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This is dedicated to all my hopeless romantics who are still waiting for their person to come walking through the door.

Don’t give up. It will happen when the moment is right and if not there are tons of buzzy toys available. I happen to have a dealer if you need one ;)
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Blurb


What happens when a good little witch gets her heart broken?

Well she becomes wicked of course!

Are you ready for magic, spells and spice?

Wynter has never been able to keep a relationship for long.

After she's left at the altar for the third time, she begins to think maybe she's been cursed.

As the time grows and her loves leave, she becomes cruel, heartless, and hopeless…

Well, until she has a vision about three mysterious men during the night of the blood moon.

Can they handle her wicked ways, or is she destined to be a mean spinster for all of eternity?


Author’s Note


Hey. Hi. It’s me. Thank you so much for taking the time to read my new book. I hope you fall in love with Wynter and her crazy men as much as I have. This is in a shared world, but can be read as a standalone if that's what you wish to do.

As with all my books please know that I am not liable for any broken devices, husbands, or the cost of therapy.

I am available for yelling and conversations on social media or in my spoiler group.

Want to yell at me, or discuss the book? Join my spoiler group:

TRAUMA QUEENS SPOILER GROUP


Trigger Warning


This book is definitely one of my lighter reads, but there are still a few content warnings that should be considered before digging in.

There is a scene with mentions of the death of children. My FMC, Wynter, has been left at the altar more than once, so abandonment may be a trigger to some, as well as this book has a lot of magical content.


Shared world premise:


Many years ago a curse was placed on all the families of Melisande Nightshade’s lovers after rejecting a powerful sorcerer due to his use of dangerous magic.

Though the families all fled Spells Hollow in the hope that they would be spared from the curse it was too late.

This is the tale of the Nefari family.


“If a person seems wicked, do not cast them away.

Awaken them with your words, elevate them with your deeds, repay their injury with your kindness.

Do not cast them away; cast away their wickedness.”

-Lao Tzu
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WYNTER

“This can not be happening again!” I scream into the empty bar, throwing my cell phone at the wall not caring that it’s now in pieces and I’ll have to clean up the mess. Moving along the hall, I walk into my office and close the door.

My closet calls to me once again. Sliding the accordion style doors open, I grab my cards, crystal ball and candles, setting them up on my desk and lighting them. “He thinks he can blow me off! Well let’s just see what he’s up to this evening,” I growl, laying my hands over the ball and closing my eyes, feeling my powers rush through my hands and tingle the tips of my fingers.

Images flash behind my eyelids and I smirk as my canceled date, Magnus Michael comes into focus. He’s sitting back against his black leather sofa with some tramp grinding on his lap.

“Well, doesn’t this look cozy,” I hiss, then mumble a spell under my breath and watch as the woman’s clothes become fused to her body, so Magnus can’t remove them. Yes, it is a childish prank, but funny nonetheless. I also give him a twenty-four hour erectile dysfunction curse and call it a day.

You think I would be used to this by now. Every time I find someone that I click with, they blow me off or disappoint me. Opening my eyes with a sigh, I blow out the lit candles and put everything back into my closet.

Glancing down at the sexy blue dress I’m wearing, I groan. I even fucking waxed for that asshole. My stomach grumbles as I grab my purse and keys. Just because I’m no longer going out with Magnus doesn’t mean this outfit needs to go to waste.

I’ll just pop over to my favorite club, grab some food and maybe a fuck. But honestly this shit is getting tiring. Same old routine night after night. Some meaningless hook-up but never a commitment.

Maybe the curse that my great-great grandmother joked about is actually real. Us Nefari women are just not made to love.
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WYNTER

They say in order to find true love you must love yourself first. Well if that’s true, then I am entirely fucked. People tell me I’m wicked. Evil. Cruel. Which I guess is accurate. I think it’s more to do with me not liking anyone though, including myself.

It wasn’t always like this. I was once a bubbly person. Full of hopes and dreams but after being stood up at the altar not once or twice, but three times you kind of start to not give a fuck.

They all swear it wasn’t me, but it had to be right?

My mother jokes it’s the curse, but at this point I’ve given up. My heart is now cold and black, and I’m fine with it. I’ll just run this bar and bookshop until I’m old and gray, and then adopt a hundred cats and call it a life.

Who needs a man or children to make them happy? All they do is break hearts and make messes. Nope, I’ll stick to my brews, books and cats.

Leaving the bookstore, I walk down the spiral staircase to my bar, getting it ready to open for the night. Halee and Roy are already here getting the chairs set up and lights turned on. We have an open mic night tonight and usually I would be at home and not have to listen to people wax poetic or sing off key, but Karl called in sick and me being the boss, I had to suck it up, pull up my big witch panties, and bite the bullet.

Roy gets on stage and starts to sing some off key popstar’s song, and I cringe. He’s lucky he’s a damn good bartender and semi-friend of mine or I would fire his ass and maybe curse him for good measure.

“Roy, for fucksake! Don’t make me kick your ass,” I shout and he laughs making the microphone screech. Ugh, I did not need a migraine today. Rubbing my temples, I leave the bar area and walk into my office to chill out before we get busy.

Tomorrow I need to look into hiring a contractor for my expansion. This place is too small for everything I want to do. The bar is a good size, but the bookstore upstairs needs an addition added on.

I’d like to maybe have a bakery added in, but we will have to see. It’s hard finding good work. I’d call up my ex who could just give me a magical renovation, but I think he’s still mad that I gave him warts on his face.

Shouldn’t have left me on our wedding day. Standing there with everyone looking at me with pity as I fought the tears while my heart was shattering into a million pieces.

No, I will just have to find someone in the Witches’ Black Pages. I should just move somewhere and start over. This place has only brought me misery. Maybe a new town or hell dimension would be better.

I could start fresh… Hmm, something to definitely consider. A knock on the door brings me back to what I came in here to do and I reach into my desk drawer for a pair of magical invisible earplugs and a potion to prevent a headache.

I’m going to need both.

ARSEN (SIN)

“I still can’t believe I let you drag me here,” I grumble to my brother. When he suggested we grab some beers after work, I didn’t think he was leading me into the Wicked Witch’s lair.

“Will you stop! You haven’t seen Wynter in years, and it wasn’t your fault that her fiancé dumped her,” he replies while dragging a chair along the polished floors and taking a seat.

I follow suit and glance around the place. I haven’t been here in years but it doesn’t look like much has changed, not that surprising considering Wyn was always set in her ways. A cute blonde comes up to our table with some complementary shots of whiskey and a notepad.

“Hey, y’all, welcome to Brews & Books, I’m Halee and I’ll be serving ya this evening,” she says while placing the shots in the middle of the table with a big Texas smile on her red painted lips.

“Have you been here before or do we have a couple of virgins in our midst?” she asks, and my asshole twin chokes on his shot, guawfing at the absurdity of her question. I smirk and watch as her cheeks become rosier than the blush she's wearing.

“Haven’t been a virgin since high school, honey, but as for coming here it’s been awhile. What do you suggest for an appetizer?” I say with a grin, then reach for the shot and down it like a champ.

This isn’t my first time with whiskey either. Jack and I are good ole friends.

Halee giggles and looks over to the bar where a man in tight leather pants and mesh top is assisting some women. After a moment and composing herself, she gives me her full attention again.

“Oh, well, I’d have to say the garlic parmesan truffle fries or the witchin’ chicken bites.”

Astor grabs a menu, and Halee tells us she'll give us a moment and then come back to take our order. I grab the beer list and browse it, trying not to let the flashbacks in. We used to hang out here for hours after classes.

“Check, one, two,” someone says into the microphone, and I turn to see who’s speaking. A spotlight shines on Wynter Nefari, the girl I once loved that passed me up for my asshole ex-best friend.

“Welcome to our open mic night at Brews & Books. I see a few regulars in the crowd, but for the people who are new to us tonight, this is where we open up the stage for popstar and rockstar hopefuls. We also allow karaoke an hour before last call and drinks will be half off.”

“Damn, she’s changed,” Astor mumbles, and I nod. Don’t get me wrong, Wyn is still gorgeous beyond belief, but her green eyes no longer sparkle. They seem dull and lifeless, and the smile that she always had on her lips is now a purse or scowl.

I turn my back as she exits the stage and grab the menu, lifting it to hide the side of my face. “You do realize we’re twins right?” Astor mumbles, and I sigh.

Thankfully we aren’t spotted and soon Halee is back to take our order. A guy with a banjo gets on the stage and I cringe after the first few minutes of his performance.

Astor’s green eyes are gleaming as he bites his bottom lip, trying not to laugh.

“Fuck, maybe we should get the food to go,” I grunt, and he chuckles, shaking his head.

“This is the longest I’ve seen you in weeks, so no. You are going to sit here and have a meal with your favorite brother, then drink some beers and sign up for karaoke with me.”

My eyes widen. “The fuck I am!” I blurt, and he sighs.

“Yes, Arsen, you are. It’s time to move on. It’s been a year since…”

“Don’t say her name!” I hiss and he waves his hand in the air.

“This is my exact point. That witch shouldn’t even be mentioned. She was cancer, and I’m glad you finally saw her for the poison she was and got rid of her lying, scamming ass.”

My phone rings, breaking up the heated tension between us. I can’t believe he brought Annabelle up. Grabbing my phone, I don’t bother seeing who’s calling and answer it.

“Is it just me or am I currently staring at the back of your beautiful head?” my best friend Rus says, and I turn around, searching the crowd for him. My eyebrows raise when his blue hair shines below the bar lights. He waves and I hang up the call.

“Well look at what the cat dragged in,” he says moving in and giving us a fist bump before pulling out the only other chair at our table.

“What brings you out tonight?” Astor asks him and he turns, giving him a wink.

“Well the ambiance of course,” he retorts and steals my beer, finishing it off, and raising his hand in the air to get our waitresses’ attention.

“What the fuck,” I growl and he laughs, leaning over and pinching my cheek.

“Don’t be a Grumpy Gus, Sin. I needed something, I was beyond parched. I’ll get you a new one.”

“Hi, what can I get ya?” Halee asks Rus, and he gives her his winning smile.

“Well, aren’t you just a delicious peach? A round for the table, darlin’ and some shots of your best,” he says and she bites her bottom lip, looking him up and down. I’m straight and even I know that Rus is hot.

Blue hair with purple eyes, that he swears aren’t contacts, tan from being in the sun all day long, and built like some linebacker due to his construction business.

But all of that aside he’s also got one of the biggest hearts and he’s my best friend, aside from my twin that is. I mean we shared a womb, that makes us inseparable.

Flopping back into my seat, I settle in for a long night of booze, good food and horrible singing. God help us.
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CIRRUS

Sitting here with Arsen and Astor is just what the doctor ordered. The beer helps too. Work has been beyond crazy, and my mother will not stop bothering me about some big social event coming up in the Fae community.

Can’t she see that I’m happy in the mortal realm pretending that I’m not fae royalty? I know that I am sworn to the throne and I will attend to my duties, but for right now I’m pleasantly pleased by being Rus, contractor extraordinaire.

“So boys, tell me, are we going to sing a little ka-r-a-oke tonight?” I ask, exaggerating the word. Arsen scowls, crossing his tattooed arms, and Astor gives me a wink. These twins are trouble with a capital T, but you would never know it.

Arsen is one kickass high school guidance counselor, and Astor is one of the best attorneys Texas has to offer. They work hard and they play even harder, but they deserve it.

“I am not going up there, but I’ll sit back here in the shadows and watch you dumbasses,” Sin says, and I roll my eyes.

“Such a sourpuss,” I mumble, and he scoffs into his beer bottle. His eyes catch on someone in the crowd, and I watch as he seems to freeze. Following his eyes, I spot one spicy tuna roll. Curves for days showcased in a tight leather skirt and black crop top. She has a gold chain around her waist and fuck me, black high heeled boots.

I can’t see her face since she’s in the shadows by the bathroom, but she does seem to have my bestie caught in her delicious web. “Soooo, who is that?” I say, leaning in.

Astor looks over his shoulder and winces when he spots my beautiful turnip. “Fuck,” he hisses, and Sin looks away, dropping his gaze to the table, seeming extremely interested in the damp napkin his beer was resting on.

“Do you think she’s noticed us?” he mumbles softly to his brother, and now I’m even more intrigued about their story.

Deciding that he’s not going to offer any more details, I stand and give a little bow before striding over to the temptress vixen.

I know when she spots me because she places her hands over her luscious hips and scowls. Oh, I just had shivers run down my spine and my cock perked up as well. That’s nice. He’s been asleep for way too long. But first I must inquire if my boy has a past with her. Because bros before snows and all that. I won’t say that H word. It’s just not proper.

“Oh, my little viper, retract the fangs. I won’t bite… hard,” I joke, and she purses her lips giving me a once over.

“No thanks,” she snarks, then spins and flips her fragrant dark blue hair, smelling like the sweetest candy, whipping me in the face, and…

Yup, it's official.

I think I’m in love.

WYNTER

Tonight has been unexpected to say the least. I never fucking thought I would see the Murphy twins again in my life. I mean I warded this place only a hundred times to keep my past out.

They are supposed to feel like hurling if they come within ten feet of my bar. So why in the hell are they here, flirting with Halee, and enjoying my food? I’m ready to storm over there and confront them when their eccentric friend comes peacocking over to me like he’s God’s gift to womankind.

I give him a scowl thinking it will detract him from my presence, but that only seems to egg him on.

“Oh, my little viper, retract the fangs, I won’t bite… hard,” he says with a big grin, biting his plump bottom lip. He isn’t serious. I mean. What? He almost makes me laugh and I’m not in the mood for a playmate tonight. Even if he is attractive and my body is drawn to him.

I can smell the magic in his blood and that’s just not the kind of drama I need right now.

“No thanks.”

I spin to leave him, and I swear he moans as I walk away. I leave the bar floor and move over to the stairs.

I must be lost in my head because I certainly never expected to be followed. Once again the wards I have placed seem to be weakened. Is my magic on the fritz?

“Can I at least know your name, my little spitecake?” the man asks, and I pause next to one of the couches I have for readers to relax on, while enjoying one of the many books I have stocked.

I give him another look and can admit his body is doing things to me downstairs. Loosening the cobwebs between my thighs so to speak. Hmmm, maybe I will play with him for a few minutes.

“Wynter. Wynter Nefari, the owner of this fine establishment that you have seemed to make your own and disregarded any of my rules or restrictions,” I mumble and take a step back forgetting that the love seat is behind me.

My ass falls onto the leather cushion and my already short skirt rises higher up my thighs, giving him a peek of my thong.

“Oh, Miss Wynter, you are a naughty little minx aren’t you?” he growls, leaning closer to me, his lilac eyes turning violet as I smell the lust in the air.

What the fuck is happening right now?

“Yes, well I am a grown woman and if I choose to flash my panties at random men that is my prerogative, but I don’t believe I gave you permission to move closer to me, sir,” I snap, placing my palm against his chest and pushing him away from me.

There is a haze in the air and though I am trying to fight it, I seem to now be clenching his soft shirt in my fist and dragging his mouth closer to mine, breathing in his vanilla and musk scent.

God, my mouth is watering for just a taste of him. No, Wyn this isn’t right!

Shaking my head, I gain some self control and shove him away, catching him off guard he goes flying into the recliner I have set nearby. Blinking, he seems to be just as lust-drunk as me.

“What are you?” he asks in a dreamy tone while I pant, restraining myself from crawling to him on my knees like some kind of submissive simp.

“A witch, but I’ve never had a reaction to someone of the Fae realm before,” I whisper and he sits up, staring me down. His eyes are now a kaleidoscope of colors, and I can’t fight the pull to him any longer.

“Please,” I whimper, and he rushes over to me as we collide in an explosion of heat and magic and something else but I just can’t put my finger on it. When his lips touch mine, I moan and dig my nails into the back of his neck, my teeth into his bottom lip.

My body is pulsating and my mind is spinning.

I’m standing in a deserted town but my lawn is green and lucious. There is a huge mansion behind me where three men stand, one of them familiar to me, the other two hazy. A little girl with violet eyes and dark blue hair smiles at me, waving.

“Mommy, come play with us,” she calls and tries to run to me, but one of the men is holding her in his arms, keeping her from me. But why? She called me Mommy.

I try to fight the vision but the more this man devours my mouth the harder I’m thrust into the… It can’t be the future… Can it?

A scene of the past is shown to me of a beautiful witch fighting for love and in the end being the cause of all of her lovers and their descendents cursed.

I’m cursed.

I mean I have always wondered… but I think maybe there is a way to break it. At least I believe that’s what she was trying to show me.

A whirl of shadows covers me, showing me things that are terrifying and cruel to hope for. A sign flashes through my mind of the small town of Spells Hollow and it’s calling to me.

The man moves away, blinking at me and looking confused. The haze in the room is gone now, and I find myself topless and his pants thrown on the other side of the room. Shoving him off of me, I stand and cover my naked breasts.

“I don’t know what the fuck you just did to me, but you need to leave. Now!” I growl, mumbling a spell under my breath to keep him away from me. Far far away.

He tries to explain, but I need air. I feel like I can’t breathe, the room is closing in on me and my chest is so tight. My mind is throbbing and a voice whispers to me.

“Go to Spells Hollow. All will be explained. But you must leave now!”
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CIRRUS

Well that was a night of revelations. I don’t know who that little witch is but there is something inside of me saying she needs to be watched.

Not only is she the most delicious pie at the fair, she’s got power unknown to even herself.

I watch as her eyes glaze over and she seems lost in her thoughts.

“Well Peaches, this was fun. Let’s do it again,” I say, then redress myself and pat my poor dick.

“It’s okay. We will get her next time, sport.”

Leaving my little porcupine I return to the guys. They are past the point of return and by the look of the multiple empty shot glasses, I have to say they’ve enjoyed themselves.

“Rus, there you are man. Where’d you go?” Sin slurs and tries to stand. He miscalculates how close the chair is to the table and ends up flipping said table over.

Glass shatters, and I sigh. Halee looks distraught at the mess and the person on stage butchering a Carrie Underwood song stops singing.

A man in a mesh top leaves the bar and stomps over to us. Before he can start an argument, I hand him my credit card and nod to Astor, who doesn’t look much better than his twin.

Giving me a goofy smile, I sigh and point toward the door. He laughs and pouts, crossing his arms.

“You’re not five you nit. Get your ass up and outside. How are you guys wasted so quickly?”

He reaches into his coat pocket and pulls out a small flask that I happen to know quite well. Ah, fuck me with a bramble bush.

“You sneaky little fox. You shouldn’t have taken that. You’re in for a night my friend,” I grunt, lifting him from his chair and leading him to the door.

“Nooooo, I don’t wanna goooo,” Astor whines and I wince. “We still have to sing,” he complains then begins to belt out a not too bad rendition from Dreamgirls.

Wish I could record this. It’s gold blackmail material.

The bartender returns with my card and a scowl. “I took a seventy percent tip for the mess,” he grumbles and I nod, then sigh.

“Of course you did, glitters. Now if you could help me get my friends to my car that would be just rainbows and kittens.”

He gives me a look of confusion, then nods and grabs Sin by his ankle, dragging him out the door.

“Not quite what I had in mind, Laffy taffy, but it's efficient I’ll give you that.”

Once we are all snug as a cub in a rug in my car, I start the engine and begin the few hours drive to my Nan’s house.

She will have the right stuff to get these boys back in shape. I can’t believe they drank my goofeyjizz.

“She’s still so pretty,” Sin mumbles as I turn onto the backroads. “She looks like she’s evil incarnated… but still my heart skipped for her,” he sighs and then soon a loud snore rips from his lips.

Astor has been passed out for awhile now, so I take the risk that they are asleep and won’t see me open a teensy little portal to my nan’s realm.

She’s on the outskirts so I think we can get in and out undetected from my family and the guards.

The night sky changes to swirls of neon pinks and blues and yellows as I pull up in front of the small purple cottage with lollipops and horndrizzles covering the roof.

Parking, I open up my car door and breathe in the scent of timberflowers and smuckleberries. Ah it’s nice to be home.

ASTOR

The car stops moving and my head feels as if an elephant sat on it. “Wakey wake chick’s and bakey,” Rus says into my ear and I bat him away. “Here put these on and then follow me into a magical place.”

Peeking my eyes open I grab the weird sunglasses and accept them gratefully. The bright light goes away, and I sigh.

“Better bumblee?” Rus coos, and I nod.

He’s always been eccentric, but deep down he’s a good friend. He’s always there when you need a laugh too.

“Fabu, now maybe you can help me wake up Princess Snoresalot.”

I glance at my brother and laugh. He’s got his mouth wide open, and Rus is right he sounds like some type of grizzly bear.

“Sin,” I grunt, then slap him on the cheek a few times. Well slap isn’t quite accurate. Tap? Yeah, that sounds better.

“Touch me again and I will feed your balls to the octopus down the lane,” my twin mutters, and I snort.

“What the fuck you dreaming about bro?”

Rus gives him a shake, then dodges his fist just in time.

“I told you I don’t want to play today,” he whines, and I’m over this.

“Get up and get out of this car right this minute Arsen or so help me, I will post all your superhero obsessed days on your school bulletin board.”

“Fine. Fuck!” Cirrus hands him a pair of glasses like mine and he slips them on.

“Keep those on at all times or you could become blind.”

“What the fuck?” Sin grumbles while unbuckling his belt.

Exiting the car, I look around and I’m not sure what I’m seeing.

