Drew admits. “But I want to do it properly.”

Sam pulls his finger out of me. I whine again, but his hands land on my thighs, keeping me grounded. “Properly?”

“Chase, mate, bite,” Drew grinds out like it’s taking real effort for him to speak. He closes his eyes for a moment, taking a shuddering breath, and when he opens them again, they’re as dark as they always are. “The mating rites are… important. We could do it here if you both really want to, and it’ll take, but—”

Sam’s already shaking his head, and I push my disappointment aside. This is important. As eager as I am for Drew’s fangs to sink into me, I can wait.

“We’ll do that,” I say and pull Drew down so I can breathe the words against his lips. “You can chase us, and we’ll fuck, and you’ll bite us, and we’ll always be together, right?”

Sam groans. He thrusts two fingers back inside me and I gasp, arching my back.

“Right,” Drew growls. He bites my lower lip hard enough that I groan, and then again when Sam swallows my cock. I do my best not to thrust into tight, wet heat, but Drew’s hand is on my throat, his mouth on mine, and Sam is fucking me with three fingers as he sucks hard.

Fuck. I push back against Sam, pleasure coiling at the base of my spine. I’m going to come. I can’t lift my head to look; I can’t breathe, and that doesn’t matter, but I feel dizzy anyway and I don’t want either of them to stop—

I tear my mouth from Drew’s with a cry as I come, my back arching and pleasure racing through me. He kisses my jaw, and Sam sucks and sucks, only pulling off when I whine and clench around his fingers.

He gives my cock a final little lick before he raises his head, shooting me a wink. “That good enough for you?”

My head drops back to the pillow. Drew rubs his face against my shoulder. He’s still hard but doesn’t seem that concerned by it. Sam prowls up my body and takes Drew’s mouth in a kiss first, then mine. I groan at the combined taste of the three of us and Sam runs a hand through my hair.

“You good?”

“Perfect.”

He smiles and kisses the end of my nose, and I manage to shift over so we can move Drew into the centre of the bed. Sam takes his cock in a loose grip. “Wanna fuck you,” he says.

Drew nods, eyes wide. Sam grabs the lube again, slicks up two fingers, and I kiss my way across Drew’s shoulder, unable to resist digging my fingers into the give of his stomach. Drew whines, turning his head for a kiss.

His breath hitches when Sam breaches him with one finger. I kiss the corner of his mouth and down his jaw, and he groans and pants up at the ceiling.

“Pretty little wolf,” I murmur in his ear, and he whines again.

“I’m not little.”

I huff. “You’re not arguing about being pretty, then?”

Drew’s cheeks go red, and Sam laughs where he’s settled between Drew’s thighs. I scrape my nails over his ribs. Drew quakes beneath every touch.

“I’m not—You two—” Drew flails for words and I don’t like the sour taste of uncertainty and self-consciousness that echoes down the bond. They have no place in our bed, not ever. So I kiss him again, tracing the same path down his jaw, lingering on his pulse point and the swell of his chest.

He whines, rocking down on Sam’s fingers. I grin before I kiss down to his stomach, then surge up again and take his mouth hungrily. Sam swears and I wrap my hand around the back of Drew’s neck, squeezing tight.

“You’re perfect any which way, little wolf,” I murmur, my words tumbling into the minute space between our lips. “But like this? Letting yourself be at our mercy?” My eyes sweep over him and Drew whimpers at the look on my face—or maybe what he can feel down the bond. “I want to sink my teeth into every inch of you. I want to keep you in our bed until you don’t know anything aside from our touch.”

“Fuck me,” Sam mutters, and when I turn my head, his pulse stutters at my expression. Good. Wolves are possessive, sure, but they’ve forgotten how territorial vampires are.

I’ll make sure they never forget it again.

I kiss Drew again, keep kissing him as Sam stretches him open. Drew arches his back, rocking down, begging for more with everything but words, and eventually pulls back with a shake of his head.

“Sam… I’m ready. Fuck me.”

I wrap my hand around Drew’s cock and slowly stroke him as Sam pushes inside. Drew groans up at the ceiling, eyes fluttering shut. I rut against Drew’s hip and Sam groans, pupils blown when he meets my gaze.

“So fuckin’ tight,” he groans. Drew must squeeze around him because Sam’s breathing stutters before he starts moving.

He tries to be gentle, I can see it, but it’s not long before he’s thrusting in hard and deep. I rest my head on Drew’s shoulder, stroking his cock as I watch Sam fill him, ruin him. Fuck, but they look good together. We look good together.

Drew growls, and he has too many too-sharp teeth, but all I feel is another spike of lust and desire. Sam’s fingers dig into his hips, and I speed up my hand when pleasure flows down the bond and I know just how close they both are.

Sam’s holding back, though. He winks at me when I look at him.

“A sure thing, right?”

“Fucking always.”

I dig my teeth—still blunt—into Drew’s shoulder, and when he cries out, I pull back and suck on the mark I’ve left. He pants and whines. I stroke him faster, pre-cum slicking his length, and Sam thrusts in hard, and Drew’s whole body shakes—

He comes with a shout I’m sure the neighbours will hear, cum shooting over his belly and chest. I lick up some of it, but I only get a taste before Sam is reaching for me, grabbing at my leg.

“Up, get up.”

I frown at him but do as I’m told, and Sam drags me so I’m on all fours, leaning over Drew. I lower my head to kiss him, swallowing the little noise he makes when Sam pulls out.

Sam’s cock notches against my hole. He pauses for half a second before he presses inside and it’s Drew’s turn to swallow my groan, to wrap a big hand around my cock.

He holds the back of my neck with his other hand, keeping our foreheads together as Sam fucks me. The bed rocks—and creaks—and I moan when Sam fucks me harder, his long cock grazing my prostate. Pleasure sparks through me and through them, and Drew’s hand tightens on my neck.

“You were so good for him,” I murmur, and Drew kisses my cheek. “Can’t wait to fuck you myself.”

“Later,” Drew breathes. Sam’s fingers bite into my hips. He’s so close now. I can feel it. “Want your scent on me. Already have Sam’s.”

I groan and balance on one arm, my other hand dipping between Drew’s legs. He whines when I probe his hole, the tenderness already healing.

I push two fingers inside and Drew lets go of the back of my neck to tip his head back and throw his arm over his eyes. Sam growls and fucks me harder.

“We’ll both have to fill you,” I say. “Get a plug and keep you full of us all day—”

Drew kisses me, biting my lip hard enough to draw blood. I gasp and Sam swears, and I feel his cock swell before he fills me and collapses, shaking, against my back. Drew growls into my mouth, his grip almost painful on my cock.

“Be a good boy and make him come,” Sam manages. “Faster.”

Drew’s hand moves faster, and I pull my fingers free of his hole. I’m going to—Sam bites the back of my neck and I come with a cry, my cum joining Drew’s to coat his skin.

I have enough sense of mind to tip us to one side before I collapse onto the bed, Sam still plastered to my back. We’re all breathing hard, the air in the dark room humid and smelling like sex.

Smelling like us.

I swirl my fingers through the mess on Drew’s stomach, mixing Sam’s scent with his and mine. His eyes are silver as he watches—as his wolf watches—and I grin at him when I’m done, kissing his shoulder.

His cock jerks and I huff a laugh. “No more, now,” I say. Sam makes a curious sound, and when he reaches for Drew’s cock, I bat his hand away. “Rest. We’ve got time.”

Drew kisses me. It’s soft, not too deep, and I drop back down to the pillow as he and Sam kiss over my head. My heart clenches, feeling suddenly far too big for my chest.

“Just a little rest,” Sam says, then lets out a yawn that makes his jaw crack. “We’ve still got to clean up and…” His eyes slip closed and I chuckle, taking hold of Drew’s hand.

“He’ll be up again in a few hours,” I say with a wink. “Take some time now.”


Chapter forty-three
Drew
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I wake to the sound of Sam’s and Kieran’s voices in the living room. For the first time in a while, there’s no lingering sense of dread, and I shift closer to Adam, tightening my arm around his waist. He turns into my embrace, lips skimming my shoulder, and when I look at him, he’s blinking sleepily at me.

“Morning,” I say.

“Is it?” Adam yawns and rubs his nose against my throat. “Hmm. I like waking up like this.”

I grin because I can feel that he does, and I can feel, too, that Sam’s aware of both of us, and when Adam tips his face up for a kiss, I indulge him instantly.

He takes control, rolling me onto my back and framing my face with his hands. The duvet slips off us and Adam grinds against me, letting out a hiss of a breath before he starts to stroke my cock.

I want him inside me. Not right now, maybe, but I want it.

Adam fixes me with a curious look. “Would you ever want to fuck me?”

I bite the inside of my cheek. I only ever fooled around with guys in our pack and only had penetrative sex with a couple—and I topped both times. Deep down, I knew it wasn’t what I wanted, but I knew, even then, why they assumed I would.

“If you want it,” I say and mean it. I think it might be different with him.

Adam frowns. “I want you to want it, too.” He squeezes my cock and a groan sticks in my throat; I cover my mouth with my hand when I remember Kieran’s out there, and Adam grins. “I mean it, Drew. I’m not doing anything with you that you don’t want.”

I don’t have the words to describe that things are different with us. That I’d like to try it, even if I might not enjoy it—because what if I do? Instead, I let my hand fall aside and lift my chin, exposing my throat.

“I think… If you ride me. I think I’d like that.”

Adam’s eyes go dark, and he kisses me hungrily, stroking me faster. He keeps his mouth on mine, swallowing every sound, and I come with a strangled cry just as Sam walks into the room.

He leans against the door, watching us both with a smile. “Good to know you can both be quiet.”

Adam snorts, wiping his hand on the sheets we changed last night. Sam rolls his eyes and pushes off from the door, moving closer. He’s dressed, but I still expect him to climb into bed with us again, so I’m surprised when he drops to his knees next to it, resting his chin on his folded arms.

“Make him come, Drew,” Sam says, studying my face. “Be a good boy for me, sweetheart.”

My breath shudders out of me, toes curling even though I’ve just come. I don’t know why that does it for me, but it does, and they both seem to enjoy it, too. Adam kisses me and I stroke his cock, squeezing as tightly as I did last night.

He whines and thrusts into my grip, burying his face in my throat. I feel the telltale scrape of his fangs, but my pulse doesn’t jump any. I know he won’t bite me—even if I know we both wish he could.

Sam hums, watching us. “That’s it. A little tighter.”

I tighten my grip and Adam chokes out a moan. When he lifts his head, he looks almost wild, and his fangs retract just before he kisses me hard. He comes all over my hip and collapses against me, grunting, “Fucking hell,” against my throat.