“Now, Rus, where the hell are we? Is that a unicorn?”

Rus laughs and starts to walk toward a cottage that looks like it’s from that nursery rhyme about Hansel and Gretal.

“Come on, my Nan doesn’t like to be kept waiting,” he mutters and once Sin has decided to leave the car we stumble over the uneven path to a front door.

“This place is creepy,” Sin mutters, and I have to agree. There are shadows everywhere and branches hanging in the pathway.

I trip over my own feet, and I’m about to hit the ground, but Rus grabs me in time.

“Seriously you two are worse than Hippogoblins.”

“Hippo what?”

“It doesn't matter. You won’t remember this night later anyways. A Hippogobblin has three left feet and won’t stop squawking, but it never has anything good to say, so we ignore it.”

“Bro, you are seriously mental,” I mutter as we reach the door. From far away it looked like a pixie lived here, but now that we are in front of it, I can see it’s huge.

Rus leans around me and does some weird knock. It reminds me of a song, but I can’t think of it right now.

“Why are we here?” I ask. I should have questioned if he was kidnapping us earlier but my mind is starting to clear now.

“Well my little Petunia, you and Smoteler here drank my goofeyjizz and that's just not okay. I am stumped that you haven't bloated or changed color yet,” he mumbles under his breath.

Arsen chokes on his spit. “We drank what?” he shouts and I cringe.

“Goofeyjizz. It’s perfectly safe for me. Gives me a little pick me up when the old ticker is slowing.”

“We did not drink your jizz and stop saying that so loudly.”

Rus snorts, then rolls his eyes.

The door swings open, and the most beautiful woman stands there with long pink hair and the same violet eyes as Rus.

“Cirrus, do you know what time it is?” Placing her hands on her delicate hips, she purses her lips.

“Yes, sorry, Nan, I needed your most bountiful expertise.”

Leaning down he places a kiss on her flawless cheek and she sighs, pulling him into a hug.

She's so tiny her head rests on his stomach.

“Fine, come inside. I’ll put the kettle on.”

Turning she leaves us and my feet immediately follow her. She's entrancing. Mesmerizing.

“I thought you said we were going to your grandmother’s. Is she your sister? Cousin?”

Rus places his hand on my chest, stopping my progression, and I don’t think I have ever seen my friend angry before.

“That is my grandmother and you better show her some respect and stop drooling like you’re a Pisselhound.”

Sin starts to laugh behind me, and I spin to smack him in the arm. “It’s not funny,” I grunt, and he shakes his head still laughing.

“Cirrus I don’t have all night. I was busy ya know?”

“Come. Let’s just dose you and then I can ditch your asses,” Rus grumbles and walks deeper in the house. It’s dark in here so we stumble after him, using the textured walls to guide us.

Walking into a weird kitchen there is a table with empty chairs waiting for us. I sit and Sin plops down next to me. “Can I take these glasses off now? It’s rude to wear them inside.”

“No!” Rus and his nan shout at the same time, making me jump.

“Okay, okay,” I mumble, then yawn, wishing I could be home in bed already.

“Don’t worry, Poppet, I will have you back in ship shape soon,” Nan says, moving over to us with a giant tea-like kettle and Rus follows with some mugs.

“Now, drink up and swallow every drop like a good little mage.”

She pours us a large cup of some sweet smelling tea and I take mine, blowing on the top. It’s hot but when I take my first sip, it tastes like the coolest, freshest iced tea. Hmm.

“That’s a good boy. Now close your eyes and let the remedy kick in.”

I shut my eyes and sigh. The headache is now dissipating. Rus and his nan talk quietly, and I’m seriously about to fall asleep again.

“It’s okay, buddy pie, I’ll get ya home safe.”

Those are the last words I remember him saying before I pass out.


[image: ]


CIRRUS

“I’m happy to see you,” Nan says as she helps me carry Astor and Arsen back to my car. She may be tiny, but she’s stronger than two Hornicats together. “Your mother stopped by the other day. She misses you. Are you really not going to go through with the wedding and take your rightful place in Court?”

Ugh, I don’t want to go over all this again. Sighing, I place Arsen in the front seat and help Nan place his ‘lucky to still be alive’ twin in the back. I can’t believe he was going to hit on my nan.

“I never wanted to take the throne, Nan. Plus I like it in the mortal realm. I may have even found myself a spicy little witch. Maybe I’ll marry her and get Mam off my back.”

“Oh, please let me have a front row seat for that day. Your mother will throw a hell of a storm.” Giggling, she gives me another hug, and I breathe in her floral and bismal berry scent.

“Seriously, I have never met another like her. Our connection was fireworks and explosions. I think she may be my mate. But when we kissed I saw visions about things I don’t understand, but there was a place so I know where she plans to go next, and I will be following.”

“Ahhh, young love. I remember when your Pap stalked me. It was so romantic,” sighing, she stares off at the rainbow sky. “He’s been gone a decade now, but I can still hear him in the wind.”

“Love you, Nan. I’ll come visit again…”

Loud trumpets sound in the sky, cutting me off mid sentence. Shit, I was so damn close.

“Oh, boy, you better skedaddle before your brother lands. And baby, keep your Goofeyjizz away from your friends. They got lucky this time.”

Glancing at the sky I can tell my brother has brought the whole guard with him.

“Not today, Satan! Bye Nan,” I shout, then dive into the driver’s seat and hit the button for the portal back to the mortal realm.

I need to get these geese home and then pack for an adventure.

“I’ll see you soon, my little goddess.”

WYNTER

“Excuse me, what? You can’t seriously be thinking about just up and leaving because some voice told you to go to some abandoned wasteland!” Halee is irate and though I am the boss I can’t blame her.

“Hales, you can handle this place. I have it closed for a few weeks for the renovations anyways. All you need to do is keep an eye on the workers and make sure they don’t cause any unnecessary damage to the upstairs.”

She continues to ramble as I pack. I don’t know how cold upstate NY is, but I grab a few cardigans and jeans just to be safe.

“And what about Roy? You gave him time off, so he won’t even be here to help me,” Halee whines, and I’m about to snap.

“Enough! I am so sick and tired of being casted out or left behind. If there is a curse which we know there is, then I am going to try everything to get rid of it. Now here is the number to the motel where I am staying. If you need me it better be because Ms. Whiskers is dying or the bar is on fire.”

I hand her the paper I printed of the place I’m going to have to stay at and then scratch my kitten’s head. I wish I could take her with me, but the owner, Adri, said absolutely no pets.

“Ms. Whiskers will be fine… Your bar on the other hand…”

“Halee, cut the shit. You can’t come with me, so drop the attitude and do your damn job.”

I watch as my words hit her and internally I’m cringing. I never used to be so damn mean. Especially to my friends. But that’s what happens when your heart gets broken again and again.

“Yeah, um, okay. I’m gonna…” Halee walks quickly out the door and I groan as her sniffles and soft cries echo through the empty halls.

“Merooooowww.” I glance at my cat and sigh.

“I know okay. You don’t need to give me that look.” She glares at me for a few more seconds, her orange and white striped tail flicking up and down on the bed.

She was completely black, but a potion went awry, which wasn’t my fault. She jumped up onto the counter and dumped it all over herself. So now she is an adorable spotted mess.

Black on her face still with a white stripe down her nose and splotches of orange throughout in patches, and then of course her tail. Have I mentioned she’s adorable?

“I won’t be gone long, okay?” I coo to her and give her a few belly rubs. She’s such an oddball and also likes to play fetch at times.

Finishing packing, I pull up my witchy GPS and try to find this place. It’s going to be a few days of driving and once I reach the motel, finding my ancestors' land is going to be a real challenge it seems.

The only things I can find about it are urban legends and missing ghost hunters, who went exploring where they shouldn’t have.

But one thing remains true with anything I read. I am going to need some good hiking boots. I’m kinda excited to go to Spells Hollow. I love anything sinister and occult. This will be fun and if I end up breaking the curse it’ll be even better.
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Did I say I was excited for this trip? After driving all day, I need to stop and stretch. Even bringing my large SUV, I am sore and bloated from the gas station snacks. I should have just flown to upstate NY and then rented a car or something.

I find a rest area that looks decent and take the exit. There are lots of semi-trucks around, parked for the night and the visitor’s center seems to have good lighting surrounding it.

Closing my eyes, I mumble a quick spell, checking if anyone here has ill intent, then when nothing stands out, I park my vehicle and shut the engine off. It’s startling how quiet everything is now that the music isn’t playing or the tires aren’t moving.

I can hear the distant sound of the people still driving on the highway, but other than that it’s peaceful. Yawning, I open my door and let the night air chill me. Reaching behind my seat, I grab my keys from my bag, then unbuckle and climb out.

The crickets chirp all around me, and I breathe in the pine scent. The air feels almost damp and I hope it’s just the morning dew, and I’m not about to encounter a storm. I hate driving in the rain.

Idiots hover between lanes and sometimes it’s hard to even see.

I shut my car door and lock it, then walk toward the building. There is a man hovering by the vending machines, but he seems innocent enough. Leaving him to do his business, I start up the steps to the top and enter the ladies room.

Fluorescent lights greet me, and I groan. Rushing to the stall at the end I relieve myself, then wash my hands and use a spell to conjure a toothbrush with paste in the bristles.

I am sick of tasting coffee.

When done, I return to my car and open the back door. Even though Halee was upset with me, she did have the foresight to suggest I drop my backseats and lay an air mattress there so I could nap.

It’s a smart idea and it may even come in handy in Spells Hollow. From what I saw the town I’m headed to is a good drive from the motel. I don’t know what I’m going to encounter when I arrive, but hopefully it’ll be a quick trip.

Climbing in, I make myself comfortable, then lock up the car once more and get a few Z’s.

Early morning light pulls me from a weird dream of people being hung and running away from a massive fire.

Staying under the blanket, I mumble a spell to change my clothes with something I packed.

Wish I could shower, but it's okay for right now.

Pulling out my phone, I check how much longer I have to drive. Ten hours is doable, but my neck is stiff and my hips are killing me.

Might treat myself to a hotel tonight and arrive during the day tomorrow.

That way I’ll have lots of natural light to explore. Some of the fandom sites said that there was no power, but I don’t know how accurate that is.

Using the bathroom once more, I glance around checking no one is around. Magic is unknown to mortals, and I don’t want to be punished if someone witnesses what I’m about to do.

“Ailorna washse,” I mutter quietly and instantly feel cleaner. There’s just something great about a washing spell.

Looking at my reflection I wince at the huge bags under my eyes. They are so big I’m shocked they don’t need their own luggage cart.

“Ugh, just a few more days and maybe we can get some answers.”

Walking back to the car, my phone rings, and I groan. I don’t even need to know who it is. Psychic remember?

Answering, I keep my snark to a minimum. “Yes, Mom?”

“Wynter Sandra Nefari! Is there a reason you didn’t tell me that you were taking a trip halfway around the world?”

God, she can be dramatic at times.

“I am going to upstate NY, Mom, not Timbuktu,” I mutter and dig in my bag for my keys.

Finding them, I unlock the car and climb in.

“You left without letting me or even the coven know, Wynter. That is not how things work.”

“Okay, well, I am following my destiny. I had a vision during the blood moon.”

Cackling fills the phone and I really don't have time for her nonsense. “Yeah it’s hilarious. I’ll text you later if I have a signal.”

Hanging up, I toss my phone in the cup holder and turn the car on. I need food, coffee and gas.

The truck stop is starting to get busy and a tingle runs down my spine, alerting me that someone with nefarious intent is coming.

Not having the time or patience for it, I reverse and get back on the road.
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CIRRUS

She’s beautiful. Watching her from afar, I wait for her to notice me, but she seems to be in a pissed off mood about something.

No worries, I’ll see her in New York.

There is something about Spells Hollow that’s calling to me as much as her.

After our first kiss, she drew me in, and I’ve been trapped in her web like a willing spider.

I do have my suspicions about why that is, but I won’t speak them out loud until I talk to her first.

If I’m wrong, it will just be a world of embarrassment and though I am no newbie to a scandal, my mother may choose to chop off my head if I bring one more to her door.

Exiting my rental truck, I head for the vending machines. This won’t sate my hunger but it’ll help the gnawing pain in my gut.

I am hungrier than a tadpole on a toadstool.

Looking over the meek selections, I end up choosing a bag of stale chips and a cold brew coffee.

Breakfast for champions right there.

Wynter passes me for the bathroom, but I know she doesn’t notice me. I have a dark hoodie on, and the hood is pulled up and over my head, hiding my vibrant blue hair.

Humming, she continues on toward the ladies room and when I know the coast is clear, I watch her, making sure no one jumps out of the shadows.

After she’s back in her car, snug as a bug in a rug on her makeshift bed, which is genius by the way, I finish my snack and continue my patrol while she sleeps.

Wish I could cuddle up with her and catch some shut eye myself. Fae don’t need much shut eye but the more time I’ve spent in this realm, I’ve become accustomed to their culture.

Pulling out my phone, I scroll WitchTok for a little while, getting lost in the mindless dribble and potions.

Soon the sun is shining, and Wynter is pulling out of the parking lot. I’ll follow her soon, but first I need to use the facilities and get another delicious bag of chips.

Leaving my truck, I head over to the vending machines once again and caress the buttons.

“Hello, good friend, may I please have E8,” I coo to the lonely machine and wait.

Lost in my thoughts of imagining this bag of cheddar popcorn being a greasy bacon sandwich, I miss my brother sneaking up behind me and him muttering a spell to incapacitate me.

“You almost made this too easy, brother. Mother will be so disappointed,” he scolds, snapping his finger and creating a portal.

His face is wrinkled with stress lines, and his hair is no longer a vibrant pink. I give him a glare and sigh.

“It wouldn’t be the first time and probably won’t be the last, Grule.”

He frowns and shakes his head. “I don’t get you, Cirrus. I would give anything to have your life. To be the born ruler of Kasgalda. Why run away from such a destiny? You will be a king!”

I can’t fight the laughter from escaping my lips. “Oh, brother, I will never be a king. I will be a prisoner chained to the throne.” Shaking my head with how miserable the thought of being royalty makes me, he sighs, grabs my arm and drags me through the portal.

When we reach the front steps of our home, I groan. “I have plans, Gru. I can’t be stuck here right now. Can’t you tell Mother that you never found me?”

Gru looks at the door and back to me. “You really don’t want to be king?”

My eyes widen, and my mouth purses.

“Geeze, what gave it away,” I snark, watching as his nostrils flare with annoyance. Sighing, I nod. “I don’t want to be trapped here in Kasgalda. I want to stay in the mortal realm.”

He’s quiet for a minute, and I’m about to just give in to my fate when he surprises me.

Pulling my arm, he makes another portal. This one leading to a cave we used to play in as kids.

“If you want off the throne then you must marry someone. I heard once that if you are wedded outside of Kasgalda then you can never live here for eternity.”

My heart begins to race, and I know my face resembles one podperson. Or maybe a Golden Retriever would be a better example.

“Why are you helping me, Gru? You have always been Mother’s spy. Hunting me like I’m a prized ham at the county fair.”

“If you don’t take the throne then maybe Mother will ask me. I have no qualms with staying. I love it here. It’s my home.”

Muttering a spell, I’m finally released from the invisible shackles and I groan, moving my limbs about.

“Take it, Gru. Now send me back to my truck. I have a prickly possum to track down.”

WYNTER

Pulling up to the motel, I yawn. My eyes burn and I’m regretting not stopping at a hotel for just a few hours.

I shut the engine off, and my car thanks me. I got a notification a little while ago about the engine being on for five hours straight.

I usually only make it three, but I was determined this last leg to just get here.

It’s early morning now, and I really just need a nap and a shower. As I unbuckle my seatbelt the front door opens and one of the hottest men I have ever seen steps outside.

Dark hair with a natural wave and a body that has me wanting to drop to my knees and give him anything he wants. Damn.

Opening my door slowly, I grab my bag and climb out. He looks me over, then offers me his hand with a grunt.

“I’m Adria, manager of the Roadside Motel. You must be Wynter?”

I give him a quick shake. As our skin touches, I instantly know he’s not human, but he doesn’t give me any bad vibes so there’s that.

“Yes, that’s me.” Releasing my hand he nods and holds the door open for me.

“I’ll have someone grab your bags. Let’s get you checked in. It may shock you but we don’t get many visitors here and this past week we have received multiple reservations.”

I follow him over to a small wooden counter and he types something into a computer that’s seen better days.

We made some chit-chat but nothing substantial. I’m exhausted and just wanting a bed.

Handing me a key, I give him a smile, then yawn.

“Breakfast is served at seven sharp. Mavis doesn’t take requests so if you have any dietary restrictions I suggest making a stop at the Walmart you passed about an hour back.”

“Seven sounds good. Thanks.”

“There’s a diner across the street. They usually have some good specials for dinner. What brings you here? Business or pleasure?”

Pulling out my wallet, I give him my credit card.

“I’m here to see Spells Hollow.”

“Oh, you’re one of them then. Well, hate to tell you this, but you wasted a trip. It’s just a bunch of wasteland and bad omens. Most people that go into that town don’t return or if they do they are never the same.”

I’m nodding along as he speaks and I know he can tell he’s not going to change my mind.

“I’ll take my chances. You’re not the only one with hidden secrets,” I whisper just for him to hear, and he grunts.

“Be that as it may, beware the woods and the wolves.”

“Got it. Thanks.”

Without another word, I leave and walk down the lit sidewalk to room Nine, ready for a long nap.
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When I wake up, I’m stunned to see that it’s dark outside. So much for me visiting the town today.

I’d only planned to take a small nap. My stomach cramps, reminding me that I haven’t eaten anything substantial in a few days.

Grabbing my phone, I groan. It’s dead. I was so exhausted I didn’t even grab my charger from the car.

Mumbling a tiny spell, I conjure up a fast charging pad, then lay my phone on top and walk to the bathroom.

This place isn’t half bad. The bed was comfortable and it has a small sitting area with a stove.

Maybe I will make a quick trip to Walmart, just so Mavis doesn’t need to cook all my meals… Though I’m sure the diner would work too, and I haven’t checked out the gas station.

Maybe I can get a few groceries there.

When I enter the bathroom, I cringe. Okay, it looks like someone is stuck in the past here.

At least it has a shower. Even if it is inside a green bathtub. The shower curtain is plastic and covered in seashells, but it’ll do the trick.

Turning the water on, I leave it running for a second, grabbing my shower bag and a pair of clothes, then return.

The days of sweat and grime leave my body, thanks to the hot water and my blackberry soap.

I feel fresh and renewed as I wrap a towel around my long hair. I prefer to air dry and it’s not like anyone is around to see me walking in the buff.

I’d curse them if they did.

Getting dressed, I grab my Ouija board out of my suitcase and light a few candles.

I keep waiting for another vision to come. To tell me exactly what I need to do in Spells Hollow, but the spirits seem quiet tonight.

Maybe in the morning when I enter the town something will happen. Checking my now fully charged phone, I read my missed messages and answer Halee.

She’s freaking out about not hearing from me all day. It’s too late now to call so I reassure her, send a selfie proving that I’m alive and tell her I’ll call in a few hours.

Putting the board and candles away, I grab my Kindle, conjure up some food, which is never very good, and curl up on my bed.

It’s quiet due to the hour, but I can hear faint howls in the wind outside. I’ll have to be careful exploring. Don’t need to become some wild animal’s lunch.

I read for a little bit, getting lost in someone else’s drama always does the trick, soon the sun is shining, and I have to pee.

Getting up, I use the bathroom and get ready for today.

Opting for a pair of jeans and zip up hoodie with a crop top underneath, I grab my purse, phone and room key.

When I open the door, I notice a few more cars around and a bright colored van, getting gas at the station.

Locking the motel door behind me, I decide to walk over to the diner. The weather is nice this morning, and I may not need my hoodie afterall.

Checking the road, I look both ways, even though no one is nearby, then cross the street.

An elderly woman exits the front door and gives me a smile. She’s wearing a tight leather skirt and a red tank-top.

I’m a little caught off guard by her outfit, but who am I to judge?

“Good morning,” I say as we pass each other and she stops, giving me a thorough once over.

“So you must be Wynter. I’d expected to see you this morning, but I guess being awake half the night you decided to sleep in.”

Ummm what?

“Yes, how did you know?”

“Oh, I’m Mavis. My room is next to yours and the walls are like paper. Keep that in mind if you decide to shake any beds. But I best be off. I'll see you around dear.”

I watch as she crosses the road back to the motel, and I’m still trying to process who Mavis is when Adria comes out the door.

Or I think it’s him? He has a different energy than last night, and he doesn’t even stop to say hello.

He’s lost in his phone, typing away and walks past me without a word.

Um, rude much? Ugh, I’m too hungry to deal with assholes right now.
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“How was everything, hon?” Liv, my waitress asks. Stacking my plates, I hand them to her with a smile.

“Delicious. I have never had apple pie French toast before, but I am a huge fan now.”

“I’ll be sure to tell the chef. It’s one of my favorites too. Let me get your check, and then you can be on your way.” She walks off, and I look out the window. This town is seriously small, but I’m starting to like it.

“Here ya go, hon.” Liv drops off my check, and I stop her from leaving.

“Hey, do you know how to get to Spells Hollow? Google maps didn’t have a lot of information.”

“Oh, sweetie, you don’t want to go there.” She looks around to see if anyone is listening before sitting in the booth across from me and pulling out her order pad.