We’re all silent for a moment before Adam lifts his head. “That’s so fucking hot, you know,” he says.

“I—” I don’t know what to say to that, but Adam just grins and kisses me slowly. I look at Sam, hoping he’ll join us, but he shakes his head.

“Time to get up, I think,” he says.

Adam sighs happily as I nuzzle the top of his head. “I never thought I’d have this,” he says.

“Have what?” Sam asks. He pushes Adam’s curls back from his forehead, peering into his face.

Adam smiles. “Love like this.”

Sam and I both still, but I recover faster. It’s not like I’ve not felt it through the bond. Sam might not be ready to say it—I don’t think I am either—but I know I feel it.

“What do you mean?” I ask, stroking a hand down his spine. He arches into the touch, turning so he can rest his chin on my chest. Sam settles properly next to the bed, fingers dancing over Adam’s arm.

“Things were very different when I was alive,” he says. “I don’t think I’d have gone my whole life without it, if—”

He cuts himself off, pursing his lips, and I exchange a look with Sam. “Who were you before?”

Adam grins again. He pushes up onto his elbows. “Nobody.”

Sam shakes his head. “You—”

“No!” Adam laughs. “I mean, I was just… Some guy. Some gay guy in his twenties who knew how to scrap but not fight, who’d fooled around with the one other closeted boy at school and a handful of men in secret, who liked the sun, even if it never liked him back.”

I swallow hard. Adam’s not—upset. At least, I can’t feel it down the bond. But I don’t think this story ends well.

“What happened?” Sam asks. There’s an edge to his voice that tells me he knows it too.

Adam shrugs. “Same thing that happened to plenty of men and women just like me. I mean, I don’t know how they knew. Some people can just tell, I guess. It had been such a nice day. There was a group of us, out at the coast. We spent the day at the beach. I’d gone too red and this man—I had such a crush on him—he put sunscreen on my back and kissed me on the nose when no one was looking.”

He sighs fondly, eyes closed, then shakes his head. “I didn’t even see it coming. I left the pub early. Probably had a touch of sunstroke, come to think of it. And we were on holiday, so I didn’t really know where I was going, and when I turned around, there were three men who made it clear they knew exactly what I was.”

Sam shakes his head. “Adam—”

Adam reaches out and runs his fingers through Sam’s hair. “It’s okay,” he says. “I mean, it wasn’t. Obviously. But then Lucien was there. I still don’t know why. Maybe he wanted to see the ocean at night? He killed them. I’m pretty sure. I’ve never asked him.”

“And he turned you?” I ask.

“Yeah.” Adam kisses the hollow of my throat. “I know it’s—I’m sad that it happened. It never should, not to anyone. But I get this…” His eyes glitter when he looks at us and Sam looks away, swiping at his eyes. “I’d weather anything for the two of you.”

I whine. “Adam…”

Sam kisses him hard, hard enough that I smell blood, though only for a second. He pulls back and they stare at each other for a moment, and Adam’s expression softens when he feels just what I can.

Yeah, Sam loves us, too.

I don’t know how long we stay there before Adam kisses the underside of my jaw and rolls to the side. He yawns. “Time for me to nap. Don’t you both have somewhere to be?”

Sam snorts, shaking his head. I climb out of bed, and he pulls the duvet over Adam, and I can’t help the way I reach out, running my hand over Adam’s shoulder. He catches my hand in his and squeezes.

“I’m okay, Drew. We’re all okay.”

“Yeah, I know.”

Sam leans against me, burying his face in my chest. He still smells like us, a little, but not the way he did last night. “Come on,” he says. “Let’s get you cleaned up.”

I drag on jogging bottoms and a T-shirt and when we go out into the living room, Kieran waves hello like Sam didn’t join us half an hour ago.

Sam snorts and slaps my behind. “Go. Shower.”

I shower, and when I’m dressed, I make lunch, and Sam joins me in the kitchen. Ostensibly, he’s helping, but I don’t know why an autumn salad requires him to feel me up so much or press up against me.

I don’t mind, either. Kieran either hasn’t noticed or is pretending not to, torn between watching the TV or looking at his phone, and Sam presses a kiss to the back of my neck.

“I was thinking, later—”

There’s a strange shudder down our bond, and my head snaps up. Sam strokes my lower back. “It’s fine,” he says. “It’s just Ophelia and Dante.”

I can feel his wards? He just kisses my cheek and saunters over to the door, and though I take in the quote on his shorts—what, you egg?—I don’t even pretend I’m not watching him as he goes.

Ophelia bounds through the door when Sam opens it, Dante close on her heels. She grins and waves at me, chattering at Sam as she shrugs off her jacket, but Dante sidles over, muttering, “Hi,” before he takes a seat at the counter.

“Lunch?” I ask.

He eyes the salad and nods. Kieran switches off the TV and stands, and Ophelia pauses a few feet away from him.

“She’s been on about this all morning,” Dante mutters, though a smile tugs at the corner of his mouth. “Told her she had to wait until at least the afternoon. Figured you’d all be… busy.”

I can’t help my flush, but I don’t think he’s teasing. I don’t know if he’s even noticed; he’s turned to look at Ophelia, Sam, and Kieran, too.

“What’s going on?” Kieran asks.

“You’re starting a pack, aren’t you?” Ophelia says. She points at Dante and herself. “We want to join.”

Sam crosses his arms over his chest. “I didn’t tell you about that.”