She draws me a map and slides it back to me with a smirk. “Have fun,” she whispers, then takes my check and card before walking off.

When she comes back with my card I grab my purse, slip out of the booth and head for the door. Ruth, Liv’s sister, grabs my hand as I pass her.

“Don’t go to Spells Hollow. Beware the woods and the wolves and the man with the mask.”

Before I can ask her what she means, she rushes off, and Liv is glaring at her back. When she catches me looking, she shoots me a big smile and waves.

Yeah, that wasn’t suspicious at all.
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CIRRUS

Wynter Nefari is one slippery toad. Not only did she manage to disappear on me three times, I got lost trying to find the motel.

It’s late afternoon when I finally arrive, and I’m bummed to see her SUV isn’t around. I was hoping to catch her before she wandered off into Spells Hollow.

I know she’s a big bad witch, but hasn't she seen any horror flicks? You should never go to a cursed town alone.

There is power in numbers. Ugh, she’s a silly little lamb that hopefully won’t be chosen for slaughter.

Parking, I shut my truck off and groan. My ass has become one with the leather and when I try to remove myself from the seat there is some pain.

Just like a Bandaid. Have to rip my thighs off.

“Motherfluffernator,” I shout. Someone snickers from outside. Adjusting my shorts, I climb out and stretch.

An older woman in shorts and a tank-top continues to laugh at my discomfort.

“I’m glad my pain brings a smile to your face, Duchess,” I grumble, and she snorts, rolling her heavily eye shadowed eyes.

“Honey, you couldn’t handle me thirty years ago, so I know for a fact you couldn’t handle me now.”

Leaving me with my mouth wide open, she sashays inside.

Well that wasn’t awkward or anything.

Grabbing my duffle bag from the passenger seat, I shut the door and walk inside to the check-in desk.

There is a guy my age that smells magical. One look at me and he scowls.

“We don’t like your kind here,” he grunts, and I sigh.

“Listen, cupcake, I am exhausted, and I’m not here for trouble. My girl has gone off to get herself killed, and I’m here to make sure that doesn't happen.”

He grumbles something and then hands me a piece of paper to fill out.

“It’s double the price for Fae scum like yourself.”

Agreeing, I hand him my card and fill out the basic information.

We don’t talk, and soon he’s throwing a key to room Eight at my face.

“Righto, chief, thanks,” I mumble, then leave the front office and walk to my room.

I can smell her. She’s all sunshine and rainbows with a hint of thunder. Delicious.

Entering the room, I don’t bother taking in the decor. Walking right for the shower, I strip as I go and practically dive head first into the cold water.

It’s refreshing, and now that I’m here I take a minute to just rest and think about Gru and what he did for me the other day.

I know this isn’t the end. My mother is notorious for twisting lies, and she will be searching for me again soon…

Gru said I needed to get married, and I have someone in mind, but now I need to track her down, hope she’s not a pile of ash and she’s willing to talk to me.

WYNTER

Bouncing along the weathered road, I feel my French toast making a reappearance. I understand this place is well hidden for good reason, but they really need to pave this street.

I’ve been driving for over an hour and I should be getting closer. I’m hoping so. The sky is getting darker the deeper into the woods I drive.

Checking my phone for the photo I took of the random map Liv drew me, I notice that the road ends at a gate.

I still don’t see one, so I crank up the radio and sing along as I continue driving. Soon enough it’s there barely holding on.

I park the car and choose to keep going on foot. I can see a large building up ahead and no one seems to be around.

I don’t know why I was summoned here. As I walk along the road and into the town square I’m frozen.

Literally.

Chills run down my spine as I glance up at the gallows. Perfectly preserved bodies hang from the ropes and I no longer try to keep my food down.

Angling my head to the side, I throw up.

I knew something horrific happened here, but that was centuries ago. So why do these bodies look fresh?

If not for the clothing that is.

A blur from the corner of my eye has me turning my head. A young man is hovering there, holding his camera as if he died in the middle of taking a photo.

This isn’t the first ghost I’ve seen, and I doubt it’ll be my last.

He stares at me, and I know I need to look away before he realizes… Too late.

“You can see me? Oh this is awesome! I have been floating around here for years waiting for someone to help me.”

Sighing, I reach into my bag for some wet wipes and gum while he continues to babble.

“I came here with a group of friends. We loved ghost hunting and anything occult related. It was supposed to be a good weekend. We set up camp in the High Priestess’s house, but the next morning…”

“Let me guess you woke up dead, and your friends weren’t anywhere to be found?”

“Yeah, I can’t believe they would just ditch me like that.” He sniffles, and I can admit he’s tugging on my cold black heart a little.

“What’s your name and do you remember the date you came here?”

“Arnold Abernathy and yeah it was spring break. April 10th, 2009.”

Dammit! I was hoping he wasn’t one of those repressed spirits.

“Well, Arnie, can I call you Arnie? It’s now 2024, and I hate to tell you that you have been gone for a long time. If I had to guess, I would say that when you reappeared as a spirit it had already been five or ten years. Time is different in the spirit realm.”

“I’ve been dead for fifteen years? No, that can’t be right.”

“Yeah, sorry, bud, but hey once I figure out why I was brought here and how to break my curse, I’ll help you. But umm.”

I look around, and the chills running through me are becoming more intense. There are spirits everywhere, floating between the buildings. Some too gruesome to even mention.

One of the things I hate about being a medium.

When I saw my first ghost I was four. My mom was driving down the road, and I started to scream that they needed help. There was a young couple in a bad wreck.

Come to find out no one was there, and the accident happened twenty years ago. They call it a death echo, and sadly I tend to be the one spirits come to.

“Can you help me in the meantime? I had a vision that I needed to come here, but I’m not sure where to start.”

Arnie looks off at a huge mansion. “You haven’t been the first witch to come here since the blood moon. There have been a few others. Start at the High Priestess’s garden and hopefully you will know what to do next.”

“Thanks.” Leaving Arnie to his misery, I side swept past a woman with her face burned off and meandered around the other spirits flitting about.

As I get closer to the garden I feel a powerful pull, guiding my every step.

“Wow,” I gasp. For a place so desolate this is almost preserved. Greenery surrounds me from the overgrowth, but it’s beautiful in a chaotic way.

There is a small gazebo in the corner and that’s where I head. Plopping down on the weathered bench, I stare out at all the plants growing and the statues. But what’s confusing is the dead Earth behind the garden.

How is this so healthy, but beyond it is destroyed?

“Magic, darling. This place is protected.”

Closing my eyes, I let the High Priestess, Melisande speak to me. “I wanted more for Spells Hollow. I had a vision, but…”

A vision so strong hitting me has me gripping the weathered wood for dear life.

He follows me when he thinks I do not see him. I know he is plotting something. He wants the power that me and my loves hold between us. His jealousy becomes him and has turned him into someone I fear may hurt us.

I will do everything in my power to make that untrue.

What once was anonymous gifts and what he believed to be worship has turned.

He covets things he will never possess and I watch as he’s becoming uncontrollable. He uses his magic recklessly without consequence.

As the years pass his power has become something sinister. I don’t want it or him here.

This land was meant to be a haven for my family and coven.

Morfran does not see. He doesn’t have the same vision as us.

He does not belong.

Spells Hollow is meant to be a sanctuary. I have tried to uphold my duty. I have allowed him to stay here with us. He’s not pleased that I still deny him entry to the coven. He hasn’t said anything, but I can tell.

He’s planning something.
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I should have listened to myself. Donahue swore that I was overreacting. That my concerns were just fear, but now it’s too late.

My children. My beautiful babies are all dead and I know who did it.

Their lifeless bodies have been drained of magic. Dark, sinister workings of an evil man.

Morfran.

It’s time that I must end him. My lovers wish for us to go to war, but the future of the coven rests upon me.

The so-called sorcerer of Spells Hollow will meet his demise.

Tomorrow a blood moon is predicted and that is when this shall happen. I have tried my best to protect those that remain here.

A lot have fled to New Amsterdam and I wish them luck. I never wanted this.

Morfran has set a course that not even I can alter.

By murdering innocent children, he’s made it clear that we won’t be the only ones to suffer.

“Wynter!” someone shouting pulls me from the most devastating, heartbreaking vision I have had to date. Melisande was not only a leader, she sacrificed herself to try and save her lovers and coven.

I knew something horrible happened here. I can feel the torment and pain all around me. The souls who are trapped here. Starvation, fire, suicide. So many deaths that were caused by one man.

Morfran. He not only cursed my family, but destroyed this town. I don’t know how I’m going to help heal this place or even why I was told to come here, but I know I’ll try.

If not to break my family’s curse, then to help these spirits finally move on and have peace.

“Cirrus, what the hell are you doing here?” Finally opening my eyes, I immediately recognize the person holding me. “Are you stalking me?”

The man from the bar with the powerful magic and bright blue hair looks down at me. We shared one kiss. Why the hell is he here in Spells Hollow of all places.

“Not completely. Did you forget my little chickadee that I was there when your bloodmoon vision hit. That I saw everything you did?”

He releases me and offers me his hand to help me back onto my feet. The sun’s setting now and the noises from the woods are becoming louder. I’m unsteady and feel as if all of my magic is being drained.

“I need to get out of here. I don’t know why you’re here, Cirrus and trust me we will be finishing this conversation, but for now just help me get back to the motel.”

“Anything for you my little mate.”
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CIRRUS

Finding Wynter laying there in the gazebo, lifeless and cold scared the living gooseberries out of me. As I help her back to the road, I can tell something happened. I want to ask her, but I’ll wait until we are back at the motel.

Stopping abruptly, she trembles and I fear she’s going to pass out again.

Looking over her shoulder, she smiles and waves. “I’ll be back in a few days, Arnie. Don’t worry, I never break a promise,” she says to I’m assuming a ghost? I can’t see anything, but that’s only because the spirit wishes to remain unseen.

I’m surprised she can see him, but then again I knew she was powerful. Her magic calls to mine like water to a flower.

We are connected in some way. I don’t want to freak her out, but I’m starting to think us kissing under the blood moon mated us.

Which is unheard of. Fae are feared to most even though that’s my sadistic mother’s doing.

I’m just a fun loving man. I like to play. Always have, that’s why I hated being chained to the throne.

Since I was young there were countless meetings and lessons preparing me to rule one day. Gru would sneak me out some times to the cave so we could pretend to be pirates and hunt down trollysnappers.

But even those days became scarce.

Reaching my truck, I open the door for Wynter.

“Oh, my vehicle is over there,” she mumbles, pointing to the SUV, parked on the side of the road.

There is another car a few feet down that probably belongs to one of the other women I saw exploring.

“If it’s okay with you, muffin, I’d like to drive you back. We can get your vehicle another day. You’re still shaky, and it’s getting dark.”

Sighing, she nods and I help her into the seat. When I try to buckle her, she snaps and swats me away.

“I appreciate the ride, but I’m not some invalid, or child.”

“The belt can be tricky. I was just offering assistance,” I grumble. The tips of my ears are heating and I know I’m about to blush.

“Oh, well, I’ve got it.”

Leaving her, I back away, close the door and take my time moving toward the driver’s side.

After I’ve cooled down a little, I climb in and start the engine.

Wynter doesn’t say much on the drive back to town and the silence is making me itchy.

Her blackberry pie with a hint of frizzleberry scent overwhelms me and my cock has never been harder. Discreetly adjusting myself I groan quietly.

“How did you know where I was?”

Looking over at Wynter, I shrug. “The night we kissed and I saw the future, I also was called to Spells Hollow. I saw your reaction and knew you wouldn’t waste time. So I packed up the truck and followed you.”

“Wait, you’ve been following me the whole time? Why didn’t I sense you?”

“I thought you did at a rest stop. I was at the vending machine, but you never said anything.”

“That was you? What the fuck, Cirrus!” Leaning over, she starts to hit me and the wheel turns roughly, causing my tire to slip off the shoulder of the road.

“Stop, Wynter! Fuck woman!”

Worried she may cause an accident, I snap my fingers and restrain her with the most delicious candy. Licorice. Black to be exact with a yellow center that tastes like sunshine and frizzleberries.

Squirming, she continues to berate me, but we can deal with our frustrations after we are safely parked.

Getting back onto the road, I pull off to the side and park. “Now my little spitfire, if you wanted to whip me into submission all you had to do was say so.”

Before she can talk back, I unbuckle us with a snap of my fingers, lean over and pull her onto my lap, then kiss her lips once more.

Damn, she really is the sweetest sin. Like the darkest, bitter blackberry with a hint of honey. I could become addicted to her. Fuck, I think I already am.

Wiggling on top of my cock, I groan, releasing her lips. “I’m still mad at you, angel love, you could have killed us, but right now the moon rising in the sky and your tight little body on mine has me wanting to be foolish.”

“We still have to discuss this stalking nonsense, Cirrus, I don’t even know you…”

I cut her off again, mumbling a spell to protect us in case there are any wildebeests roaming the woods surrounding us, then kiss her once more. Moaning against my lips, Wynter begins to grind against me and I only have so much self control.

“That’s it, babycakes, use me,” I grunt against her mouth as her breaths become faster and her scent stronger.

“Fuck, Cirrus, I know I’m going to regret this in the morning, but if you don’t take me against this dashboard right now, I am going to curse you.”

Fuck, she’s on! Closing my eyes, I picture a bigger truck and the position I want Wynter. The seat reclines and she flips around, her clothes now gone thanks to my powers.

“Damn,” she moans as I smack her asscheek and grip her hip, pulling her onto my naked cock. Sitting up, I seat myself to the hilt and bend over so I can speak into her ear.

“You should never challenge a Fae, love.” That’s all the warning she gets before I fuck her hard and fast, not stopping until she’s exploded on my cock three times and is begging me to stop.

“Please, I can’t…” she moans, and I sigh. I’d rather go a few more hours, nestled in her tight heat, but it is past dark now.

“Fine, but next time I’m not stopping until your legs are jelly, and I have to be the one to carry you to the shower for round four.”

“Oh, God,” she cries out coming again, and I allow myself a long awaited release. Bright lights shine through my skin and it only confirms what I knew all along.

“Mate,” I grunt as my seed seeps into her.

“Wait, huh?” she mumbles, her body exhausted and ready to just give in to the Sandman.

Sighing happily, I kiss her ear and nuzzle the back of her neck. “Sleep my little hotcake. I will make sure you’re safe. Always.”
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“Seriously! Sex is one thing, but snuggling is where I draw the line!” I wake up to an irate witch.

“Good morning, my little cuddle bear,” I mumble with a smile on my lips. Sleeping next to my mate was the best night's rest I have ever had. Wynter hops from the bed, glancing down at the unicorn onesie I dressed her in.

“What the fuck am I wearing?”

Throwing the blankets off, I show her that I’m dressed similarly in duck pajamas. “It was cold last night,” I mutter, then grab my phone and take a quick photo of my future wife.

God, she’s perfect.

“Cirrus, I do not have time for your games right now. Last night was a bit of fun, but a mistake. You need to go to your own room before I do something I may regret. I was vulnerable yesterday and…”

“No, do not try to dismiss what we have, my little potion brewer. We have had a connection since that night in your bar. I know you feel the pull between us. I am here for you. To help you heal your family’s curse and to give you the future we saw.”

“Ugh, I need coffee.” Storming out, ignoring that she’s still dressed like my favorite cosplay, she opens the door with a huff and marches outside. I watch as she stomps across the road and to a diner.

“Hornybuns you need shoes,” I yell, grabbing a pair of slippers from her shoe pile and chasing after her, ignoring the stinging pain in my own feet. When I reach the diner, there are a few people eating and talking.

As I enter, all conversation stops and they stare at me. Not one to miss a chance to strut down a runway, I do a little walk to the booth where my love is, glaring at me. I place her shoes on the booth next to her, lean down and press a kiss to her cheek, then take the other side across from her.

A skinny waitress walks over with a notepad. Her eyes are shining with unshed tears and she’s biting her lip.

“Welcome to Roadside Diner, I’m Ruth and I have to say this never happens here, and I needed a laugh this morning, so thank you. Now what can I get you to drink, Ducky?”

Looking over Wynter’s menu, I decide on a coffee. My little rainbow pants orders the same, and she leaves us.

“Are you still mad at me, gingerpop?” Wynter looks up at me and bites her plump bottom lip.

Damn, I want to bite it too.

I must lean in because she places her hand against my chest, halting me.

“Cirrus, are you even listening to me?”

“You were talking? Sorry baby bird, your mouth distracted me.”

“See this. You call me all these random names that make no sense at all, and you dress me like some furry fetish. Who the hell are you?”

“Yours,” I say without a thought. Wynter’s eyes widen, and she opens and closes her mouth a few times.

“I am yours, Wynter Nefari. I have been since the moment I spotted you across your bar.”

“Here you go, love birds, two coffees. Do we know what we want to eat?” Ruth sets down the hot drinks and Wyn looks at her.

“I’ll just have scrambled eggs with biscuits and gravy.”

“Oh, that sounds good. Make that two, and I’ll also have a side of sourdough toast and sausage links, bacon, fruit, oh and can you throw in a stack of pancakes too? Wait, ya know what, I'll take an order of the frittata too.”

“Are you being executed?” Wynter stammers, looking at me like I’m crazy.

“What? No. Unless you're into that type of thing, Electrical play can be fun, lovedove, but that’s not proper breakfast conversation.”

I look at Ruth and she’s trying not to laugh again. “This may take some time, so I’ll bring you out your sides to start.”

As she walks away, I lift my coffee and take a sip, sighing. The people around us go back to their conversations and Wynter’s shoulders relax.

“So besides your penchant for kink is there anything else I need to know about you? Like you're not going to make a skin suit out of me are you?”

My breath halts, and I choke on my coffee. Sputtering, I grab a napkin. She can’t think that I’d hurt her right? She’s my mate, I’d skin myself before ever causing her harm.

“No, I would never do something so barbaric to anyone, especially you. I plan to marry you and be your partner, Wynter.”

Coughing, I clear my throat and wait for her to accept my answer.

Leaning closer, she drops her voice to a whisper just for me.

“You’re totally bat shit crazy, but it’s kinda growing on me. Like a fungus, but for now I wouldn’t mind the company as I try to figure out what the hell I’m supposed to do.”

Reaching for her hand she lets me hold it for a few seconds before moving back and drinking her coffee.

“The night at the bar, what we saw… What do you think it meant?” she asks me and I sigh.

“That this is where we are meant to be and you Wynter are my future. Not sure you noticed… But the little girl looked just like me…”

Shaking her head she groans. “Cirrus, that’s impossible. Maybe the vision was a tease of things I crave. Yes I agree I had to come here to find out the truth, but having a relationship with three men and a baby with you is ludicrous.”

“Why? I would make you very happy. Treat you like the future queen you are.”

“I gave up on love and marriage and kids a long time ago. The night of my third wedding to be exact. When I stood up on that platform with a priest. Only to be left behind again.”

“Those men were idiots. I would never do that. We’re mates, Wynter. You’re mine, and I am yours. And from the looks of it, you belong to two others as well. Do you have any idea who they could be? It wasn’t clear.”

Ruth chooses that moment to bring us some of my food, and Wynter digs in. I don’t mind sharing, but rude!

“No, I haven’t had a date in years. I’m always canceled on or passed over. It doesn’t bother me anymore, so don’t pity me, Cirrus. If it is because of this curse, then maybe after it’s gone my two dream men shall appear.”

Or maybe I just need to arrange a meet and greet, my little hopeless romantic.
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ARSEN

Today has been a massive drag. I am never this busy, but kids keep coming and going. I guess it’s because the semester is about to end, and my seniors are worried about starting college.

I get it, I really do, but I’ve been spacey all day and I blame it on Rus and whatever we did the other night.

Waking up in my bed with Astor on the couch was a surprise, but the weird dream and taste in my mouth wasn’t.

I have been suspicious for a while now about magic and if it exists. When Wynter was dating Erick there were a few times I’d noticed funny things she would do.

She’s told the world she’s psychic, but I think it goes deeper than that and though Rus has tried to hide himself, he’s slipped up a few times after a night of drinking.

Talking about his home with unicorns and dragons and whatever other nonsense fell from his inebriated lips.

At first I just thought he was crazy and my inner psychologist wanted to study him, but then he started to do things that stood out to me.

A lot like Wynter did. For instance, one night he made it rain in my shower because he didn’t like the type of shower head I had installed.

How do I know it was raining? Because there was thunder and lightning accompanying the light summer storm, plus Rus left the door wide open. After he saw me peeking, I woke up in my bed, so it could have been a dream, but I doubt it.

My grandmother always said she could see people’s auras and I had a friend or two growing up that supposedly were imaginary, but I think they were spirits.

Groaning, I close the file on my desk and open the drawer, slipping it inside. My phone rings, but I’m done for the day. I think it might be a night to grab a few drinks with Astor.

Locking my office, I pull out my cell and dial his number. He doesn’t answer, so I leave him a message telling him to meet me at Brews & Books. I wonder if Wynter’s there again.

Seeing her the other night I didn’t realize how much I missed her. She was always meant to be mine, but Erick swooped in and stole her the weekend I was home sick with the flu.

I’m glad that asshole is out of the picture now. Maybe I’ll finally get a shot. Seeing her that day broken hearted and waiting hours after everyone left for her fiance to still show… The broken nose he got was well deserved.

Leaving the school parking lot, I drive home to shower and change. When I pull up to the small house I own I’m surprised to see Astor. Parking next to his truck, I roll my window down.

He’s on the phone with someone and he’s laughing about something.

“He just got home. I’ll ask him and call you back.” Ending his call he looks over at me and grins.

“So, how do you feel about taking a vacation?” he asks and I open my door.

“I have a few more days left of work, but I could probably swing that. What did you have in mind? I’m assuming that it was Rus on the phone?”

He nods and climbs out of his truck, meeting me at the front door. I put in the code and turn the knob.

“Yeah, he’s in New York and said he found the woman of his dreams. So he’s wanting to have a camping trip for his bachelor party.”

“Wait, what? Like I know he’s a little psychotic, but he just met someone? In the two days since we saw him? And New York. Astor that's three days away!”

Tossing my keys in the dish on the counter, I walk right to the fridge for some beers. Looks like we’re hanging here tonight instead of hitting the bar.

“Say we did drive to New York… I mean we should at least go to talk some sense into the guy. For all we know he’s been bewitched or something.”

Grunting, I open the fridge and grab the drinks. I don’t have many groceries so takeout it is.

I hand Astor a beer, then open up my kitchen drawer that holds all the menus.

“Pick something. I’m going to take a quick shower and think about it.”

Leaving him, I take my beer and walk to my room. Drinking, I think about Rus and how eccentric he is. To meet someone and propose doesn’t shock me. Sounds exactly like something he would do, but Astor is right, we need to try and talk him out of it.

If he really loves this girl and she feels something for him then why the rush? It’s not like he’s gotten her pregnant or something, and even if he did, marriage isn’t always the answer.

Walking into the bathroom, I place my almost empty bottle on the counter, strip and step inside, shutting the glass door. I haven’t turned the water on yet. Closing my eyes, I think about the one woman that would possibly have me dropping all my inhibitions and marrying on the spot.

My cock hardens, and I grip it tightly, grunting at how good it feels. I haven’t fucked anyone in a few months or felt the desire to jack off. Work has been stressing me out, and it’s not like I even want to try Tinder again.

The last date was a disaster. For starters, the girl I was supposed to meet at the restaurant, catfished me. She didn’t look anything like her photos and okay, I could have looked the other way on that.

I’m not a shallow guy, but then I came to find out she brought her two kids and her ‘brother’ who was really her husband. They were desperate for a night out and didn’t have the money for a date, or someone to watch the kids.

Yeah, that was my last Tinder experience.

Thinking about curves and long dark hair, I picture Wynter in this shower with me. On her knees with her pouty lips open and tongue sticking out, just begging to suck my cock.

It’s embarrassing to say that with four hard strokes, I’m coming all over my shower tile. Turning the water on, I sigh and quickly rinse off. Using some of the vanilla blackberry body wash that I may have bought because it reminds me of Wynter, I wash myself, then rinse again and shut the water off.

The silence hits me and I look around. When I bought this place I imagined having a wife and kids here. It’s been five years now and the space is too much.

Maybe I should just sell it and move into the same condo building as Astor.

Opening the shower door, I grab my towel and wrap it around my hips, then grab my beer and walk into my room.

The chill from the AC has me rushing to throw on some sweats. I don’t bother with a shirt.

Not like I’m going anywhere and it’s just my twin here.

Leaving my room, I find Astor in the same spot I left him. “Okay, I’ve narrowed it down to Chinese, Thai, or burgers,” he mumbles, pointing to the menus on the counter.

He looks exhausted. Maybe a vacation would be a good thing. “You pick,” I say, passing the kitchen to sit on the couch.

Opening the center compartment, I grab the remote and pull up Scrubs. We recently started watching it again.

“Hey, can you bring me my phone?” I shout to him, and he grunts.

“Okay, I ordered the pizza burger and got your bacon and swiss with a side of sweet potato fries,” he says, walking into the room.

He has my phone pressed against his ear, holding it with his shoulder and he’s ordering our food with his phone in his hand.

“No pockets,” I mutter being the sarcastic ass I am.

“Huh?” he asks, then scoffs when he realized what he did. “Fuck, bro, I’m exhausted. This case at work is taking all of my mental capacity.”

“Shit, I’m sorry. School has been crazy too… Okay, fuck it I’m in. Let’s go to New York and see what crazy Rus got himself into.”

WYNTER

Finishing up at the diner, Cirrus excuses himself after eating an absurd amount of food. I’m assuming he’s going to be sick, but he leans over, surprises me with a kiss, then pulls cash out of his ducky pajama pants and drops it on the table.

Pulling out his phone, he winks at me, then struts out of the diner not caring that everyone is staring at his crazy ass.

Liv plops down in his vacant seat and wiggles her eyebrows at me. “Girl, where did you find him? He’s one of a kind.”

“That he is,” I mutter, then laugh. This morning has been a whirlwind and I still haven’t even processed what happened in Spells Hollow yesterday or the fact that I had my brains fucked out last night.

Five times he made me come. If he wasn’t already planning to stay here, I might have chained him to the bed with that licorice rope he used on me. That was seriously hands down one of the hottest moments of my life.

“Are you guys together?” Liv asks as she steals some of Cirrus’ leftover bacon.

“Kinda. I mean he basically proposed, but I’ve only known him a few days, so…”

“Ugh, to be young and in love. I remember those days.”

“Liv, can I get a refill hon?” a young man asks from the counter, holding up his empty mug.

“Sure thing, Jordan.” She looks at me and winks. “I’d say yes, and then chain him in my basement so he didn’t try to get away. That one’s a keeper.”

Rolling my eyes, I nod and look out the diner’s window as she leaves me to get back to work.

Ruth watches me through the glass and I frown, thinking back to how she warned me yesterday.

I don’t get any magical vibes from Liv and her, but their eye colors, one white and one blue, make me think they might have a little magic in their ancestry line.
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Getting back to my room, I find I’m a little upset that Cirrus isn’t there. After being dismissed so often from guys I’m finding that I like his attention. Even if it is a tad jarring at times.

Walking to the bathroom, I strip off the ridiculous outfit he dressed me in, but I don’t toss it in the trash like I originally planned.

It’s rather comfortable and makes my ass look good. Plus, it was sweet of him to make sure I was warm.

Folding it, I place it on the counter, then turn the water on. I’m sticky between the thighs and I know I should worry about not using a condom, but for some reason I feel safe with Cirrus and if that premonition was true I’m bound to have his baby at some point.

It’s not like I’m getting any younger. I’ve always wanted to be a mom.

Ugh, I'm sounding as insane as Cirrus now.

After quickly showering, I dress in some shorts and a hoodie. I want to go back to Spells Hollow. Even if it does make me physically sick to return.

Those poor people. They didn't deserve to succumb to the ministrations of a mad man.

All those innocent children whose only fault was to have powerful magic, and Melisande, I can’t imagine the pain and heartbreak she had to push to the side to try and save her coven and lovers.

She wasn’t just powerful, she was strong and fearless. I just wish she had a better outcome.

And how fucking dare Morfran curse her lovers’ families. As if he didn’t dole out enough torture.

A knock on my door pulls me from my musings. Not bothering to move from my spot on the bed, I mutter a spell to open the door.

Fuck. Magic is meant to stay hidden around mortals. The door swings open and I jump up, pretending I did it the old fashioned way.

“Oh, praise Satan, it’s just you.”

Cirrus raises an eyebrow and shakes his head.

“Naughty purple poppy. Though I have a feeling this town isn’t one we need to hide our magic in.”

“Doesn’t matter. I shouldn’t let my mind become so clouded that I forget the rules.”

Holding out his hand to me, I take it and let him lead me to his truck. He doesn’t open my door this time or offer me help into the seat.

He looks smug when I glance back at him. “See, baby, I’m teachable. You didn’t want assistance last night, so today I’m not even going to attempt it. Though I’m itching to treat you like the princess you are.”

Sighing, I laugh and roll my eyes. “Being a gentleman is fine, Cirrus, it was the trying to buckle me I had an issue with.”

Before I can even finish my sentence, he moved me aside and opened my door with a big smile on his face.

His violet eyes shine, and I find myself grinning along with him as he takes my hips into his large hands and lifts me into the seat.

“Thanks,” I breathe as he leans in and kisses me silly. Pulling away, he groans, licks his lips and backs away.

“Delicious, love, but that has to wait. We have a curse to break.”
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WYNTER

“This place gives me the creeps,” I mutter as we park Cirrus’ truck behind my SUV and climb out. The air is just heavier here. I can sense all the dark magic that still resides in this town.

I still don’t know how I am to break my curse, but I do know that before I leave Spells Hollow for good, I will purge the evil. Melisande had a dream for this place and her legacy doesn’t deserve to live in a constant reminder of the massacre that happened here.

Entering the town, Arnie is there waiting for me with a smile. His coloring seems to be better today. He’s not as faded as yesterday.

“Hi, Wynter. Boy, am I glad to see you. Another woman was wandering around earlier and she couldn’t see me. It’s awfully discouraging and some of the other spirits are so mean.”

“Hi, Arnie. Is she still here? I wonder if she’s a descendant of the High Priestesses lovers like me.”

“No, she’s not, but I think she will be back.”

Cirrus clears his throat and I jump. He’s been so quiet, I forgot he was here.

“Not to be rude, my little spirit whisperer, but I can’t see this Arnie you are talking to. He’s hidden from me,” Cirrus says with a smirk. Crossing his arms, he waits.

Oh, right. I mumble a quick spell and soon Arnie becomes corporeal. He’s still dead, but now people can see him if he stays within ten feet of me that is.

“Ah, you must be Arnie. Great to meet you. Sorry about the whole being dead thing.”

“Wow, how did you do that?” Arnie looks at me and if he could cry, I’d swear he would have tears in his eyes.

“Just a simple spell. It’s not permanent so don’t get any ideas about taking off.”

“I can’t leave. There is something trapping me here in the town square. The furthest I can go is to the homes surrounding the circle.”

I nod because that makes sense. If the Sorcerer's hold is still on this town, it would make sense as to why all of these spirits seem trapped.

“Hey, Arnie, do you know where my ancestor’s house is?”

Shaking his head, he begins to move closer to the homes. Some are in bad shape while others seem to be in perfect condition. One large white mansion stands out and I move closer to it.

As I cross over onto the grass, I’m shocked and thrown back to where Cirrus is.

“What the hell was that?” I shout, rubbing my ass that’s now definitely bruised.

“Protection spell and a strong one at that. I’m going to take a wild gander that you need to be a descendent to enter that plot. Let’s try some other homes and see if anything stands out.”

“Okay, but if I get thrown away again, I am going to say fuck this shit and go home.”

We walk for a few minutes and after the third house, I’m starting to feel discouraged. I haven’t been thrown off the grass again, but no voices have spoken to me, and I haven’t had any visions either.

After an hour my stomach growls, and I’m about to give up for the day and go back to the diner. I am yet to try any of their specials and a grilled ham and cheese with soup sounds delicious right now.

“Maybe we should come back tomorrow?” I suggest and Cirrus laughs.

“Not that I’m in a time crunch or anything, love, but do you know how long you plan to stay here?”

Shaking my head, I groan, then bend over, grabbing my hair, I throw it into a messy bun. My neck is sweating and I’m about to strip off this hoodie. I knew I should have worn a tank-top under it.

“No, I don’t know anything, Cirrus! I’m just flying by the seat of my broom at the moment, and I’m losing my damn mind while I’m at it.”

Walking into another yard, I freeze as cold chills run up and down my spine. “Catch me,” I mumble, before falling to the ground.

Cirrus’s arms wrap tight against me as my head spins.

“Finally, child, you have found your path.”

Smiling, I sigh and then laugh. My legs still feel wobbly, but I found the house. Looking up at it, I groan. It’s not the worst out of the few we have explored, but it will need a significant amount of work.

White pillars support a large wrap around porch. I can see myself on a porch swing, reading or enjoying the weather. Faded blue shutters encompass all the windows, and I know when we break inside I’m going to have to air it out.

“The roof looks intact, but it will need to be replaced,” Cirrus mutters, lifting me into a fireman’s carry as he holds me while walking around the whole structure. “It’s a large home. We could do a lot with it.”

“Put me down. I need to go inside. I have a strong feeling about something. It’s nagging at me.”

Setting me on the porch, I’m careful about where I step. Arnie hovers beside me, and I don’t miss the way the curtains inside shift, or the eyes peeking out.

“Looks like we will have to introduce ourselves,” I mutter to him and he sighs.

“The other spirits here don’t like me. I’m an outsider who trespassed in their town.”

“Well they will have to get over it.”

I try to open the door but it’s stuck. Mumbling a quick spell, I wait for the wood to reshape so we can get inside.

“Cirrus, can you?”

Moving me aside, he puts a little strength into it, and it swings open on rusted, creaky hinges.

As I step inside, I’m overcome with a flurry of emotions. Pain, heartache, and love. So much love. The floors are intact, but I wouldn’t trust the stairs yet. There is a huge built-in fireplace with an engraved mantle.

It’s beautiful.

Cirrus walks around, trying to open the shutters and let some light and air in here. It’s like a preserved tomb.

“Snugglepuss, I may need some of your special spells. These windows don’t want to budge.”

Shuffling over to him, I run my nails along the boards, imagining them disappearing. Spells only go so far. I may need to brew a potion.

Thankfully with some creaks they open and we get a burst of fresh air. The light from outside shines in, showing all the many dust particles.

Closing my eyes, I wait. I don’t know what for, but a premonition would be nice.

“Let’s give her some privacy,” Cirrus whispers and I have to laugh as Arnie argues with him.

He wants to protect me. It’s sweet. I know I promised him I would find out how he died and help him cross over, but I kinda like him and wouldn’t mind keeping my new ghost friend.

It doesn’t take long for the spirit to reach me. Her presence is strong and I feel nauseous. Sitting down in the middle of what I am assuming is the living room, I get comfortable and begin to chant.

“You shouldn’t be here, witch. They will come for you and no one will protect you or your scum fae.”

Opening my eyes, I see her clearly for the first time. She’s burned badly, and she’s young.

“What is your name?”

“I… I don’t remember. He came in the night. Melisande warned us to leave, but my husband was stubborn. He thought he was more powerful than the sorcerer. Damn fool.”

“I’d like to help you… Do you know why I was summoned here?”

“I’m assuming you want to break the curse but I don’t know anything about that… Maybe I could show you?”

Nodding, I offer her my hand.

It’s hard to connect with spirits. There is always a worry they may try to possess you, but I think I am safe for the moment. I concentrate and chant. Her hand is cold and I’m startled that I can feel her at all.

The vision starts slow, but soon overcomes me and all my previous questions are finally answered. Only thing is it leads to more questions.

Marcus brings me to the tree in the middle of the yard. There are beautiful flowers all around and he’s laid a small blanket onto the grass.

“Corrine, I love you,” he begins before pressing a kiss to the back of my hand. I gasp at the touch of his lips against my skin.

“Marcus?” Moving his fingers to my lips, he shushes me with a smile.

“Corrine, I love you. You have been my confidant for a few years now. The one I wish to talk to the moment I open my eyes in the morning. The one that I wish to see before I go to sleep. You are my flower. My everything and I hope that with this token of love, you will do me the honor of being mine until death takes our last breath.”

Tears fill my eyes and I can hardly contain my excitement, but mother would faint if I didn’t act like the proper woman she raised.

“It would be my honor to be yours, Marcus.”

Giving me a big smile he scoops me up into his arms and spins me beneath the willow tree. Flowers swirl around us and I laugh at his show of magic. He has always been a sweetheart and I love him with my whole being.
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It’s a warm summer day and our family is gathered beneath the willow tree awaiting our ceremony. Marcus gives me a big grin. His father and brother are beside him as I walk along the grass barefoot, letting Mother Nature into my body during my momentous day.

The breeze blows the scent of lavender and lilac throughout the air. My heart is racing, but it's also full.

Marcus is my soulmate.

I was always meant to be his wife. Melisande stands at the altar made of twigs and flowers. Her lovers surround her. Keeping her protected.

She gives me a smile and takes my hand. “May the Earth guide your feet. May the air keep you calm. May the fire roar between you both. Encompassing you in everlasting love. And may the water flow between you, nourishing your love.”

Marcus takes my hand and we make our everlasting vow.
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“Corrine, dear, you must push.”

“It hurts so much,” I cry, but still try. I’m exhausted, but it doesn’t matter. In a few short moments my baby will be here.

“You’ve got this. Deep breath and push,” Annalee, my midwife says.

Looking at the fireplace, I focus on the handcrafted mantel, then I push with all my might and wait to hear a little cry.

“You did it, dear, you have a perfect little boy.”

Taking a deep breath, I rest as Annalee wraps my son in a cloth and carries him out to Marcus and his father.

They cheer and I smile. There is so much love in this home. I hope it never ends.
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“Marcus, we must leave. Morfran is coming, and you heard what Melisande said. Think of our children!” I argued over the dinner table.

“I know, but this is our home. Where our son is buried. I can’t leave, Corrine. You guys go. Take the children to New Amsterdam, and I will await your return.”

The candles all around the table flicker and I sigh. There is a storm brewing.

“You want me to leave you here? Are you really so stubborn that you can’t see how dangerous it is to stay?”

Marcus sulks for a moment, then looks at our children. They are resting in the other room.

I think about the sacrifices that our Head Priestess has made. How selfless she is, but I am not that brave.

“I am not scared of Morfran. I will help the coven fight.”

“Please, Marcus, don’t be foolish.”

Sighing, he stares at me. My eyes water and I think I really may lose him.

“You’re right, my love. We will leave at dusk.”
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“Marcus,” I scream, holding onto my daughter with all that I can. There is smoke everywhere. People are crying.

“Mommy,” Mira shouts, pointing toward a man, laying on the ground, lifeless.

“No, Marcus,” I wail, dropping to my knees. Mira takes her sister as I place my hand against his cheek.

“Corrine, we must leave,” my friend Beth shouts, grabbing my hand and trying to pull me from the ground.

She’s holding my youngest in her arms. They are scared, crying.

I look at Beth. She’s always been like an auntie to them. Being barren she hasn’t had any children of her own.

“Take them. Take them to New Amsterdam. Find the rest of the coven. Protect them.”

“No, Mommy,” Mira cries, lunging herself into my arms. I hold her tight, then push her into Beth.

“Please, Beth.”

Nodding she grabs Mira’s hands and runs toward the road. There is a carriage waiting.

Standing, I look toward the sky and with my last bit of magic and strength, I place a protection spell on my family.

Falling to my knees, I cradle Marcus as my heart slowly dies.

Morfran walks around the town like he’s the one true sorcerer. He’s shouting about how he curses this town and Melisande’s lovers.

Walking past me and Marcus he laughs and mumbles, “True love doesn’t exist. I curse you and your line to never find a soulmate.”

As the vision fades, I can’t stop the tears. Opening my eyes the spirit remains. She looks weak, and I can tell sharing the memories of her past drained her energy.

“You’re Corrine Nefari? Oddly enough I have heard about you. My great-great-grandmother told me a story when I was young about her mother, Mira, leaving a town of chaos and fire.”

Things are starting to make sense now.

“So we are cursed to never find love. How do I stop it?”

She shakes her head and reaches out to touch my face.

“You’re my descendent? My Mira survived.” She smiles, and I watch as she begins to glow a bright white.

“No, you can’t cross over yet. I need to know how to heal this curse. Please!” I shout, but it’s too late. She’s gone and the heaviness of the manor before is now lighter.
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CIRRUS

Wynter storms out of the house. She’s upset and shaking. “Baby, what’s wrong?” I stop measuring the banister and rush over to her.

“She’s gone and I don’t know how to lift the curse. I think she was the one who was supposed to show me.”

“Who?” I am confused.

“Corrine. The spirit that was inside. She’s moved on, and now I don’t know what to do, Cirrus.”

Becoming frustrated with me, she stomps down the porch steps and walks over to a willow tree. I follow her a few paces behind.

“There is something about this tree. The land is dead, but the tree is still alive,” she mumbles and I observe what she’s seeing. The tree doesn’t look to be very much alive.

Moving closer to it, she touches the bark and closes her eyes.

A loud voice swirls in the air as her hair lifts from the gust of wind.

“Nafari child, heal the land and your heart. That’s the only way to break the curse. Make what was wrong right again.”

Wynter opens her eyes and frowns. I look around at the mess that surrounds us and groan.

“How are we supposed to fix this? The dark magic surrounding this town is keeping the land sick,” I mumble, and she looks at me. Her eyes widen, and she seems excited.

“Cirrus, the vision. The night we kissed! We were here. The house was beautiful, the land green and lucious. That’s it. To break the curse we have to restore my family’s home.”

I look around again at all the destruction and groan.

“Bumble cakes, how the fuck are we going to do that?”

ASTOR

Rus is a fucking idiot. I can’t believe I am spending my vacation days tracking him down in bum fuck nowhere to tell him he’s being stupid. I mean camping sounds fun, but for his bachelor party?

“I haven’t been camping in years,” Sin says while packing up a tote full of supplies.

I load up a cooler full of drinks and snacks, then dump it in the back seat.

“But damn I’m not looking forward to three days stuck in a car. We will have to find some spots to stop or something.”

I nod and continue going through my backpack. I just finished a big case and could use the break, but I’ll still need to do some work. I have other cases to go over and some research to do.

“That’s fine as long as you take turns driving. I have a few dispositions to read,” I mumble, making sure I have Mr. Bates files and information.

“Astor, this is supposed to be a vacation. No work.”

“Yeah, I can’t commit to two weeks of not working. I will go offline while we camp.”