“Yeah, I think she worked it out before you did,” Dante says. “But she’s right. We would like to join. If we can.”

Sam’s bedroom door opens and Adam shuffles out, wearing a pair of my jogging bottoms and one of Sam’s T-shirts. It’s too short on him, basically a crop top, but he doesn’t seem to care.

“You’re supposed to be sleeping,” Kieran says and tugs the curtains closed.

Adam yawns. “Not missing this.” He sinks onto the sofa, holding a cushion against his chest, and watches between long, slow blinks.

Kieran throws his hands up into the air. “I don’t know where to start.”

Ophelia opens her mouth, but I round the counter and shake my head. I’m sure she was raised in a more normal pack than we were, and we’ve not had a new pack member who wasn’t born to us in a couple of decades, but I know how it’s supposed to go.

“You just have to let them in,” I say. “Mean it. The words, the ritual; they don’t matter. It’s a new pack, so you can do what you like.”

Some packs wait until a full moon. Or a new moon. Some make their new members shift and do it in wolf form. Others burn herbs and chant would-be spells, or dance—

It doesn’t matter. Like the mating rites don’t really matter, but I know I want to follow tradition for those. Sam’s hand nudges mine. He knows it, too.

Kieran’s different. His pack is different. Tradition has no place here unless he wants it.

“Fine,” Kieran says, but instead of looking at Ophelia, he looks at Sam. “Come here.”

Sam stands before Kieran, and I’m not surprised when Kieran’s hand wraps around the back of his neck and he presses their foreheads together.

He reaches for Sam’s hand, though, and Sam wraps his hand around Kieran’s nape, too. They’re looking into each other’s eyes and Sam doesn’t have to fight to hold Kieran’s gaze.

“Sam, you’re my second. Head of my coven. Will you join my pack and let me be your alpha?”

Sam doesn’t hesitate. “Yes.”

Something in our bond shifts. Some new connection forged, one that’s fuzzy to me but will tie Kieran and Sam together until one of them severs it. Sam squeezes Kieran’s neck before he withdraws, and Kieran does the same with Ophelia, then Dante.

Ophelia’s eyes are bright when she steps back. Did she leave her parents’ pack? Dante seems less moved, but I’m sure he can still feel the weight of it.

I swallow hard when Kieran turns to me. “Drew?”

I step into his space, and when Kieran holds me, I hold him, too. My other pack bonds—tying me to Dad and Quinn and everyone else I grew up with—will shatter as soon as I make this choice. I take a deep breath and let it out. I’m ready for that.

“Drew. Will you join my pack and let me be your alpha?”

“Yes,” I say and feel the new connection between us. There’s always been one, I realise. Even when I thought Kieran was human, my wolf had known better. We’ve been connected the whole time; that’s why I knew I could run to him.

But now… It’s stronger. A true pack bond, stronger than even the one forged through our father.

My wolf surges forwards, just enough that my claws come out, my eyes glowing. “Alpha.”

“I’ve got you,” Kieran says.

I don’t know how long we stay like that, Kieran’s hand on the back of my neck, but when my wolf retreats, I sway on my feet, and he takes hold of my elbow.

“Dad’ll feel that,” I mutter, not sure why those are the first words out of my mouth.

Sam steers me towards the sofa. Kieran’s scented all of us and I breathe it in greedily, my wolf content with the safety of my mates and my packmates.

Adam sits up, watching Kieran intently. I can’t read the expression on his face and when I probe the bond, I only feel a faint sense of pride, of some desire…

“Lucien’s coming by later,” Kieran says. “He wants to talk to you.”

Adam frowns and his jaw sets stubbornly. He gets to his feet, taking a decisive step forward. “They’re my mates,” he says. “If you’re their alpha, you’re mine, too.”

“Adam,” I murmur. Sam’s hand is tight on my thigh.

“You should talk to him,” Kieran says.

“I—”

Kieran shakes his head. “I’m not saying no. I’d have you in a heartbeat. But Lucien needs to talk to Vasile first, and so do I.”

“Lucien’s going to join you anyway.”

“Yes.”

“And you’ve let all this lot join your pack.”

“Yes.”

Adam crosses his arms over his chest. “Then let me do it, too. I’ve had as much time to think about it as the rest of them.”

Kieran pulls a face, then sighs. “Fine,” he says eventually. “But if Lucien yells at me over this, I’m blaming you, got it?”

Adam grins. Kieran grumbles, but when he approaches, Adam reaches for him, moving as instinctually as the rest of us. He can feel it, just like we can. Kieran’s full of power, practically brimming with it. He reminds me of Alpha Deacon now, even if there’s no wolf hidden under his skin.

“Adam. Will you join my pack and let me be your alpha?”

I hold my breath. Adam’s a vampire. What if this doesn’t work?

“Yes.”

The bond snaps into place, and something tightens between the three of us, tied together as we are, and also to the rest of our pack.

Adam grins again when Kieran steps back. Kieran’s phone rings and he groans when he pulls it out of his pocket.

“Oh, I’m not dealing with that,” he says, pressing it into Adam’s hands.

Sam laughs and Adam answers the call, sinking back onto the sofa on my left-hand side. “Lucien.”

I don’t listen to the other side of the call. Ophelia wanders over to the kitchen to make tea and I drop my head onto Sam’s shoulder, probing at the new bonds I now possess.

“No, it’s fine. I wanted—No, come on, you knew I’d do this.”

Sam huffs another laugh. Sure, we both know Lucien isn’t really mad. Besides, he’s already pack, whether he’s officially accepted Kieran as his alpha or not. He’s an alpha mate. I can feel that, even though I don’t know if the others can.

When I meet Kieran’s gaze, he winks. Adam ends the call and tosses the phone back to him. “Yeah, he’s fine.”

Kieran laughs. He shoves his phone in his pocket and heads for the kitchen to help Ophelia. “Don’t worry, he’ll come by later. I’m sure he’ll yell at me then.”

I raise an eyebrow because I can’t imagine Lucien yelling at Kieran… ever. A supremely disappointed look? Sure. That’ll get him further.

“We were going to see Vasile tonight, but he’s busy,” Kieran says. “So we’ll try tomorrow. We need to work out where we can put our pack. I’m hoping we can stay here, but we’d have to buy up some flats to make it work.”

Ophelia hums. She hands a mug of tea to Dante, then brings another to Sam. “Deacon should give you some money. Like a discretionary fund. I don’t know how much, but he’s got a powerful pack, so it should be a decent amount. Plus, my family will send some over. It’s what we do when we move packs. It’d be nice to live close by.”

Kieran hums. He leans against the sink, not really looking at any of us as he thinks. “Hopefully, that’ll help,” he says, then frowns at Ophelia. “But that money’s yours. You need to keep it.”

She shakes her head, then tilts it to one side. “Oh, you guys didn’t do it? It’s for the pack. A gift from my family, to prove I can provide, too. I mean, it won’t be loads, but it might help out for a little while.”

Next to me, Sam shifts. No, squirms. Uneasiness trickles down the bond and I turn my head, concerned.

“I might be able to help,” he says.

Kieran frowns. “How?”

Sam sighs heavily and puts his mug of tea aside. He lifts his chin, but I don’t know who he’s trying to keep at a distance. Even if Ophelia and Dante can’t feel his emotions, they know him well.

Right?

“I-I’m a mage.”

No one looks surprised. Sam makes a frustrated sound and shakes his head.

“No, I mean. A fae-blessed mage. My family was killed in the mage wars.”

Dante makes a soft sound, but still, he doesn’t look surprised. Sam looks at him, then at Ophelia, and frowns.

Ophelia snorts. “Like you’d have stuck with us if we were that unobservant,” she says. “What are you actually not telling us?”

Sam scowls at her, but her challenging tone is enough to break through his fear and guilt, and I hide a smile.

“I’m a Selkirk. The last of the Selkirks.”

That makes Ophelia’s eyes widen, though Dante still only nods. Kieran doesn’t look surprised at all, and Adam seems as confused as I am as to what that means.

I reach for Sam’s hand. “I don’t understand.”

He looks down instead of looking at me, so I try to send him as much reassurance as I can. “The Selkirks started the mage wars,” Sam murmurs. “My cousin, Jasper. He started it.”

“Oh.” I don’t let go of his hand.

Ophelia sighs. “You know we’re not going to blame you for that, right?” she says, and Sam’s head shoots up.

“My family—”

Kieran snorts. “You want to talk about family?” From the look that passes between him and Sam, I realise he already knows all this—they spoke about it before. “Come on. No one’s gonna hate you for this.”

“Not in here, maybe,” Sam says. “But there are others who will. Elliot. Nora.”

“And we know why,” Kieran replies, his voice hard. “But they’re gone. We can deal with whoever comes next.”

Sam frowns, but his shaken confidence isn’t as wobbly as it was a moment ago. Adam reaches around me to pat his shoulder.

“So the last of the Selkirks,” Dante says. “What does that mean for us?”

“It means…” Sam huffs. “I never asked Pris, but there’s a good chance there’s money or something waiting for me somewhere. I didn’t want it. Not for me.”

“But for our pack?” I ask, and Sam finally looks at me and Adam.

“Yeah, for our pack, I’d do it.”

Kieran frowns. “If you’re sure… This is stepping into the spotlight. We can try to keep it quiet, but if you’re certain people still hate your family name…”

Sam shrugs. “I have to come to terms with it at some point. Ophelia’s right. Any mage worth their salt would be able to see what I am. And if you want this coven to grow… They have to know what they’re getting into. If they can’t trust me, I can’t trust them.”

And neither can you goes unsaid, but we all hear it.

Kieran nods. “Fine,” he says and pushes off from the sink to come back into the living room proper and drop into a chair. “Let me talk to Vasile, then Deacon, and then we’ll see—”

My phone starts ringing on the coffee table. I frown at it. I must have left it there last night; I’m surprised the battery isn’t dead.

“Who is it?” Adam asks.

I lean forwards. My stomach twists when I see the name, and I meet Kieran’s gaze first.

“It’s Dad.”

“You don’t have to answer if you don’t want to,” Kieran says.

Sam squeezes my hand.

“No, I—” I can’t explain it. I don’t want to answer, but at the same time, I know I have to. I’ve already renounced my bonds to our old pack, and there’s no chance Dad didn’t feel that. He deserves an explanation.

I swipe to answer before I can think about it for too long, then hit the button to put the call on speakerphone.

I’m not sure I needed to worry about that, though. At first, everything Dad’s yelling is incomprehensible, but though my ears heat when I realise what he’s saying, the usual accompanying fear is…

Gone?

No. No, not entirely. It’s just difficult to feel it when I’m flooded with angry disbelief and affection from Adam and Sam both.