“Because you don’t have any choice. There is no signal,” he mutters, then sighs.

Sin tosses his bag and a few blankets in the back, then nods his head toward the totes. Moving over to help him, I curse him out a little at how fucking heavy these are.

“Do you think we will really need all this shit,” I complain and he laughs.

“No idea. Rus wasn’t very informative. For all I know we could get to this Spells Hollow and it’s a fucking glamping place.”

“Better not be! I hate all that frou-frou shit.”

Loading up the tent and supplies, I close the hitch and then lock up the house while Sin talks to his neighbor. They are going to keep an eye on the place.

When he returns he’s all smiles and I make a promise to push my asshole mood to the side. He deserves to have some fun.

“So what do we know about Spells Hollow?”

“Shit all. Google doesn't have any info on this place except some haunted bullshit and urban legends.”

“Great,” I say, sighing, turning on the truck. “Load up the tunes, let’s get on the road then.”
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“Are we there yet,” Arsen whines, and I’m about to fucking throttle him.

“No, we are still stuck in traffic on the 40 East. Just like we’ve been for the last hour,” I grumble, then go back to emailing my secretary.

There was a nasty accident. We heard it on the radio as we were driving, and like an idiot, I didn’t put two and two together. So instead of taking an alternate route, I continued driving into this massive traffic jam.

We haven’t moved in over thirty minutes, so I parked the car, rolled the windows down and turned the engine off. A few people in front of me actually decided to get out of their car and stretch.

I’m contemplating kicking Sin out for a few minutes so he can fucking frollick in the wildflowers on the side of the road or something.

“Didn’t you bring your Kindle, or Nintendo with you? You know how much you hate to be sentient for a long time with nothing to do.”

“It died and I brought the wrong charger so the next truck stop we find, I need to buy one.”

“Well that sign for the Loves was a half mile back. Maybe you should get out and walk, and I’ll pick you up there if we ever move?”

“Hmm, tempting, but no. I think I’m going to rest my eyes.”

Grunting, I send my email and wait for her to reply. I may have given her a few days off, but she knows not to leave me waiting long. I am a fair boss and I pay her well, but when it comes to my job, I’m known to be a bit of a workaholic.

Lights flash behind me and a cop car comes screaming past us on the shoulder, almost hitting the guy in front of us that was doing some form of yoga stretch.

He yells at the cop, but I don’t think he can hear him or even cares. He’s on a mission to get to the scene of the accident.

“Can you believe that guy,” the man shouts to his wife, who is currently in a downward dog position in some tiny ass shorts.

I get stretching when you’re on a road trip, but they are taking this to the extreme.

“Marla, I can see your ass, woman,” he snaps, and I turn my eyes back to my phone as he searches for someone to berate.

“Karl, it’s fine. I’m wearing panties today,” she yells back, then moans obscenely, stretching lower.

“What the hell is going on?” Sin mumbles, and I laugh, shaking my head. Glancing at him, his eyes are closed.

“You wouldn’t believe me even if I told you, bro. Get some sleep. You’re driving the next leg.”
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“I am over this fucking trip. Like about to turn this truck around and go home. Fucking done!” I snap as Sin hands me the jack for my truck.

After being stopped for two hours for that accident. We ran into some terrible weather. Rain so hard that I could hardly see out the damn windshield and then when it turned into a drizzle, my God damn fucking tire popped.

“I think this drive is cursed. There is no other word to describe the amount of fucking bad luck we have had.”

It’s late, and Sin has been snoring for the last hour. My eyelids are heavy and all I want is to take a small nap. The coffee and energy drinks are no longer helping, and I have to piss like a goddamn racehorse.

I got us out of Nashville TN which was a nightmare to drive through. Like who the fuck turns left to make an immediate right to cross over three more lanes to make another left.

I’m glad it was late and not in the middle of rush hour. Yeah to say I’m fucking cranky is an understatement.

Smacking my brother in the arm doesn’t work, and I need him to find us a fucking hotel. I have to stop. I need a bed and to stretch out. My ass is numb, and I’m nauseous from the fast food we’ve been grabbing.

Turning up the radio, I blast it and roll down the windows letting in the strong airflow.

“Wake up, motherfucker!” I roar and Sin jolts awake, his hair a mess and eyes droopy.

“What time is it,” he grumbles and I smack the fucking clock. Like for real bro? It’s right in his face.

“Find a hotel.”

Pulling out his phone he searches our location then chooses one.

“It’s almost five am. I feel like it’s wasteful to stay here for a nap. Maybe we should rest, get some actual food. Hit the hot tub when they open and explore Knoxville?”

I’m agreeing before I even really think about it. This is supposed to be our vacation after all.

Turning the GPS on, I follow the prompts and almost cry when it takes us twenty minutes to get there.

We pull up, and I am shaking. “I’ll order some DoorDash,” Sin says, and I nod.

“Yeah, sounds like a plan, but right now I need you to go check us in while I try to unglue my balls from the leather.”

He laughs, but opens his door and climbs out, groaning.

“Fuck me. We need a bigger truck,” he complains, and I want to beat him with a damn baseball bat.

“Go, Sin, or I am going to kill you,” I warn, and he continues to laugh like I’m kidding.

He doesn’t know what I would do for a toilet and bed right now. I would do nasty, nasty things.

Climbing out, I do a few squats. My hips hurt and my back is fucking shot.

I will be taking full advantage of that hot tub after my nap.

ARSEN

I have a bad feeling. I don’t know why, but something is up. Texting Rus again, I wait for him to reply. I know he doesn’t have the best signal, but how was he calling Astor?

Glancing over at my brother, I notice he’s still asleep. Yesterday was rough. We aren’t used to being in a car for over fourteen hours. Plus the traffic, weather and blown tire didn’t help.

I leave him to rest a little longer, grab my room key, then quietly leave. I’ve been in my swim trunks for a few hours now, waiting on him, but he can come find me when he wakes up.

Walking toward the elevator, I press the button to go down and wait. This hotel is nice. But for the price we’re paying it better be. The doors ding, then open and a woman gives me a smile.

“Going down,” she asks coyly and licks her lips.

“Yes, thank you.” I know she’s bummed when I don’t flirt back, but the wedding band on her finger is pretty obvious, and I am not that kind of man. Though I have been tempted before.

Once. When a firecracker with plump lips, curves and midnight hair was marrying my friend.

I never acted on it, though sometimes I wish I had.

As we reach the lobby floor, I now know this woman’s name is Lena. She’s here on a girl’s trip and she wants me bad.

“Well, it was lovely meeting you, Arsen,” she coos before sashaying out into the hall. I grunt.

Waiting until she’s no longer there, I exit and walk toward the pool and bar. Looks like I’m going to start drinking early tonight.
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“There you are. How long have you been down here?” Astor finds me on a pool floaty with a cocktail in my hand. I’m a little buzzed, but not sloshed. Moving toward the stairs, he walks into the pool.

“What time is it? My phone is over there on my towel.” I point to where my stuff is, and he shakes his head.

“A little after four. I didn’t plan to sleep so long, but I guess I needed it. Work’s been hell lately.”

“No worries. I’ve enjoyed myself down here. I think I’ve decided to sell my house and move somewhere that has a pool,” I mumble, then finish my drink. It’s blackberry with tequila and it reminds me of her.

“Wow, but you love that house.” Astor swims around me for a few minutes, then grabs the other floaty and climbs on.

“It’s too big. I bought it on a whim with a picture in my head about starting a family. I don’t see that happening any time soon, so time to sell.”

“I’ll ask Shawn to contact you. He’s my realtor and friend. He’s honest and trustworthy. He will get you a good price.”

Sighing, I nod and run my fingers through my messy hair. It’s sticking up all over the place due to drying with chlorine in it.

“Let’s jump in the hot tub for a bit, then we can find a place for dinner. I want a steak,” I mutter, grabbing my cup and slowly pushing off the floatie. I flipped it a few times earlier.

Astor follows me to the hot tub and I turn the knob to start the jets.

The moment I sit, I can feel the stress leave me. “Damn, I lied. I don’t want a pool. I need one of these.”

Astor laughs, but groans when a jet hits his back. “We have one at the condo, but I never use it. By the time I’m leaving the office or court house it’s so late all I want to do is pass out.”

“Maybe you should sell your condo and we find some awesome place together with enough room that it’s like two apartments, with a kick ass kitchen, a pool and a hot tub,” I suggest, and I can immediately see the wheels turning in his head.

“Fuck yes, that sounds awesome. I don’t see myself settling down anytime soon either,” he murmurs and then looks out the glass window, facing the outdoor section of the pool.

“Who thought we would remain bachelors? The man who thought he’d be getting married in college and the guy who was married,” I grumble, then wince.

Shit. I shouldn’t have brought up his ex.

“Yeah,” he laughs, but it’s hollow. “But as I recall the woman that you still want is available. Why not go after her?”

“Before last week at the bar, I hadn’t seen Wyn in years. You know that. She still hates me.”

Frowning, he sighs and then groans, standing.

“Fuck it, we can hit the hot tub later. Let’s go drown our sorrows and eat some red meat. Then we will continue our trip to NY tomorrow. But tonight let’s fuck shit up.”
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CIRRUS

“Okay, I’ve been thinking about what we can do to fix up the house and that’s the easy part. The land is poisoned, so I think we may need to call in some help for that,” I say, while writing down supplies in my notepad.

“Cirrus, you’re a fae and I’m a witch. I think we can handle this,” she mumbles, then flips over on her stomach. The hoodie she’s wearing rides up showing the tiny shorts she’s wearing.

My cock perks up and I grunt. Doesn’t she see how much she entices me?

“You okay?” she mutters, glancing over her shoulder to look at me.

Her hair is a mess and I just want to get tangled in those sheets with her.

Moving over to the bed, I drop my notepad on the nightstand. “I want to try something with you. I’ve never done this before.”

My hands shake and I feel like some kid asking a girl out.

Man the fuck up, Cirrus! You are a badass Fae prince.

“Would you make some magic with me?”

Wynter’s eyes widen and she nods.

“That sounds kinky. I’m in!” Sitting up, she rips her hoodie off and her naked breasts bounce free.

Fuck!

“Not that I’m not one hundred percent on board with this, but that’s not what I had in mind,” I mutter, regretting every damn word.

“Oh. Oh!” She grabs the blanket and covers herself. Her cheeks are an adorable shade of pink, and I can’t help leaning over and kissing one.

Wynter clears her throat. “So by magic you mean…”

“Yeah, I want us to summon or conjure something together.”

The biggest smile spreads across her face.

“I’d love that! Let me get dressed.”

“Do you have to?” I blurt, and she giggles, leans over and surprising me as she kisses the tip of my nose.

Pulling away she pushes the blanket off only giving me a little peek before she mumbles a spell and dresses herself.

Crossing her legs on the bed, she places her palms out for me to touch with mine. Mirroring her position, I place my skin against hers.

“Now what?” I ask, excitedly. The connection between us has my blood heated and did I mention my cock is rock hard yet? Shouldn’t be a surprise since I’m always erect around my little woodchipper.

“Close your eyes,” she says with a sigh, shaking her head. Following her directions, I soon feel a rush of magic pressing against mine. It’s indescribable. I feel as if I could run a marathon, or conjure a whole damn football stadium.

“I knew you were powerful, princess, but this is incredible.” I open my eyes and stare into hers. Our magic swirls all around us. I knew she was my mate. It’s the only explanation.

Fae can’t do this unless we are bound to another, but I won’t point that out just yet.

Taking a breath, Wynter moves in closer to me, and I find myself doing the same thing. Our lips crash in a whirlwind of sparks, and soon she’s under me. Her clothes shredded and panties hanging on one ankle.

Our lips never separating, I swallow her moans and grunts as I fuck her deep and slow. This is ecstasy. A knock on the door has me stopping mid thrust.

“Motherfucker, you better open this door and tell me what the hell we are doing here!” Arsen shouts from outside, and Wynter freezes.

As she pushes me off, I reluctantly pull out of her heat. My cock staring angrily at me.

“Please tell me you didn’t call Arsen and tell him to come here,” Wynter whispers, and the flush in her cheeks fades until she looks like she may throw up.

I still don’t know the history between them, but what I do know is my little tiger needs to get over it, because I have a hunch that Arsen and Astor are her mystery men from her visions.

I mean who else could they be?

ASTOR

“Where the fuck are we?” Sin mumbles as we slowly roll through a small town. There is literally a gas station, diner and motel.

“I don’t know, but we drove for three damn days just for this? I think I’d prefer glamping,” I grumble and pull into the gas station. I need gas and a coffee. It’s been an exhausting drive.

Thankfully, we haven’t had any more drama, but for the last hour or so, I have had a sense of forewarning, something telling me to turn away and never come back.

Parking at the pump, I leave Sin to get the gas and head for the door. There is a young boy sitting at the counter talking to a girl. I’m assuming they both work here.

“Damn more visitors. What is so damn special about Spells Hollow this week?” she grumbles, and my ear perks up. I know eavesdropping is rude, but I’m curious to know the answer to.

“I don’t care. I’m just happy we have some new blood around here and that they are our age,” the guy blurts excitedly, and I find myself smiling. Can’t blame the kid. So far from what I’ve seen of this town it looks like a snoozefest.

Walking along the aisles, I grab a bunch of random snacks and drinks. I don’t know where Rus is right now, and we don’t have any signal. Taking the stuff up to the counter, I wait for the girl, Mona, as her name tag reads to finish being cruel to the poor guy.

She can't be this blind right? He’s obviously in love with her. After she makes him feel three-feet-tall she storms out the side door and he sighs, watching her go with a dopey look on his face.

Turning back to me, he begins to ring up the stuff.

“So that will be forty-one-fifty.”

I tap my card against the reader and he laughs. “We don’t have a fancy system here. You have to put the chip in.”

Feeling stupid, I groan and do just that. “It’s been a long few days. Hey, do you know where a man named Cirrus is? He’s six-foot, blue hair, purple eyes?”

“Oh yeah, he’s the one who walked into the diner wearing ducky pajamas. Love that guy. Though we’ve never talked…”

“That sounds like him.”

“He’s over at the Roadside Motel with his girl. Check room Nine. That’s where Adria likes to put guests. It’s one of the nicer rooms.”

“Thanks. I appreciate it.”

Grabbing my stuff, he offers me a fist bump and I oblige, then walk outside to Sin.

He’s fighting with the gas pump and I have to laugh. I’m not the only one exhausted.

“They don’t have a tap option, you have to put the chip in,” I mumble, opening up the passenger door and dropping the snacks. The beer I put in the back seat.

“I was about to smash this thing,” he grumbles and I shake my head, yawning.

“I found Rus, he’s across the street in room Nine. I say we finish up here, grab his ass, then see if the motel has any availability.”

Sin grunts, finishes feeding the truck, then climbs in and starts the engine. “You could also use a shower, dude,” I mention and he glares my way.

“I’m not the only one.”

Smacking him in the arm, I laugh, grab my sunglasses and slip them over my eyes. Pulling away from the pump, Sin flips on his signal and looks both ways before heading to the motel.

I noticed two vehicles with Texas license plates. “Did Rus’s girl come with him? And if she did, why New York?” Sin shrugs and pulls up next to Rus’s truck, parking.

A woman peeks out of the curtains in the office, but doesn’t say anything. Climbing out of the truck, I stretch again and slam the door.

“I am not getting back in the truck for at least a day,” I grumble. Sin laughs and walks up to the door that says Nine.

Instantly we can hear loud moans and a bed creaking. “Seriously?” I grunt and Sin smirks, lifting his fist.

“Motherfucker, you better open this door and tell me what the hell we are doing here!” he shouts, then bites his lip. I can tell he’s trying not to laugh.

Expecting Rus to open the door and scold us, I’m shocked when not only a woman answers, but it’s Wynter Nefari. Wearing what looks to be a unicorn onesie.

Sin’s face falls and my heart hurts for him.

Fuck!

ARSEN

Wynter? Wynter is the girl Rus is marrying? What the fuck? Did I piss off someone in the past or something? This can’t be happening again.

She stares at me, her mouth wide open and her clothes skewed. Her long hair is a tangled mess too, and the smell of her is overpowering.

“You made it!” Rus says, moving behind her. He places a kiss to the back of her head, then moves around her to give me a fist bump.

Astor hasn’t said anything, but I can tell he’s pissed on my behalf. Fixing my scowl, I replace it with a fake grin and bump Rus’s hand.

“Yeah. It was a long drive, but we made it. Hi, Wyn,” I mutter.

She blinks, then smiles. “Hi, Sin.” Just those two words have my heart racing and palms beginning to sweat.

She never noticed the effect she had on me. Astor choses that moment to lean in and hug her. Damn why didn’t I do that?

Could I copy him? Would it be too awkward? Fuck it. When he steps back, I lean in too and end up smacking my forehead into hers. Shit. Now I’m seeing stars literally.

“Sorry,” I mutter, then step back and give her some space.

Rubbing her head, she winces. “It’s okay. Umm.” Looking at Rus she gives him a glare, then pulls out her phone and steps outside.

“I’m going to go ask Mavis if I can make a call. I have to check in with Halee and the renovations.”

I watch her go and Astor barks out a laugh. “Dude, you have it so bad,” he murmurs, and I sigh.

Rus opens the door wider, for us to enter, but I don’t. The messed up blankets on the bed and the overpowering scent of blackberries makes me feel sick.

“I’m starving. Let’s go to the diner across the street,” I suggest, and Rus gives me a big smile.

“Yes, I sampled a lot of their breakfast items yesterday, so let’s try lunch today.” Grabbing his wallet and a hoodie, he slips it over his head while walking out the door.

“Let me just tell my little petunia where we will be.”

Leaving us, he goes into the office, but I follow. “We should see about getting a room too.”

A man dressed too nicely to be here, steps out of the door, crossing his arms. “‘Fraid we are all booked up. You will have to bunk with cotton candy here,” he grunts, pointing to Rus.

“Oh, that would be so much fun. We could have a good old fashioned slumber party. I have always wondered what they were like.”

“Great. That’s handled. Now leave my office,” the man mutters before walking away.

I look over at Astor, and I can tell he’s about ready to murder someone. We didn’t come here to sleep on the floor of a motel room.

“What about camping?” I offer and Rus has the decency to wince.

“Yeah, no camping… We have a lot to talk about.”

Fanfuckingtastic.

Yelling inside, he tells Wyn where we are going, and then we head over to the diner.

A waitress named Ruth seats us immediately, then rushes off.

“So, no more bullshit. Why are we here?”

Rus leans in closer, “Well to break a curse of course.”
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CIRRUS

Oh this is so amazingly perfect. Wynter is starting to come around to me and her being soulmates, and now my besties from another testes are here.

I’m still not a fan of this town, but them being here gets us a little closer to leaving. I think. Though that vision showed us staying here permanently. Oh well that’s an issue for another day.

Grabbing a menu, I start choosing a few dishes to sample. I am rather hungry, and though I didn’t get to breed my little turtle, we did work up an appetite.

Arsen and Astor stare at me as I hum. Oh right, I just casually dropped the curse secret. Whoops.

“Okay, I am going to need you to rewind and start explaining. Listen, I know you tend to say off the wall shit, but you called us here to break a curse? What curse?” Astor stammers, and I sigh.

“Look, Wynter and I hooked up that night at the bar. We had a moment and something weird happened.”

“Please don’t start sharing about your kinky sex life with Wyn,” Sin grumbles, and I laugh.

“No, I mean we had a vision. You know how Wynter is a psychic?” They both nod, and I make sure the guy at the counter eating a slice of pie can’t hear us.

“I had it too. We kissed, and she showed me everything she was seeing.”

Sin scoffs, and Astor looks contemplative for a few seconds.

“Okay, say I believe you… What does that have to do with me and my brother? We have never seen the future or anything.”

As I start to explain, Ruth and Liv arrive at the table with some water and their notepads. Ruth gives me a glare, and I smile back at her.

“Okay, I’m ready, what’ll it be today?”

Opening the menu, I begin reading off my choices. “I’ll have the reuben on rye with a side of potato salad, the tuna melt with chicken noodle soup, the grilled ham and cheese for my sweetie, a side of fries, mashed potatoes, steamed veggies, mozzarella sticks, nachos and a slice of that delicious looking pie. What are you guys having?” I say, looking at the twins.

Their eyes are wide, and Liv starts laughing.

“I’ll get this order in to chef, sis,” she tells Ruth, then skips off toward the kitchen.

Ruth turns to Astor. “If you’re going to place a large order, I may need to go grocery shopping for supplies,” she snarks, and I laugh.

Small towns can be ridiculous. I am a paying customer, and I leave big tips too.

“No, nothing that wild. I’ll take the grilled caesar salad with grilled cheese.”

Writing it down she looks at Sin. “Yea, I’ll do a mushroom swiss burger and fries, with a side of potato salad and a slice of pie.”

“Kay,” she says, then walks away.

“Are you having quadruplets, Rus? Why all the food?”

I shrug, and place the menu back behind the bottles of syrup. “Had a light breakfast, and we have a busy day tomorrow, so I’m loading up on carbs.”

“Right,” he mutters, then stares out the window. His eyes light up, and I know my little cupcake is coming.

“So, Wyn’s family is cursed, and we’re going to break it?” Sin mutters, but he’s not really talking to me, but himself.

The bell over the door jingles and Wynter walks inside. She’s still scowling at me, and I know I will need to make it up to her, preferably on my knees, but for now she’s playing nice.

I’ve noticed she’s starting to thaw a little. Don’t get me wrong she can still be my little snapping turtle, but she’s smiling more and laughing. The dark cloud over her has started to turn into Summer’s rain.

“Hey, sorry, we’ve been out of signal for a while this week, so I wanted to check in with Halee.”

“No need to explain, dove, come sit. I ordered for you.”

Plopping down next to me, she digs her claws into my thigh, and I hiss. Looking at me, she leans in and whispers. “You and I are not done. I’m still mad at you.” Fire swirls in her eyes, and I give her a wink.

I like when she’s riled up. Hate sex is the absolute best.

WYNTER

When I had the vision telling me to come to Spells Hollow, I never imagined it would be like this. Not only do I have a stalker Fae following my every step. I now have Arsen and Astor in my life again.

I’ve also never laughed or smiled this much in a long damn time.

Astor hands me another beer, and I take it with a smile.

“I still can’t believe you guys came all this way to help me,” I mutter, popping the tab of the beer and taking a sip.

Sin looks at Cirrus and his eyebrows are furrowed. “I didn’t know you needed help initially, Wyn. We are here because Rus told us he was getting married.”

Spitting out my beer all over Cirrus, I begin to cough. Sputtering, I try to choke out words. “Married? What the fuck!”

Cirrus laughs and stands, wiping off his face with his T-shirt, then drops to his knees and begins to serenade me with Taylor Swift, of all songs.

“You belong with me is not going to excuse how psychotic you tend to be, Cirrus. I know that we have a future starting, but I never agreed to a damn wedding. And why would you guys drive to NY for him?”

I look at Astor. I feel like I’m missing something here.

Rus stops singing, then leans in and steals a kiss. Pushing him away, I give him one of my best glares. If the others weren’t around, I would be cursing his ass.

A bird squawks nearby, and I jump. Damn that was loud. Looking around, I don’t see anything. Just Arnie. He’s been stalking Arsen all day, and I find it hilarious since he can’t see him.

“Honeydrop, you do know that these twinsies are my besties, right?” Cirrus says, and I shake my head, then laugh.

Fuck, someone is messing with me. I would find a man that I kinda like that would be connected to my painful past.

“No, I didn’t know that, but okay.” Standing, I move over to the porch. Cirrus says that he can get supplies tomorrow to fix up the house, and I’m getting excited. I guess I got lucky that he owns a construction company.

Now if only I could figure out a way to fix the earth, and the scorched circle all around these homes. A black crow sweeps low, almost hitting me in the face, then lands on the roof, staring at me.

“What the fuck,” I mumble outloud, but the guys must not have heard me.

We have been in Spells Hollow for a few hours now. Cirrus conjured up some lawn chairs, but told the others that he had them in his truck. Glancing at Sin and Astor, I wonder if it would be possible to tell them that I’m a witch.

It’s forbidden unless they are a part of your family and still the Council has to approve it and I know my mother isn’t going to make my life any easier by accepting them.

I think about the vision again and I know deep down that those three men are the ones in my future, but how?

Closing my eyes, I miss my mother revealing magic to the guys.

“Holy shit!”

“What the fuck?”

“Ah, you must be my future mumsie,” Cirrus says, and I open my eyes. The bird is no longer there, and I groan.

“Seriously, Mother!” I shout, spinning to face a scowling woman who is my spitting image. It’s all the poor unfortunate souls she devours. Keeps her young. Kidding. But not really.

“Well, maybe next time you won’t ignore my phone calls and take off to some abandoned town. Like seriously, Wynter can’t you feel the dark magic seeping out of the ground? Why are you here?”

“Magic? I fucking knew it,” Sin sputters, and I cringe.

“Shit, wait Mom!” Too late.

With a mumble under her breath, my loving mother has turned all of my guys into toads. Well except Cirrus. He counteracts the spell and begins to laugh his ass off.

“This is not funny!” I snap, then turn toward the woman who birthed me.

“Mother, what are you doing here?”

Pouting, she places her hands on her hips. “I missed you. And like I said, you haven’t answered my calls or summons. I even had the coven try to send you a message, but you ignored it.”

Yeah, because ignoring my mother is one of the greatest insults you could give to her.

“Well I’m not sure if you’ve noticed, but this isn’t exactly the city,” I snap, waving my hand around the desolate place.

Cirrus is still laughing, but at least now he’s removing the spells on the guys.

Goddess. This is such a damn mess.

“Why are you here Wynter? This place is not meant for us,” my mother mutters, staring at Arnie.

“Let me show you,” I say with a sigh and offer my hand to her.

“Ugh. I hate it when you share your visions,” she whines, and I am about to snap again.

For being an adult, she doesn’t act like it sometimes.

Taking my hand, she closes her eyes.

I show her what Corrine gave to me, how she’s gone now, and what I need to do to get the future I crave.

“How can I help?” she says when I’m done, and I can’t help but to hug her.

“Really?” I gasp. I think I’m in a state of shock.

“Yes, if this means that I can find a husband that won’t leave me and take half my money… Well it’s not rocket science, Wynter.”

Ugh, of course she made this about herself, but whatever, I’ll take it.

Turning to the guys whose skin looks a little green, I shrug.

“So, um, yeah, I’m a witch.”

Astor passes out, and Sin catches him just in time.

“I knew it,” he mutters, and now I’m the one surprised. “When you were with Erick, there was this time in the kitchen. I don’t think you noticed me there.”

“Shit. Why didn’t you ever say anything?” I remember that day. I was upset. I had a bad day at school and came home to Erick hosting a party and the kitchen was wrecked.

I’d mumbled a quick cleaning spell.

Sin shrugs, then sighs, placing Astor in a chair.

“Honestly, I thought I was seeing something because of how much I’d been drinking, but I started to notice little things here and there afterwards.”

“Wow, all these years and you never told?” I look at my mother pointedly, and she groans.

“Fine, I will permit him and his brother, but no one else, Wynter. It’s bad enough that Halee is suspicious.”

“Great, now that that’s all handled, let’s do some magic,” Cirrus says, rubbing his hands together, walking closer to my mom. She cringes when he goes in for a hug, but allows it.

“So, Mumsie, what should we do?” Looking at me she gives me the ‘is he serious right now’ stare.

I laugh and move back toward the porch. Arsen follows me into the house, and I lead him to an open kitchen. There is a dusty bay window overlooking what was once a beautiful yard.

He’s quiet, and I’m waiting for the endless questions to start. “So are you a good witch or a bad witch?” he mumbles, and I smile.

“Depends on the day. I’m known to be quite wicked at times.” Glancing over my shoulder, I really look at him. He doesn’t seem to be too freaked out, but he’s always been good at hiding things.

“As long as you don’t turn me into an amphibian like your mother did, or curse me, I’ll be fine,” he jokes, giving me a smirk.

“Don’t betray me and we have a deal.” Turning to face him, I offer him my hand to shake. He doesn’t know it, but when his palm touches mine, he’s just made a magical promise to me.

“Sugarbean, where are you?” Cirrus shouts from the front door, and my mother scolds him.

“Were you raised in a barn? You don’t have to yell, she’s obviously in the kitchen.”

Footsteps stomp through the worn floorboards, and soon my mischievous Fae’s blue hair is peeking through the doorway.

“Lovepot, this place is a mess, but it’s a good thing I’m a contractor. We shall have this place back to its morning glory in no time.”

Scoffing, my mother crosses her arms over her chest. “I think we should focus on purging the property of that evil man’s presence.”

My eyes widen, and she sighs. “The lost souls here have been very informative. Seriously, daughter? You call yourself a psychic. I am going to take this one with me and figure out a way to cleanse the Earth.”

Grabbing Arnie’s hand, she leads him out of the house. He shoots me a panicked look, but I give him a wink. My mother won’t hurt him. He’s an adorable tourist who got trapped here.

He’s innocent, and I will punish whoever stole his life.

“Why does she look like she’s about to go on a murder spree?” Astor asks. Taking a deep breath, I close my eyes and center myself.

“Arnie was killed, and I was thinking about the vengeance I am going to rain down on the culprits. Dead or alive.”

“Who the hell is Arnie?” Sin mutters, and I sigh, shaking my head.

“Long story. I’ll tell you later, but for now let’s conjure up some supplies and start working on the house. My mother can help with the yard, mainly the dead Willow tree in the back corner.”

The guys nod, and Cirrus mumbles something weird. A loud crash sounds, shaking the house.

“What the fuck was that?” I snap, and he winces.

“I may have underestimated the distance from the yard to the porch,” he says as we rush to the front door.
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ASTOR

Wynter is a witch. A full-blooded, magical, casts spells and wears a hat, witch.

“Cirrus, you are going to give me gray hair!” Wynter shouts at Rus while they argue about his truck and supplies parked on the porch.

“I know my little gumdrop, but I didn’t mean to portal so close to the house. Please forgive me, my little Porky pig.”

“What did you just call me?” she gasps. I watch as her hand begins to glow blue, and Cirrus starts to shrink.

“I’ll give you a pig,” she hisses, and Cirrus oinks. I jump away from them and stand by my brother. What the fuck is happening right now?

A fluffy blue pig sits at Wynter’s feet, and she scowls before turning and walking outside.

“I know you love this girl, but we need to get the fuck out of dodge, Sin,” I mumble softly, hoping no one hears me.

Laughing, he glances at me, shaking his head. “Watch.”

I look back to the pig and feel lightheaded. Rus is turning back into himself, and he looks psychotically happy.

“I am going to marry that woman,” he says with a sigh, then walks off toward his truck that is still parked on the porch.

“So are we just going to ignore the fact that not only is Wynter a witch, but Rus has some type of magical powers too?” I ask Arsen as he follows Rus.

“I’ve always had an inkling, Astor, and they are harmless. Let’s help Wynter out with this curse, then we can figure out our next steps.”

He leaves the room and I grab my phone. I need to find a flight back to Texas for tonight. I am not staying here in this crazy place. I was turned into a toad! They are not harmless.

ARSEN

I watch as she sits in the middle of the yard meditating. Cirrus is ripping off the wallpaper in the living room, but I know he’s watching her too.

“How is she expected to remove century old magic?” I ask, because though I am internally freaking out, this is exciting.

“According to Mumsie, she is expected to tap into Mother Earth’s magic and force out what’s preventing her land from prospering. Yeah, I know it sounds crazy, but we will see what…”

A loud explosion happens outside and a film of smoke fills the spot where Wynter just was.

We rushed outside to make sure she’s okay, but we shouldn’t have bothered.

“Mumsie!” Rus screams, racing over to Wynter’s mom who is pissed off and on fire.

“I told you that forcing magic into the ground wouldn’t work,” Wynter says, with a sigh, placing her hands on her hips.

“Yes, yes,” Wynter’s mom says, waving her hand and distinguishing the flames. Her hair is a bit singed, but otherwise she looks perfectly fine.

“What happened?” I ask.

“She’s fine. I placed a protection bubble around her before she tried her foolishness.”

Wynter looks tired. I wish I could comfort her, but I don’t think we are at that point yet. I may still love her, but she hasn’t seen me in years.

“Forgive me, for wanting to help. I see I’m no longer needed here with my foolishness.” With a few mumbled words and a puff of smoke, Wynter’s mom is gone.

“Ugh, she is such a child,” Wynter groans, and Rus laughs, pulling her into his arms, and kissing the side of her head.

I wish I could do that.

I must have scowled because Wynter places her hand on my arm, giving it a small squeeze.

“I’m sorry about my mother, Sin. She’s always been the overdramatic type. Being High Priestess has gotten to her head over the years, but I can assure you that she will keep her promise. You and Astor will be protected by the coven.”

“Why is it illegal for me to know that you’re a witch?”

I’ve been curious about why she’s stayed hidden. There are people all over who claim to have powers. Why is that allowed?

“It’s more for our protection than yours. Too many people have been betrayed. Used. My father died because someone he trusted told the wrong person. They tortured him and used his powers for greed.”

“Well, spicecake, I will never use you,” Rus mumbles, and Wyn rolls her eyes.

“Yeah, yeah, okay break time is over. Let’s get back to work. Where is Astor?”

Looking around, I realize he’s not here.

Wynter stops in the yard and begins to speak to the air.

“He left? What wolves? Are you kidding me?!” she shouts, then takes off towards the center of town.

Jumping over the scorched mark, I follow her.

“Wynter, what’s wrong? Who are you talking to?”

Rus laughs, and places his hand in the air. A young man starts to appear and I halt. “Shit, you’re a ghost!”

“Witches you’re okay with, but a ghost freaks you out?” the man says, playing with a camera strap around his neck.

He seems shy.

“I’ve known Wynter for a long time,” I mumble, then rub the back of my neck. I don’t know why, but I feel almost bad for being so rude.

“Arnie, where did he go?” Wynter asks the man, and he points toward a gravel path with a broken gate.

“Cirrus, can you go find him? Make sure he’s okay. Arnie said something about wolves in these woods. And not the normal kind. Why would he just leave? Is he stupid?”

Pulling out my phone, I try to call him, but there is no signal.

“In a dead zone, remember?” Arnie jokes, and I actually grin.

Cirrus mumbles something about my brother under his breath, then stomps off.

“What can I do?”

Wynter yawns, glancing around the town square. There’s a path along the other side, and she walks that way.

“I need to find a way to break this curse and fast,” she shouts, glancing at me from over her shoulder. “How are you with a hammer?”

I smirk, and she rolls her eyes. “Not in the mood, Sin,” she mumbles, and I sigh.

“Astor and I have helped Rus with his projects before. Just because I sit at a desk and help preteens for a living doesn’t mean I’m incapable of doing other things.”

“I didn’t mean it like that. Fuck, I’m tired.”

Walking back to the house, I notice a glow in the window across the road.

“Hey, are we the only people here?”

“No, I think there are a few others, but they haven’t come over to introduce themselves yet, and honestly I’m not in the mood.”

Who else would want to stay here? The air alone makes chills run down my spine.

Entering the house, Wynter mumbles something, and a ton of candles appear lighting the kitchen.

“I’d like to do this room first, then the downstairs bathroom and bedrooms. I don’t know how long this will take, and I’d rather not stay at the motel forever.”

Nodding, I grab a hammer and remove some nails in the walls. “What are you wanting to do in here?”

It’s a large space and I could see adding an island in the middle with some stools. Maybe marble counters and gray cabinets.

There’s even space for a coffee bar.

Closing her eyes, she mutters something, then smiles.

“Can I show you?” she asks, offering me her hand.

Dropping the hammer, I shuffle closer and take her hand. Sparks run along my skin at our touch, and I lean closer.

“Close your eyes and take a deep breath,” she says. I follow her instructions and wait.

A little girl sits at the kitchen island, whining about pancakes. Cirrus bounces a little boy in his arms as he makes himself a cup of coffee.

The walls are white with gray cupboards and dark marble countertops.

“Holy shit.” I let go of her hand and run my fingers through my messy hair. I didn’t see Astor or myself in her vision, but the kitchen was almost identical to what I pictured.

“Visions have a way of changing. You can never truly envision the future. Too many variables, but that’s how I want this room to look.”

Someone begins to shout in the yard, and Wynter sighs. “I don’t want you to feel trapped here. I’d like you to stay and help, but if you wish to go home, that’s fine. I know today has been a lot. I wouldn’t blame you or Astor for leaving.”

Walking out of the room, she mumbles under her breath about breaking the curse and finding love.

I want that for her. Wynter deserves the world, and if there’s a way for me to help get it for her… I will.

CIRRUS

Yesterday was a disaster. I managed to stop Astor from leaving and convinced him to stay a little while longer.

The help of my magic was just a small assistance. I think Astor likes Wynter deep down and needed a teeny tiny push.

Wynter will have to take the reins now and make him see that he’s meant to be here in Spells Hollow with us.

Now just to break this curse, so we can focus on bigger and better things. I saw what our future holds, and I want it.

I crave it.

She thinks that we can handle this on our own, but I don’t think it’s that easy. So I have a plan.

Leaving the motel, I pass a girl with a crocheted dress on and long blonde hair. She doesn’t see me, so I sneak around the back of the building and make sure the coast is clear.

When I don’t sense anyone I open a portal to home and step through. My Nan’s house is the first thing I see, and I smile. Walking up to her cottage, I knock, then let myself inside.

“I was wondering when you were going to be back,” she says, standing from a chair in her garden room. I can tell she’s been working on some new flowers, and I wish I could bring some back for Wynter.

Maybe one day she can just visit here instead.

“I need your help in the mortal realm. Any chance I could convince you to come back with me for a day or two?”

She moves closer to me, and I have to lean down so she can place her hand on my cheek. “You’re in love, but she’s in trouble,” she mumbles, reading my thoughts through her touch.

Sighing, I nod. “Her family was cursed a long time ago, but it’s just now been brought to her attention, and she’s figured out a way to break it, but it’s not that easy. My little spikey pig is stubborn, but I know we need your certain expertise. That is if you will help.”

Moving away, she begins to pack a small bag, and I want to jump for joy, but I’ll wait until the curse is actually broken.

“You know your mother and brother, Gru, would be better at this than me…” she starts, but I don’t have time for my family drama. It’s bad enough that Wynter’s mom decided to show up and give her two senses.

“Yes, well if we still have no progress after your visit, I will contact them.”

Looking over her shoulder, she winces. “Too late.”

“Well if it isn’t my Wile E Coyote,” my mother hisses as I slowly turn to face her. Wearing a ridiculous hat and garb, I try not to cringe at her tone.

“Mother, you look ravishing as always. How have you been?”

“Don’t you try to butter me up, Cirrus. It’s been months of you ignoring my summons.”

“I know, but…”

“Your brother already told me. I don’t know what is so horrible about being a ruler of our land, but if it’s really something you don’t want, then I will let you continue to wander for a bit longer.”

Well it’s only temporary, but I guess I should take the small reprieve and thank her. Gru frowns, and I feel for him. I really do. It’s not his fault that he was born differently than I. He’s still my brother. I don’t care if he has wings.

“Now, where is it that we are going, and what do we need to do, Cirry?” Nan says while entering her den full of potions and herbs.

I give her a quick rundown of what I think may work, and within minutes she’s whipped up a simple antidote.

“I don’t know if this will work, but we can try it.”

“Thank you. Now we just need to go to Spells Hollow and hope my little stinger isn’t angry.”
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WYNTER

I can’t find my Fae anywhere, and I’m starting to worry. He has been up my ass and around the corner religiously since the moment we kissed, so where is he?

Leaving the diner, I walk over to the motel office. Mavis is there reading a smutty book, and I can’t help but applaud her. I’ve read it too, and it’s good.

“Now, that’s not something I thought you would like to read, but it’s an amazing series,” I say as I enter the room.

“Just because I am skeptical of the paranormal does not mean that I don’t like a bit of fantasy every now and again. How are you? Did you need anything?” When she uses a room key as a bookmark and doesn’t fold the page I find more respect for her.

“Have you seen the man that’s here with me? The one with the blue hair?”

Her nose scrunches as if she smells something bad, but she shakes her head. “Nope. I thought I heard him humming out back a few hours ago, but I didn’t see anyone.”

Groaning, I smack my hand on the polished check in desk.

“Thanks. Maybe he’s gone to Spells Hollow, but his car is still here. If you happen to see him, can you let him know that’s where I’ll be.”

She nods, then picks up her book once more. “I still think you’re a foolish girl for wanting to renovate that place and live there,” she mumbles, and I laugh.

“Yeah, I’m starting to agree with you.”

Giving her a wave, I leave the office and almost walk right into Arsen. I still can’t believe he’s here.

“Did you find him?”

“No, but we might as well grab some breakfast, then get back to the house.”

“Astor has some work to do today for the law firm, but I can help you.”

Giving him a smile, I nod. “Thanks. Yeah, I have a feeling this isn’t going to be easy.”
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After grabbing some breakfast and making a quick stop at the gas station for snacks, we are on the road to Spells Hollow.

The closer we get, the more ominous I start to feel. Parking on the side of the road, we begin our walk.

There’s a weird sensation in the air. Almost a static feeling if I had to describe it. It’s not unpleasant, just different.

“Do you feel that?” Sin asks and I nod.

“Yeah…” I mumble. Looking around everything seems to be the same. Ghosts still float between the Gallows and town center and all is quiet.

“It’s weird, but I don’t think we are in any danger,” I reassure, then continue past the other houses, avoiding the one that put me on my ass, until I reached the place I belong.

“I know it’s a mess right now, but this place is going to be beautiful,” I mutter, staring up at the huge home.

As we shuffle closer, avoiding the debris all around, I hear voices.

“No, Cirry, we must leave this place. There is a dark energy,” a woman says as I enter the house.

The front room has been gutted completely, and I’m stunned to see a beautiful woman relaxed on a new sofa.

There is a man beside her that I instantly know is Fae.

“Seems we found him,” I mutter to Sin, and he laughs.

The woman looks my way and gives me a huge smile.

“Cirry, she’s more beautiful then you said,” she gushes, getting to her feet and rushing my way.

“Nan, stop mauling my girl,” Cirrus grunts, but he has a huge grin on his face.

His checkered shirt is covered in paint, and he’s wearing some type of corduroy pants.

“Cirrus, what’s going on?”

I squeeze the pixie of a woman tight, then release her. I usually don’t like hugs, but there is something so inviting about her.

“Well, my little bouncy ball, I have recruited my fam bam to help us. This here is my Nan, you may call her Nan. The oaf on the sofa is my brother, Grule, and the woman throwing a hissy fit in the bathroom is my mother.”