“…Get your arse back up here or I swear, I’ll—”

“No,” I say, and I’m as surprised as everyone else in the room when he falls silent.

I lean forwards again. The call is still connected. I meet Kieran’s gaze again, and he raises his eyebrows, and I have to bite my tongue to keep in the swell of inappropriate laughter that threatens to bubble up.

“What did you just say to me?” Dad’s voice is low, meant to be threatening, but I just shake my head.

“I said no. I’m not coming back. Hale’s there, right? I’m sure he already told you.”

“Andrew Maynor, if you don’t—”

“I’m not coming back!” I let out a heavy sigh. Clearly, he’s ignoring my new bonds, if he even felt me leave the pack at all. At this point, I wouldn’t be surprised if he can’t. “I’m staying here. I’ve got a new pack, a new alpha, and I’ve found my mates. Why would I come back up there?”

I feel a twinge of guilt when I think of Quinn or any of the other handful of wolves I’d consider friends. I can’t think about them for too long.

“A new alpha?” A growl reverberates down the phone, and Adam growls lowly on my other side. “Who the fuck—”

Kieran grins, leaning in. If he had a wolf, I know his fangs would be showing. “Hey, Dad.”

Silence again. This time, it sounds concerned.

“K—”

“You always said I’d make a good alpha,” Kieran interrupts, a laugh in his voice. “Seems Alpha Deacon thought so, too.”

“You don’t even have a wolf! How can you possibly—”

“If you have a problem with me or my pack, then feel free to petition Alpha Deacon for a visit to London,” Kieran says, and now his voice is like ice. “I imagine his betas will be all over you if you try to enter without permission, considering how effusive Hale was in his praise of you.”

Ophelia turns away to stifle a laugh. Sam tilts his head to one side, mouthing effusive? Kieran just shrugs, the corners of his mouth twitching.

“You cannot simply take my son—”

“He didn’t take me anywhere.” I snarl. “I left. I did. I left the village, and now I’m leaving your pack, too. And if you’re wondering why, just take a good look at yourself.”

I reach out and end the call before Dad can reply. For a second, we’re all silent. My hands shake.

Kieran breaks the silence with a snort, shaking his head. “Well, that’s that, then.”

Ophelia laughs, and Dante shakes his head, too. I flop back on the sofa, letting out a heavy breath. Sam leans against me for a moment, and he squeezes my hand before he gets up and moves closer to Kieran, the two of them talking about how to approach Vasile and get things moving with their pack.

I tune them out.

Adam shifts closer. He throws one leg over my thigh, pressing his face to my neck, and I laugh, putting an arm around his shoulders. The bond pulses between the three of us.

“How are you feeling?” he asks. It’s nice that he does, even though he doesn’t need to.

I take one of his hands in my free one, rubbing my thumb over his palm. “You know how.”

Adam lifts his head. He looks a little bashful, though I can’t quite work out why. Still, he squeezes my hand in return and puts his head on my shoulder as we watch Kieran and his coven plan.

“We’re going to be one hell of a pack,” Adam says. He turns his head and his lips brush against my throat, over the spot where a mating bite would go.

We have time for that. Truly, I don’t mind that I’ll never get one from either of them. I can give them my own bite, and I’ll still feel the connection between us.

Isn’t that the point?

“Yeah,” I say instead, snuggling into him. “Yeah, we are.”


Chapter forty-four
Vasile
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I let myself into my office, and only once the door is closed do I pinch the bridge of my nose, letting out a heavy sigh.

Kieran’s challenge will take place tonight. Is likely taking place now, if Lucien’s silence is any indication. I do not expect to hear from him until at least tomorrow; wolf mating bonds are nothing if not intense, and Kieran will want him close when this is done.

The air in the room shifts and I open my eyes with a frown. It only deepens when I see Jeremiah standing there, his hands deep in his pockets as he studies the drinks on the sideboard.

“Please, help yourself,” I say tiredly. If he picks up on my tone, he doesn’t show it. Instead, he helps himself to a drink—some brandy that has been there longer than I can remember—and takes a seat opposite my desk without looking at me.

The challenge is done, then. I can pick out Lucien’s and Kieran’s scents—Kieran’s brother’s, too. I know Kieran’s path has crossed Jeremiah’s, but I do not know why.

Jeremiah takes a sip of his drink. He looks at me for a long moment. “You look shattered,” he says finally, crossing one leg over the other.

We both look no different than we did when we first met. The only difference is that we are at each other’s throats less often nowadays.

“Where’s your mate?”

“Around.” Jeremiah’s shrug is careless. Artfully so. I narrow my eyes.

“How did Kieran do?” I ask as I round my desk and take a seat.

Jeremiah cocks his head to one side. The stare he gives me now is more intense. It makes me want to turn away, but I stand my ground. I’m the clan’s crai, and I am not about to be intimidated.

“He won, of course,” Jeremiah says. I don’t know if I’ve been judged or not. I don’t know if I’ve been found wanting or not.

It doesn’t matter.

“Of course,” I say almost absently. “Why have you come to see me?”

Any other time, I know Jeremiah would have cracked a joke. Maybe levelled a threat. Tonight, he sets his drink aside and leans forward, elbows on his knees.

“Tamesis is back.”

Blood rushes in my ears. My fangs push at my gums, making them itch.

“That’s not possible.”

“I saw him, Vasile. We saw him.” Jeremiah pulls a face. “Paxton believes he’s heading here next.”