My eyes widen and I start to back out of the door. Arsen grips my hips and I melt for a second, letting him hold me.

His whole family is here? Has he lost his Fae loving mind? I mean his Nan is one thing, but his mother.

“I think I’m going to be sick,” I mutter, then spin out of Sins’s arms, just in time to expel my breakfast over the banister into the dead yard.

“Ugh, please don’t tell me you knocked up the witch, Cirrus. You know you are meant to rule Kasgalda. Knocking up some mortal with powers is not going to stop me from making you take the throne!”

Wiping my mouth with the sleeve of my sweater, I cringe at the tone of Cirrus’ mother’s voice.

It’s worse than nails on a chalkboard.

“Mother, enough. Wynter is my destiny. My mate!”

Arsen rubs my back as the world around me begins to spin. “Catch me,” I mumble before my vision goes black.

“Mommy, come play with us,” my daughter Summer shouts as her father chases her around the yard.

Placing my son, August on the blanket, I climb to my feet with a groan. Rubbing my stomach, I smile. Our little ones will be with us in a few short months and I can’t wait to see if it’s a boy, girl, or both.

The twins are hoping for one of each so we will have an even number, but I have a feeling it will be two little boys just like their daddies.

“Gumbledrop, wake up,” someone whispers before playing with my hair.

“She is very pretty, Cirrus, I’ll give you that, but she’s not Fae.”

“I don’t care if she was part horse, Mother. Wynter is my mate. I knew it the moment we met.”

“How is that possible! She is a cursed witch, that’s led you to a dangerous place. Even the strongest of Nan’s potions didn’t remove the filth from the dirt.”

“Cirry, you know I’ll keep trying, but right now I think we need to get Wynter here to Kasgalda. Make sure the baby is okay?”

Waking up, I crack open my eyes. “What baby? We only had sex a few days ago,” I mumble and a tinkling laugh nearby has me opening my eyes wider.

“Oh, aren’t you just darling?” Nan says with a big smile.

“Lovejoy, the fae don’t reproduce like you. Especially my family. Nine months to you is seven months for us.”

Widening my eyes, I shove him away from me and sit up, ignoring how the room is spinning.

“You knocked me up and I’m already two months pregnant? Are you insane.” Laughing, I shake my head. “Of course you are. But what the fuck, Cirrus?”

Getting to my feet, I stomp outside, slamming the new screen door. When I reach the grass, I plop down.

My eyes water, but I fight back the sting of tears.

Pregnant? Me? Yes, the visions have shown a little girl looking like Cirrus, but I thought that was years away.

I am still cursed? This is not the time, nor place to raise a baby!

“How mad are you, my little wombmate? On a scale of zero to going to set my ass on fire?”

Wiping my eyes, I bite my lip, fighting a smile.

He’s absolutely ridiculous, but I can admit he makes me happier than I’ve been in a long time.

“I won’t set you on fire, but I might give you the shits. So watch your food,” I grumble, then sigh as he wraps his arms around me.

“Well since you’re already mad at me… Is now a good time to tell you that I’m Fae royalty, and our child will be Queen someday?”

Straightening my spine, I move my hand in a circle motion, conjuring a ball of flames in my palm.

Cirrus notices and releases me, slowly climbing to his feet.

“Yeah, um, I think I’m going to go. Remember I love you my little hot cakes!” he shouts as I climb to my feet and toss the ball at his back.

It instantly disintegrated, hitting a shield around him and he looks back at me, wiggles his eyebrows and starts to laugh before taking off again.

Looking up at the sky, I shake my head.

Why me? Why am I always the one having to deal with drama and bullshit?

“Satan help me,” I pray, then head back to the house.

I guess it’s time to get to know more about my future family and what it means to be Fae royalty.

ARSEN

Pregnant? How? Fae? Seven months?

My mind is spiraling, and I wish Astor was here with me… Then again maybe it’s best he’s working in the motel room.

He’s already got his feet out the door. When he learns that Rus knocked up Wyn he’s going to leave.

He can’t. Not only does Wynter need our help. I finally have her back in my life, and I need my brother here with me.

We may have lives back in Texas, but she’s not there. I don’t care if she’s having someone else’s baby. If she will have me in her life, I’ll be there.

“So, Poppet, how ya feeling? Any side effects from the goofeyjizz?” Rus’ Nan asks me, and I shake my head.

“Not sure what that is, but I feel fine. Is Wynter going to be okay? Do Fae usually mate with other species?” I mumble, and Rus’ mom scoffs.

“We’re not aliens!”

“No. No, I didn’t mean any offense. I’m just not sure how to take all of this.”

Moving over to me, Nan pats my arm. “She will be fine. Wynter is a tough cookie from what I’ve heard. It’ll be an adjustment, but she can do it.”

Rus’ brother stands, then walks toward the kitchen. “Is the potion done? How long are we going to stay here in this dead town?”

I follow Nan into the kitchen, and my jaw drops. “How is this possible?”

“Magic, my dear. Anything can happen with a little spit shine and pixie dust.”

“So the whole house is done?”

“No, Cirry, told us not to touch the upstairs or bedrooms.”

I walk over to a stainless steel fridge and open the doors. There is no food inside.

“Conjuring snacks is one thing, but food can be tricky. It’s better if you all make a shopping run.”

“Quick, save me!” Rus shouts, running into the kitchen and hiding underneath the table.

Wynter follows him, and her dark hair is a tangled mess. Her cheeks are red, and she’s muttering about stupid Fae.

“Cirrus, just take your whipping like a damn man and we can move on from this childish game,” she mutters, waving her hand.

Rus is yanked out from under the table from an imaginary hand and he grips the leg of the table.

“If you break anything in this room I am never helping you again, Cirry,” Nan huffs, then moves to the stove and stirs something bubbling in a huge black pot.

“How old are you? I mean seriously. I don’t think I know, but again… You are acting like a toddler!” Wyn shouts, and I can see her getting more worked up.

“He’s centuries old, but has the body of a twenty-eight-year-old, dear,” Nan answers her, then lifts the pot.

“Okay, hopefully this works. Wynter, love, I’m going to need your help. Come.”

She walks out the new kitchen door with the pot, and we follow.

“Okay, I need you to focus on the bad energy. Cirry, get out here and start making holes.”

Rus comes outside, wearing a huge silicone bubble suit. He looks ridiculous, but as he lays on the ground and presses a button, spikes appear and stab the dirt.

Rolling around like he’s on fire or being attacked by bees, he pokes hundreds of holes into the ground.

When he’s satisfied, he sits up and the suit disappears.

“Well that’s one way I suppose,” Nan laughs and places the pot on the ground.

Rus, his brother and mom, all take hands and Nan joins them.

Wynter is still focusing with her eyes closed as I watch the Fae lift the floral-scented goop out of the pot and fling it into the holes, using magic.

Rus’ purple eyes are glowing, and I wish I could record this for Astor. It’s really cool.

Closing their eyes, they begin a chant getting louder each time. After maybe three minutes they stop.

“Did it work?” I ask, breaking the silence.

“No, but it helped.”

Grass begins to grow all around, but the place where the Willow tree rested is still blackened dirt.

Wynter sighs and walks over to Nan. “I’m sorry, poppet, but I can’t do anymore. You will have to break the curse together with your men,” she whispers, then places her open palm onto Wyns’ stomach.

“I will be back in a few days for your exam. A baby. Ahhh. A blessing in the middle of this curse is still a blessing.”

Pulling her into a quick hug, they separate, and Rus makes a portal for his family.

His brother steps closer to him and they bump fists. “Next time I want the full mortal experience. Not some ghost town,” he says before winking and leaving with his mom and nan.

After they leave, Wynter walks over to me. “Are you doing okay? I know this is a huge shock. I think I might be in denial right now.”

“You’re pregnant, Wynter. I’m a little surprised, but I mean… You’re a witch. Rus is a Fae. Things will never be normal between us.”

“Normal is so boring. I want a life full of kittens and kisses,” Rus says, joining our conversation.

“So… You’re staying then?” Wynter looks at me with a little bit of hope shining in her green eyes.

“I can’t speak for Astor, but I’m not going anywhere.”
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ASTOR

Spending the day away from that haunted place is just what the doctor ordered. I have a lot of work to catch up on and honestly Spells Hollow creeps me the fuck out.

Packing up my laptop and charger, I grab my wallet and slip my shoes on. I need a change of scenery, and it’s lunch time.

I’m hoping to have wifi at the diner. If not then I’ll use my hotspot. I have to finish these dispositions and allocate a proxy in my place.

I’m going to have to return soon. I only took a few weeks of vacation.

Leaving my room, I check both ways out of habit, then run across the road to the diner. The bells jingle as I enter and the smell of pot roast hits me in the face like a mallet.

My stomach complains as I take a seat at the counter. The kid from the gas station, Jordan, is there and he gives me a fist bump.

“Hey, Astor, right?” I nod and grab a menu. Liv is in the corner, talking to some people.

They have a map and I have a feeling they are people looking for Spells Hollow.

Good luck to them. If I had my way I’d avoid that place.

“I saw your brother and Wynter this morning. They grabbed some snacks. Said they would be at Spells Hollow all day. Why didn’t you go with them?” he asks, then slurps on a strawberry milkshake.

“Had work to do.”

“I still can’t believe she’s crazy enough to want to renovate that place and move there. It’s not worth it. Honestly people don’t stay there for long or they never return.”

“Yeah, that place was freaky, but I can’t argue with Wynter. She’s always been stubborn and used to turning a dump into a diamond,” I mutter while picking something to eat.

The pot roast calls to me, but I think I want something lighter. Maybe I’ll get it to go and reheat it for dinner.

The room has a stove, even if it is outdated.

“Yeah, well don’t invite me to any parties or housewarmings. I like you guys, but you won’t catch me ten feet from that place.”

He gets quiet and dips a fry in his shake. I feel like there is more to the story there, but Ruth chooses that moment to interrupt.

I order a crispy chicken sandwich with a side of fries and a milkshake. Jordan convinced me.

“Oh, also a water. Thanks.”

Ruth walks off toward the kitchen, and I turn my attention back to Jordan. His eyes are cloudy, and he looks sad.

“You okay?”

Shaking his head, he sighs. “Yeah, I was just thinking about the last time I was in Spells Hollow. I was young and dumb and lost someone.”

Tossing some cash on the counter, he grabs his ball cap and puts it on his head. “I’ll see ya later man. I have a shift at the station.”

Pushing his chair away, he stands and walks away.

Ruth comes over with my water and sighs.

“That boy has too much heaviness on his soul. Your food will be up soon,” she mumbles, placing my drink down, then goes back to check on her other customers.

I don’t know why this place has so many booths and tables. I doubt it’s even been at full capacity once.

My phone buzzes in my pocket and I groan. I was hoping to at least eat something before people began bugging me again.
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“Okay, Don, that’s it. I’ll email all the documents over to you, and have my secretary set up a meeting for us to video chat.”

“Video? You won’t be at the office? I am paying you good money to represent me!”

Biting my tongue, I explain when I will be back in Texas, then end the call. Tossing my phone onto the bed, I raise my arms into the air and stretch.

My neck is killing me, and I could use a hot tub again. Standing, I open up the curtain and laugh when I see it’s dark.

I worked all day, and everyone should be back soon. I wonder how it went today.

I still don’t understand magic and witches and shit, but my brother is in love with Wynter, and I don’t see that changing.

Hell, I can see the appeal. She’s always been gorgeous and back in college she was the sweet girl next door.

Lights shine down the road before pulling into the parking lot.

Looks like they are back. Wynter climbs out of my truck first. Rus is there in a blink to take her hand, and he kisses her knuckles.

She says something to him, and he tosses his head back laughing. Sin climbs out next, shaking his head.

They all have smiles on their faces and for the first time in a long time, I feel left out.

The guys walk across the street to the diner, but Wynter comes to my door. She waves at me, and I drop the curtain.

Shit. I didn’t mean to act like some peeping Tom.

Opening the door, I step back so she can enter the room.

“Hey,” she says with a smile. “How was your day?”

I shrug and move toward the bed, fixing the pillows and moving my laptop off the mattress, so she has a place to sit.

“Busy, but I got a lot done. How did renovating go?”

Closing the door behind her, she slips off her shoes and unzips her hoodie, taking it off and placing it over a chair by the kitchenette.

Wearing just a pair of leggings and a cropped band shirt, she’s never looked hotter.

Her curves alone could make a saint drool.

“Honestly it was crazy. Rus had his family help us, and a lot of secrets were revealed… which is why I’m here.”

“Well that sounds ominous,” I say, waving my hand at the spot on the bed. Sitting she groans, then fluffs up some pillows and makes herself comfortable.

“I have a lot going on, Astor, and I know you have an insanely busy job back in Texas. One you worked your ass off in college for, but according to my future you’re here with me in Spells Hollow…”

Grunting she places her head in her hands and groans.

“Rus is a Fae, I’m a witch and I’m going to be having a baby in about seven months. I need to break my family’s curse before my baby comes. Will you help me?”

Looking up at me, I can see the stress in her eyes and how tired she seems.

I don’t know what possesses me to say yes, but I do. As soon as the words leave my lips she sits a little taller and releases a big breath.

I know I have a million things on my plate, and I’d rather eat nails then live in Spells Hollow, but there’s just something that feels right about staying and helping her.

Maybe she’s put a spell on me.

WYNTER

I can’t believe he said yes. I thought for sure he would freak out, laugh, and leave this place faster than his truck tires could move.

“Really? You will stay here with me… Us?” I need clarification. Astor is the one who’s always put his job before anything else.

“Yes, but I have a condition.”

“Okay…”

“We must have a pool and a hot tub. Sin and I talked about it on the drive here. Our next place would have an inground pool with a spa.”

“Um, I think I can do that. We have to finish fixing the yard first though.”

Astor licks his lips, distracting me for a moment and all I can picture is him shirtless and wet, stepping out of the pool.

His washboard abs dripping…

Damn. My panties are soaked at the thought, and my nipples are hard. The small barbells I’m wearing today rub against my bra, and I groan.

“You okay?” he asks, his dark brows furrowing.

I nod and discreetly rub my thighs together.

“I’m…” Clearing my throat, I continue, “I’m fine. Exhausted, but okay. Thank you for staying to help me and my family.”

I still don’t know what exactly has to happen to break this curse, but I felt a shift today. The potion helped, but we still have a long way to go.

Hopefully tomorrow we can finish renovations downstairs, then work our way to the upper floors.

I want to turn the attic into our master bedroom and use the second floor for the kids.

Kids, God. I never thought I’d say that, but these visions have shown me with four babies now. A dream I never expected to come true.

“Did you want to watch a movie or something?” Astor asks, pointing toward his laptop.

“Yeah, but fair warning, I may pass out and drool on you a little bit.”

Laughing he takes the seat next to me and sets up the movie. Placing the laptop at the foot of the bed he gets comfortable, then lifts his arm, offering me a place to put my head.

“I mean if you want to. I won’t bite,” he grunts, and I smile.

Gently moving my head, I lay on his chest as he lowers his arm, pulling me tighter to him. He’s warm and smells amazing.

I can’t help myself. Taking a small sniff I softly moan and snuggle in closer. The sounds of his even breathing relax me, and soon my eyelids are fighting to stay open.

“Mommy. Where are you?” Summer shouts for me and I cover my mouth, hiding my giggles.

Hide and seek is a game all the kids love playing, but Summer cheats. She likes to create portals and hide somewhere not in the house.

I scold her, but her father finds it delightful and brilliant, so she continues to do it. One of the twins kick me and I must groan too loud.

“I found you, Mama,” August squeals, opening the closet door, giving me a toothy smile. He throws himself into my legs, squeezing me tight.

“You did, sweet boy. Now, how about we go find Daddy?”

Taking my hand we wander through the house, checking the closets and Auggie pops his head under the bed.

I can’t see Astor squeezing under the beds, but try convincing a three year old of that?

“Hmm. Your father is a tricky one. How about we let him sit for a bit longer and go have a snack? Mommy’s hungry.”

“Can we have choco berries, pweaseeee,” he begs, batting his lashes at me.

Ugh, I melt.

“Yes, baby.”

“How long has she been asleep?” someone whispers, pulling me from my nap.

“Almost the whole movie. She said she was tired,” Astor grunts, and I sigh, squeezing him tighter.

“I am so jealous, brother, but I’m glad she’s comfortable with you,” Sin grumbles, and I open my eyes.

“Bed is big enough for three. Get in and shut up. It’s sleep time,” I mumble, then close my eyes again.

I don’t know if he climbed in behind me, but when I wake up the pillow smells like his leather and musk scent.
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“What do you mean we have to drive three hours to get groceries? Wynter, you can’t be serious about staying here?” Astor grumbles the next morning.

He woke up pissy and I don’t know why. I had the best night’s sleep and laughed when I found Cirrus inside a small tent on the floor.

I guess he felt left out. I’m still mad at him for hiding shit from me, but he is the father to my baby, so I’ll let him off the hook for now.

Plus he has a huge cock.

One that’s dangerous, and I need to avoid for the time being. Even if my hormones are sky high at the moment.

Maybe it’s a Fae pregnancy thing. I am in a constant state of arousal.

“Yes, well I’m sorry that the place my family was cursed at is out in the middle of nowhere. But I refuse to bring my daughter into this world cursed like I was. She is going to find love if it damn well kills me,” I grumble, then cross my arms over my chest.

My nipples hurt, and I had to take my piercings out.

“Plus we need more than food. I can only conjure so much. Do you know how much magic it takes to make sure you have a pool and a hot tub? I might need the coven to pop in and help me…”

Oh shit. I need to call my mother and tell her about the baby. Ugh. I really don’t wanna though.

“If you’d rather stay here I can take her, brother,” Sin speaks up, and Astor grumbles something about it being his truck and him being left out again.

“No, I’ll take her tomorrow,” he finally concedes and I smile.

New undies here I come.

As we walk toward the house, I can instantly tell that we accomplished something yesterday.

The grass is starting to grow in random places and the house looks more alive. I know it’s not a real thing, but it looks more polished, awake.

“You still need to fix the porch,” I grumble, looking at Cirrus.

“Yes, my love frog, I will do that after we replace the siding. Do you know what color you want yet?”

“If I may cut in,” Astor says, all proper as if he’s in court right now and needs to object.

I bit my lip, trying not to giggle and wait for him to speak. Oh he’s seriously asking me a question.

“Yes?”

“I think we should stick with the natural wood. We can add some stone features in the front if you want, but to replace a cabin manor with siding feels almost sacrilegious.”

I think about what he said then nod.

“I do like the wood, and stone would be very pretty. We could also make the backyard area stone and maybe add a little pond by the Willow tree once it’s healed.”

My mind begins to swirl with creativity and all of the things we can do to this large piece of land. I find I’m getting excited about the future and what may happen.

“Okay wood it is? What kind?” Cirrus asks, writing things down in the small notebook he always has with him. “The structure is sturdy, but we will need to replace the rotted parts and add insulation into the walls.”

Damn he sounds so hot right now. Putting the pen behind his ear, he licks his lips and I need a taste.

“Stop looking at me like that, my little horny spider.”

Taking a deep breath, I shake my head of my lustful thoughts and smile.

“Must be the pregnancy. I swear I have wanted to jump all of you four times this morning,” I mumble, then gasp at my lack of filter.

Astor coughs, and Sin looks at me. His gray eyes are darker, and I know if I laid down right now on the ground, offering myself to him, like a feast, he wouldn’t let me escape his clutches until I came all over his face and cock.

“Fuck, Cirrus, you and your damn Fae sperms needs to stay far away from me,” I grumble, then leave them in the yard, watching my ass sway as I rush inside and plop down on the sofa.

Arnie laughs, and I cover my firey cheeks with my hands. I haven’t ever shied away from sex, but damn I think I’m in trouble.

Glancing at my flat belly, I gently rub it and sigh. “You’re going to get Mommy into trouble, little bean.”
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ARSEN

She wants me! Granted she wants my cock. But it’s attached to me and that’s progress. Rus laughs, biting his lip and adjusting his erection.

“Ah, my little sex bunny, this is going to be fun boys,” he says, then slaps me on the back and walks over toward his truck, which is still on the porch.

“Ummm,” Astor mumbles, then clears his throat. “Right, well…” he trails off then follows Rus to the bed of the truck as he lowers the tailgate.

My feet are frozen, and my blood is heated. I feel like some inexperienced twit or something. Should I follow her inside and make a move? She’s obviously wanting me…

No, I don’t want to move too fast.

Shaking my head, I join the guys and unload a bunch of random supplies. I can’t believe Rus just carries all of this in the bed of his truck.

“So I was thinking today we could start repairing the stairs, so we can get up to the top levels,” he mutters and I nod.

“Why can’t you just finish renovations using magic?” Astor asks, and I have to admit I’m curious about that too.

“Because I don’t know if the curse will break if we take the easy way out. The downstairs was a gift from my family, mainly because my mother walked in and had a fit about having to even stand in such a disarray. She’s a bit of a princess.”

Laughing, he looks at me as if I’m supposed to catch the joke. Furrowing his light blue brows, he pouts, then smiles.

“Interesting, my little babymaker hasn’t told you yet…”

“Told us what? What more could there possibly be? We’re standing here in a cursed town, trying to help a witch and a fae break a curse,” Astor grumbles, moving a can of paint toward the front door.