“And what do you think?” I try my best to keep my voice steady, but fear and despair and anger choke my throat, making me breathless.

There’s a flicker of sympathy in Jeremiah’s eyes. “I think he’s right. Even if you’re not his primary target anymore, there are enough people here he wants to hurt. And whatever he’s been doing, he’s finally ready.”

Kieran, I think, and frown. “Why—”

“Tamesis killed their mother,” Jeremiah says, and he sounds truly sorrowful in a way I have rarely experienced before. “We were tasked with looking out for the boys and watching for any interference. Once we realised Tamesis was not dead…”

I shake my head. It isn’t possible. It just isn’t.

“I’m sorry, Vasile. I am. But this is the truth of it.”

“No, it’s not,” I force out. I rub a hand over my face and stare down at my desk, looking at the papers piled neatly on its surface.

So many dead vampires. So many others lost. Only Njáll and Moreau and I are aware of the scope of it, but I have investigated enough to know where Kieran came from, to know where Jeremiah has been watching—

“Did Moreau know?” I ask, even though I don’t mean to.

Jeremiah goes still. I growl.

“Did you know?”

“Not at first,” Jeremiah says. “Not for a long time. I had my suspicions, but I couldn’t pin them down, and every time I thought it might really be him, I’d get thrown a curveball.”

“But Moreau…” My eyes flick to the door, to the guards I know are waiting silently on the other side. They are vampires, sure, but they were never human. They’re part of that thing Moreau never speaks of, the same way Jeremiah and Paxton are. “He knew the entire time, didn’t he? He gave me guards because he knew.”

Jeremiah sighs. He picks up his brandy and this time he swallows all that’s left before he sets the glass back down. “Yes.”

My hands shake. Tamesis is… alive?

After what I did to him?

After everything I gave up to stop him?

“He drank from Kieran,” Jeremiah says softly.

I jerk my head up, meeting his gaze. He breaks it to glance at the door, like I’ve just done, and his tone is more cautious.

“He drank from him,” Jeremiah says, “and the wolves dragged his corpse out into the woods and left him there. And they came back the next day—the next afternoon—and he was gone. No ash. Nothing left.”

My mouth goes dry.

“You need to protect your clan, Vasile. Yourself. Believe me when I say only Paxton knows I’m here. Keep yourself safe.”

I shake my head. If Jeremiah truly wanted me safe, he would have told me before now. Even a hint of Tamesis being alive is more than I can bear.

But the fact that Moreau knew? That he made moves to protect me without telling me?

Without letting Deacon know?

“I need to go,” I say.

“The wolf will be fine,” Jeremiah snaps and gets to his feet. “You need to protect your clan, Vasile. You need to—”

I move quickly enough that he doesn’t see me coming. He grunts when his back hits the wall, but there’s not a hint of fear in his gaze and he lifts his chin when I look at him.

“Do not presume to think you can tell me what to do,” I say, my voice hard. “Neither you nor Hunter Moreau has the ability to make me do things I do not wish to.”

“Vasile. It will be safer to stay away from him.”

Pain shoots through my chest, arcing over the broken remnants of a mating bond I thought long gone.

Stay away from him…

I have done that! It will not save him from Tamesis. I know it.

“Get out,” I say.

Jeremiah sighs again when I let go and step back. He straightens his shirt. “We won’t be far,” he says as he smooths the fabric down. “We’re still charged with looking out for the boys, whether they have their own pack or not. Paxton will never let me shirk my duty.”

Oh, it’s not just that. I know him better than that, and the challenge in his eyes—for me to call him out on it—tells me he knows that, too.

“I don’t care. Out.”

Jeremiah shakes his head and leaves the room, walking past my guards without giving them a second glance.

If Moreau didn’t know he was here before…

I close the door and sigh. I know what I need to do.
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Despite that, I put off my visit to the pack house until the next night. I spent the rest of last night pacing, wondering if I should call ahead or just show up, and, honestly, terrified that Tamesis is already out there, that he’s already destroying everything I care about.

Kieran called not long after sunrise. He wants to meet me, and I can guess the topic of discussion. I am not a vampire who knows nothing of wolves, and I know enough about alphas on top of that. I was inclined, when he called, to give him anything he wished for—after all, I have recently learnt I am responsible for almost all of his woes—but instead, I asked him to meet me the next night.

Hopefully, I will be more composed by then.

Now, I’m walking around the back of the pack house, avoiding lights from nearby houses, and I look for a window I am certain will not be watched. For all that Deacon is the alpha of the city, he despises feeling as though he always has eyes on him. He believes he is more than capable of taking care of himself.

At least, he did.

The wolves will sniff me out quickly, but I do not care. I find the window I’m looking for and open it with ease, climbing into Deacon’s office.

At first, I am surprised that Deacon isn’t here. It gives me the chance to explore, to examine this part of his life.

I have never been in this room before, and yet I can tell it is a space where Deacon spends much of his time.

My insides quake. I have not been in a room with him for a century. Any interaction necessary for the running of the city goes through Moreau or Deacon’s betas or my chieftains.

We have successfully been avoiding each other, and these are the circumstances under which I want to bring us back together.

No. I don’t want that, no matter how the thought makes my heart race. I eye the window again. I could disappear back into the night, but Deacon will still know I was here. He might have moved on—though I have heard nothing of a mating with another—but I doubt he has forgotten my scent.

Deep down, I am not certain he can.

Footsteps sound, and I hear a stray heartbeat coming closer. It is steady and strong, and the footsteps falter when they reach the door.

Is it him?

I am not sure it would be worse if it wasn’t.

The door swings open and Deacon stands in the doorway to his office, breathing hard. His brown eyes are wide—just for a second, I’ve surprised him—but they shutter when he scowls.

I swallow hard. “Alpha.”

Deacon inclines his head. “Crai Vasile. To what do I owe the pleasure?”

I open my mouth, but nothing comes out. I suddenly regret coming here. What am I thinking? Deacon was no match for Tamesis a century ago, and I do not see how that could be different now.

Deacon closes the door and moves behind his desk, cocking his head to one side. His gaze is dispassionate as it sweeps over my frame, and I try not to tremble where I stand.

I’ve heard, too, that Deacon spent decades running wild in his wolf form. For any other wolf, that would be it. There would be no coming back from that.

But Deacon seems—

“Is it about Kieran?” Deacon’s frown deepens. “You must have been expecting it, crai. He cannot be anything else.”

“No, it’s not him. Not exactly. I—”

Deacon sighs. He sits and waves for me to take a chair on the other side of his desk. I do, fingers clenching the armrests.

When did being alone in a room together become so difficult?

And why isn’t Deacon affected at all?

“Jeremiah visited me last night,” I say. “It is my understanding that, after Kieran’s mother was killed, Moreau sent him and Paxton to Kieran’s village to watch over both boys.”

Deacon shakes his head. “What are you getting at? Why is Moreau looking out for wolves?”

I clench the chair arms so hard, my knuckles go white. “Because a vampire killed Kieran’s mother.”

“Who?”

“Tamesis.”

Deacon goes entirely still for a second before he lets loose a growl that has every hair on the back of my neck standing on end. His eyes flash silver, and when he leaps to his feet, I flinch.

“He’s dead.”

“I thought so, too.”

“No! You—” Deacon turns away, sucking in a heaving breath. “Vasile…”

Something inside me breaks at the way he says my name. Does he know what truly happened that night? I have to tell him. “I drained him,” I say firmly, the disgust and shame of it almost choking me. “I did. I know it. But he drank from Kieran, too, and the wolves tossed his body into the woods. They were certain he was dead.”

Deacon looks through me, not at me. “But?”

“Jeremiah believes he’s still alive. And the more I think about it, the more certain I am.”

“Certain of what?”

“That he is behind everything.”

“Everything?”

I shake my head, leaning forward in my seat. Deacon’s looking at me now, and I know his wolf is still close to the surface, that one wrong move will call him out. “This is beyond London. Every supernatural creature has been driven out of Greater Manchester and into the villages and towns beyond. Three clan leaders between here and there are dead. Tristan, Adelaide, Lazarus… I couldn’t work out what it could be, who it could be, but now…”

Deacon doesn’t sit back down. He plants his hands on his desk, levelling me with a stare. Silver swirls in his irises and my breath catches in my throat at the sight of it.

“Why did you come here?”

“I—” I scowl. “You needed to know.”

“Why? He can’t use me against you again, Vasile. What’s the point?”

I growl, jumping to my feet. “I thought he was dead! I thought I killed him, and I thought sacrificing everything I ever wanted was worth it because at least he was gone, but now—”

Deacon cuts me off. “Sacrifice?” He rounds the desk, and I fight to stand my ground in the face of his approach. He’s taller than me, broader, and though earlier I thought I might not find him as appealing as I used to, I’m wrong.

My stomach twists with desire, heart leaping into my throat as I look up into my wolf’s face.

“Do not speak to me of sacrifice, Vasile. Not when it comes to him.”

“I can’t let him hurt you. Not again.”

“That is not your decision to make.” Deacon leans in closer and I clench my hands in the fabric of my trousers to keep from reaching for him. “It was never your decision to make.”

“You think I don’t regret it?” We both—and Moreau—barely made it out of that last encounter with Tamesis alive. The hollow feeling that’s taken up residence in my chest ever since?

That’s my own fault. I know that. Who would want a monster?

“Why would you?” Deacon scoffs. We’re so close now that I can feel his breath on my lips and I sway towards him, wanting to close the gap…

“I’m sorry,” I say instead, some sense catching up with me. I take a step back. As terrible as I feel right now, as much as that hollow place in my chest still aches, I will not make it worse. One stray touch might reignite our bond, and I’m not certain either of us will survive it.

Deacon’s eyes flare—with heat or annoyance, I can’t tell—and his gaze on me feels like a physical thing as I cross back to the window I entered through.

“I just thought you should know,” I say, pausing to look back. “Keep your packs safe.”

The anger falls from Deacon’s face in a moment, and he takes a step forward. “Don’t go after him, Vasile. I—If you ever—” He shakes his head, and his next word breaks my already fragile heart. “Please.”

I shoot him a faint smile. “I started this, lupul meu. I’ll finish it.”

I hear Deacon shout, “Vasile!” but by then, I’m already gone.


Thank you for reading Blood Ties!


Want to read about what Lucien and Kieran got up to after Kieran's challenge? Or how about a quiet moment Sam, Drew, and Adam share after the story is over? Get your bonus content here. You can find the password by joining my Facebook reader group or by visiting my Instagram account.
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The adventure will continue in Out For Blood, Vasile and Deacon's story, which will be released in winter 2024.
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