“In time my little grasshoppies.”

“Do you mean grasshoppers?”

“Potato, tomato. Now, let’s get in there before she decides to fry my balls again. That little witch has a temper.”

Leaving me and Astor out on the porch, I turn to my brother. “I have to say I’m surprised you agreed to stay. What about Texas? Your job?”

Pursing his lips, he pushes his dark hair behind his ears. He needs a haircut. “I could say the same for you, Sin. Are you okay with me staying and joining this little harem of Wynters?”

“If you had asked me before if I could share my dream girl with you, I would have said hell no and fought you for her, but now being here and learning about the curse, and hell even seeing glimpses of the future, I can’t picture anything differently.”

Nodding, he offers me his hand to shake, and I roll my eyes. Grabbing his palm, I pull him into a quick hug, making sure to thump him on the back a little harder than necessary.

Walking inside, I head right to the fridge out of habit. “Damn, we are going to need to fill this whole kitchen up. Three hours to go shopping? Think we should use my Costco membership?” Astor mutters, and I nod.

“Wouldn’t be a bad idea. Stock up on baby things as well. I think we should start an Amazon cart too. Wynter mentioned in passing that Mavis, the lady at the motel that dresses like some type of motorcycle club groupie, said she would accept packages for her.”

“Maybe I need to butter her up too. If I could become remote for a little while, then I wouldn’t have to quit my job. Things to consider…”

Wow, he really is serious if he’s willing to quit being a lawyer. He was on the path to becoming a partner of the law firm in two years.

“What about finding a practice in New York? I think you could commute there, or maybe Rus would portal you?”

“Hmm, not a bad idea…”

Rus shuffles in the kitchen, looking disheveled. Lucky guy. He walks over to the sink and turns the water on.

“Success! I wasn’t sure if it would work. This water is from the springs of my home. The cleanest, freshest liquid you will ever have the pleasure of sipping.”

“How? Ya know what? I don’t want to know.”

I leave him and Astor in the kitchen and walk outside. The yard looks better, but we still have a long way to go. Walking down the new wooden steps, I grab some of the yard supplies someone must have conjured, then get to work.

I’m soon joined by my brother and it only takes us a few hours to get the debris and garbage cleaned up.

Walking closer to the house, I plop down on a lawn chair and open the cooler beside it. Wynter magicked some beers for us before going back inside.

Her and Rus are in the downstairs bathroom arguing over what type of wood to use for the cabinets and marble for the countertops. It’s getting pretty heated, and I know Astor is on edge as well.

I doubt Rus would ever hurt her, but they are at each other’s throats.

Something crashes inside and I’m about to run in there to make sure they aren’t killing each other when a soft moan echoes out the broken window.

“Lucky fucker,” Astor mumbles, then takes the seat beside me. I hand him a beer and sigh.

“Should we walk around or something? Seems a little weird to stay here and listen to the soundtrack.”

Astor glances around and nods. “Yeah, might as well check out our new home.”

Standing, we walk back toward the town center. The gallows creep me the fuck out. Something cool touches my arm and I shudder.

“Arnie is that you?” I whisper, and Astor snorts.

“We are potentially dating a witch, and you are still afraid of ghosts? I thought you outgrew that before high school?”

Shaking his head, he walks off toward the garden Wynter told us about.

“I did outgrow that, but now I know that ghosts are real.”

When I was little there was this woman who would hang around me. I thought she was my friend, but my parents became concerned when I was constantly talking to air. I saw a therapist who claimed it was an imaginary friend, but I continued to see her until I was almost fifteen-years-old.

I told people that I no longer did, but the truth is she was still around, hovering at times. She wasn’t scary and didn’t seem to die in some gruesome way, so her corporeal form didn’t frighten me or anything.

It was just unnerving that I saw a ghost at all.

She was nice. Liked to sing me songs and tell me stories at bedtime.

Her name was Melisande and she told me once that she lost her children and had to watch over and protect those that would make a difference in her world.

Whatever that means. I haven’t seen her in a long time and now that Astor has brought her up, I wonder if she still hangs around me. Maybe I could ask Wynter.

As we reach the garden, I pause and take in the beauty.

“It’s amazing how magic works. This place is preserved, but the Nefari home was in ruins. We should explore more and see if the other homes are in such disarray.”

“Another day. We should get back and think about lunch,” Astor mutters, leaving the garden. I follow him, but something out of the corner of my eye has me stopping. A woman perches on the bench by the fountain.

Her clothes are old fashioned and she has a child’s hand in hers. She smiles at me and I nod. Looks like I won’t have to ask Wynter after all. Melisande is here.
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“So what should we do while we wait on the guys?” I ask Wynter as she begins to put away dishes. Rus conjured plates and silverware. They are a weird pattern, but china is better than paper right?

Turning to face me, she rests her back against the sink. It’s hot in here, so we opened the windows to let the breeze through.

I’ve removed my shirt, and I’m enjoying how Wynter’s eyes keep drifting down my chest.

Resting my elbows on the island in the middle of the kitchen, I flex a little. Wynter licks her lips and squeezes her thighs together.

“Like what you see, dove?” Her green eyes widen, and her nostrils flare.

“You haven’t called me that in a really long time, Sin.”

“You avoided me after the wedding. All the times I called you and texted. The night I showed up with take out and wine…”

I was a total simp for her, but she was hurt and I thought after a little space she would come back to me.

She never did and the day she blocked me hurt more than I’d ever tell her.

WYNTER

“He was your best friend. I’d been hurt so many times, but if you’d chosen his side and cut me out… I had to cut the strings before you did.”

Sin stands straight and moves closer to me. My heart is racing and butterflies flit around in my stomach.

Shaking my head, I turn and give him my back. “Lets just leave the past to rot and move on to the future,” I mumble, hoping he takes the bait.

My hormones are insane and all of a sudden I feel like crying.

Placing his hand on my shoulder, he spins me back around, facing him. His skin is hot to the touch, and he’s close enough to kiss.

God, he smells so good. Astor and him cleaned up the yard for me even though I could have done it with an easy spell.

The time and thought that he put into… Fuck, I’m getting sidetracked here.

Arsen says something again, but it’s not computing. He’s so damn hot.

“Wynter talk to me,” Arsen pleads, but it’s too much. I don’t want to think about those days.

When I was lost in a sea of misery and hurt. I want my visions to come true, but at the same time I’m skeptical.

All these visions of what could be are fucking with my head and heart. What if this all blows up in my face?

What if I can’t break this curse and they leave me too?

Things are changing too soon. Cirrus seems serious and we are having a baby together, but that doesn’t change how I’ve been hurt in the past.

I was the one always left behind? Now I have a harem of men wanting me? Feels like a dream. Something that happens to other people, like Halee. Not me.

Is this really a curse? And if it is, how is healing the broken land going to cure it?

Seems too ridiculous.

This place is desolate. Where ghosts come to be forever lost. The Earth is scorched with a deep dark magic that even gives me the heebie-jeebies.

I look into Arsen’s gray eyes. He looks so genuine and I know he has feelings for me.

He’s always been a good friend and for a while there I’d forgotten. Even when he would hang out with Erick he would treat me with kindness.

Life would have been so much better if I’d chosen him instead of Erick. But then again maybe he would have left me too.

The curse is at fault right? So whoever I’d agree to marry would end up breaking my heart.

“All my life I’ve wanted one thing: A fairytale romance like in the movies. Call me a hopeless romantic, but my mother had a string of broken relationships. I never wanted that.”

Taking a breath I think back to all those nights I would listen to her cry. The way she would get drunk and stumble out into the middle of the yard and curse the moon.

The countless moves we made because she needed to cleanse our future and make a new start. Just for it to happen over and over again.

Arsen steps closer to me. Raising his hand, I think he’s about to place his palm on my cheek, but he stops himself at the last moment.

I wish he wouldn’t though.

“When I became old enough to date I soon learned that I was just like my mother. No matter how hard I tried to be different. Men would walk all over me, crushing my heart without a care… I guess after time that hope just died alongside me.”

“Wynter, you’re not dead inside. I remember the girl who would bake us cookies and flit around like she was a host rather than a fiancée. It wasn’t you. Erick was an asshole.”

I snort and shake my head. “He really was, wasn’t he? But it doesn’t matter now. That was then. I’m choosing to live in the present these days. I’d accepted my future as a spinster.”

“You could never be a spinster, Wynter. You’re beautiful inside and out. You deserve to be happy.”

Rolling my eyes, I sigh. “Obviously things are changing, Sin. I mean look at where we are. I’m having a baby…”

Arsen moves closer, finally placing his hand on my cheek. Leaning down he waits for me to tip my head up and kiss his lips.

Sparks run along my skin and I groan. Reaching up, I tangle my fingers in his dirty-blond hair.

He grabs my waist and turns me toward the island. Looks like I’m christening the kitchen today.

I mean the bathrooms have been broken in, and I can sterilize this counter later.

Pulling away to catch my breath, I give him a wink and trail my fingers down his naked chest until I reach his basketball shorts.

He’s hard everywhere, and I can’t wait to see how well he fills me. This isn’t the first time seeing him naked, and it won’t be the last.

Erick had a penchant for skinny dipping on camping trips and I remember how blessed Arsen and Astor are.

“Wait. Are you sure about this, Wynter, because once you give me a taste, I won’t ever leave? You’re my addiction, baby.”

God, his words…

“Just kiss me, Sin,” I mumble, ripping my top off and pressing my lips to his again. This time not stopping until my panties are drenched, and I can’t breathe.

He tastes so good. Like coffee and syrup from his pancakes. There’s a bitterness from the beer he sipped on earlier, but it’s not off putting.

I want more. Shoving him away, I shimmy my pants down and jump up onto the island, spreading my thighs, showing him how soaked I am.

Licking his lips, he drops to his knees and grips his cock, giving it a squeeze through his shorts.

Moving closer to me, I place my elbows on the cool marble and lean back, waiting to see what he does next.

His hair is messy from my hands, and his lips are swollen from my kisses. He looks hotter than before, and I think I could come alone from watching him look at me.

His gray eyes are pools of silver, filled with desire.

Leaning down, he presses his nose into the slit of my thong and breathes. “Delicious,” he growls, moving his hands along my thighs, pulling my ass off the counter and closer to his mouth.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimper as his tongue brushes against the soaked lace and he groans.

“I hope these weren’t special,” he mutters, confusing me. Grabbing the straps on my hips, he rips the strings, destroying my thong and tossing it to the floor.

“Now where was I?” he mumbles, gives me a wink, then devours me. Using two fingers to spread me wider, he lifts my ass with one hand and fucks me with his tongue.

My thighs tremble and I wrap my legs around his neck, pulling him closer to my slit.

I am so damn close already, but I need more.

“Please, Sin,” I whine and he laughs, swirling his tongue inside of me, like I’m an ice cream cone.

God damn! This man is too good at this. I have never been eaten out this way before and if he keeps it up I may require this kind of attention two, three times a day.

I am drenched. I can feel my juices dripping down my crack and puddling on the counter.

I might need to replace this marble when we are done.

Sucking my clit, he thrusts his thick fingers inside of me. “Oh, more. More,” I chant and he sighs.

Pulling away, he looks up at me with a smile, and I’d take a photo of the way his lips are glistening if my vagina wouldn’t be in the shot.

A mental snapshot will have to do for now.

I drop my legs and he stands, leaning over me and letting me taste myself on his lips.

Groaning, he distracts me with his mouth as he pulls his cock out of his shorts and glides the smooth tip along my slit.

I want him so badly, I am shaking. My heart is racing and my magic is going haywire inside of me.

I have never had a reaction to someone like this and it makes me wonder if he’s a part of breaking this curse.

I’m supposed to right what was wronged…

I get lost in my thoughts as he shoved himself into me with a hard quick thrust.

“Fuck, you’re so big,” I whimper, arching my back and digging my nails into his shoulder.

Cirrus is big too, but Sin… Ugh, I don’t know if I’m going to be able to walk after this.

“Wynter, shit, you’re too…” Pulling away, he looks down at where we are connected and places his thumb against my clit, rubbing gently as he fucks me harder into the counter.

My legs shake, and I try to wrap them around his waist, but I’m struggling. I’m on the edge, and by the way his face is turning red, and he’s biting his bottom lip, I think he’s on the brink too.

“So fucking good,” he groans, moving faster. “Not going to last,” he mutters before pinching my clit hard.

I see stars, rainbows, unicorns, the whole mother fucking shebang as I explode all over him, drenching us both.

“Yes, baby, you take me so well,” he grunts, gripping my thighs and slamming me harder onto his cock as he fills me with his cum.

I know I’m already pregnant, but fuck.

Resting his face between my boobs, I realize that I never removed my bra. Kissing my cleavage, he groans.

His cock is still twitching inside of me, and I want more.

I’m still shaking, but I’m not done. I want this man for round two, three, four, forever.

Wrapping my legs around his toned waist again, I arch my back, slipping deeper on to his cock.

“Fuck, baby, I knew you would be my heaven,” he groans, and I moan, biting my bottom lip.

Moving his hips, Sin grinds against my clit, and I see stars. His cock is getting harder by the second. All I want is for him to turn me around, bend me over this island and smack my ass, as he rails into me punishingly, but I’m not sure that’s safe being pregnant.

Lifting his head, he presses his lips against mine, kissing me slowly, tangling his tongue with mine.

It’s almost sweet, sensual. I’ve never been treated so delicately in my life, but I love it.

“You are my greatest fantasy come to life and now you’re mine, dove,” he mumbles against my lips and I sigh.

Picking up the pace, he thrusts a little deeper inside of me, and I’m already close to exploding when I hear loud noises in the backyard.

Sitting up, I wrap my thighs tighter against him, grinding my clit on his public bone.

Looking over Sin’s shoulder, I can see that Cirrus and Astor are back with lunch.

Seems he decided to portal his truck again. At least this time it’s not on the porch.

The loud music playing from the truck cuts off as Cirrus opens his door and climbs out.

Sin glances at me, and I shake my head with a whimper as he pulls out of me and pulls his shorts back up.

His cock is still hard, and I petulantly mumble a spell to redress myself, then climb off the counter and rush to the bathroom.

Before I can get too far, Sin spins me, kissing me once more.

“Next time you won’t be leaving my cock until your legs are jelly, and you can’t walk.”

A whimper escapes my lips and he lets me go with a smirk. Glancing into his eyes as I leave the room, he gives me a wink and I know this means it isn’t over… and I’m okay with that for now anyways.
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ASTOR

Sin can’t keep the grin off his face and though I feel happy for him, I’m insanely jealous. I know he’s been waiting forever to have Wynter, but…

Turning the shower off, I wrap a towel around my waist and pull the curtain back. Arsen is at the sink, brushing his teeth and humming a song.

“So am I going to have to dig the details out of you or are you going to just admit already that you fucked her?” I grumble.

“I didn’t fuck her. I showed her how much I craved her and loved her,” he mumbles, pouting.

Shaking my head, I sigh. “You’re so whipped, bro.”

Opening the door, I walk into the room and drop the towel, pulling out some boxers and clothes from my suitcase.

I haven’t unpacked because we should be moving into the house soon. We just need to finish the bedrooms, but Rus seems to be dragging his feet on that.

A gasp behind me has my body freezing. “Oh, ummm, sorry,” Wynter rushes out, and I look at her from over my shoulder.

I don’t turn because I’d rather her see my naked ass than my cock that’s decided to wake up.

Pulling up my boxers, I quickly dress, then spin around. Wynter is standing there, holding two to-go coffees and her eyes are closed.

She looks adorable in a rainbow cropped-hoodie and jean shorts. There is a tiny pudge where her stomach is, and I can’t believe that she’s already showing.

Rus tried to explain a Fae pregnancy, but I still don’t understand much about his designation.

“You can open your eyes now,” I whisper, moving closer to her and breathing in her blackberry scent.

My brother uses her body wash, so it’s almost comforting to me now. I take one of the coffees and wait.

Her cheeks are flushed, and I want to kiss her. But I’ll wait. We aren’t there yet. Sin chooses that moment to leave the bathroom, and he looks at me quizzically.

I shake my head, and Wynter laughs. “I need to remember to knock. I’m sorry, Astor. I was just excited about today,” she mumbles and looks at her shoes.

I have never seen this side of her before, and I have to wonder if she’s starting to change a little bit.

After Erick broke her heart, she became cold, cruel. I can’t blame her, but I’m glad she’s starting to thaw.

“Good morning, dove,” Sin says, and I move out of the way so he can kiss her.

“Hi,” she breathes, giving him a huge smile.

Backing away from her, he nods at me, then moves over to the bed.

“You two have fun today. Rus and I are going to start on the stairs.”

Wynter waves and opens the door. Rus is standing at my truck with his phone to his ear.

He’s yelling at someone in a different language. When he sees us, he grins.

“Pookiez, my Nan wants to know if next week will work for your exam?”

Wynter places her coffee on the hood, then her hand on her stomach and nods.

“This is all moving so damn fast, but sure,” she mutters.

“Yes, Nan, bring all the things. See ya then. Noodles.” He ends the call and pulls Wynter into his arms, kissing her until she’s panting for a breath.

“Take care of our snookums, twinsie,” he says to me, then walks off toward the motel room.

“So…” Wyn says and I sigh, moving to open her door and helping her inside. “Thanks,” she laughs when I try to buckle her.

Backing away I grin, shaking my head. “All set?” I check.

“Yup. Let’s go, Jeeves!”

Rolling my eyes, I shut her door and move toward the driver’s side. Rus is peeking out the curtains, watching me and he gives me a big smile with a little wave.

What’s he up to?

Opening my door, I climb in and start the engine. Wynter instantly turns on the heated seat, and I worry she’s cold.

“Ah, that’s so nice. My back has been killing me. I wonder if Cirrus or Sin would give me a massage later…”

“I can…” I blurt out, internally wincing. “I mean if you’d like me to, I will.”

Avoiding her eyes, though I can feel them staring at me, I look behind me as I back out of the motel.

There are a few cars at the gas station. I wonder if other people are going to Spells Hollow.

Wynter places her hand on my thigh and gives me a small squeeze. I glance at her, and she’s smiling.

“I’d like that, Astor. But don’t feel obligated,” she mutters, and I laugh.

“Shit, why is this so awkward between us? We used to be friends. Studying at the library. Hanging out at the beach. Hell you even came to the clinic with me when I thought Susie gave me something,” I mutter, and she bursts out into giggles.

“Oh my God. I’d forgotten all about that. Hey, you were the dumbass that decided to fuck her in the woods. At least it was poison oak.”

“Ugh. Don’t remind me.” I absently scratch my cock, and Wynter laughs harder.

“How about for today we just have fun. No talk about curses or assholes that left me at the altar. We just hang out like old times?”

“I’d like that, so bestie, crank the tunes, no Taylor Swift, and let’s get this road trip started.”
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“Please. Oh Astor, it’s so fucking cute!” Wynter squeals, holding up a baby onesie with elephants on it.

She’d convinced me to go to the mall before we got groceries. I guess she needed new clothes and panties.

The thought of her buying things at Victoria’s Secret has had me rock hard for an hour, so I eagerly agreed.

How was I to know there was a Carter’s next door.

I have never seen her like this before. Usually she has a scowl on her face or she’s pouting.

She seems excited and like a woman about to have a baby.

“Didn’t you say you were having a little girl?” I reply, grabbing a pink one with elephants and hearts. She mentioned it on the ride here.

Her mouth opens and her eyes start to water. “Fucking hormones. My God,” she curses as her lips start to wobble. “I’ve always wanted this, Astor.”

“An elephant onesie? I think Rus could get you one like the unicorn,” I mutter, pushing hangers aside for other prints.

They have preemie, newborn, zero to three and larger. How big will a Fae baby be?

Rus and his brother are huge, but his Nan is like a pixie. Are girls smaller than boys? And with being half witch will she just be the normal size?

My thoughts are spiraling, and I’m about to text Rus when Wynter scoffs.

Glancing at her, the tears are dried and she’s scowling.

“No, Astor, not a onesie. A mom!” she huffs, then grabs a few more things and stomps over to the checkout counter.

I follow her passing a soft purple baby blanket. I grab it, and place it on the counter.

Wynter is digging in her bag, looking for her wallet. Pulling out mine, I quickly pay.

“No, you didn’t have to…”

Cutting her off, I kiss her quickly and smile.

“She’s my daughter too, right?” I ask hopefully.

Nodding, she blinks a few times, then grins. “Yeah, Astor, she is.”

The clerk hands me my card back, and I thank her while she packs up what we bought.

Wynter is quiet for a few minutes, so I leave her to her thoughts. My lips tingle from that kiss, and I wish we were alone so I could have deepened it.

Exiting the store, Wynter takes my hand, intertwining our fingers.

“Thank you,” she whispers and rests her head on my arm. Lifting my hand, she releases me and lets me put my arm over her shoulder.

“So lingerie and then how about some lunch?” I suggest, stopping in front of Victoria’s Secret.

“Yes, please. Don’t get me wrong, the diner has good food, but I’m craving something else.”

Laughing, I guide her into the store and over to a huge display of panties. There are so many different styles and I can’t stop getting flashes of Wynter’s amazing ass in them.

My cock weeps as she walks away from me and over to a matching navy blue bra and panty set.

The color with her hair would look incredible.

“Yes,” I grunt like a caveman, reaching to grab it. Wynter laughs, stopping me. She moves some hangers aside, looking for her size, then hands it to me with a wink.

“Mine,” I grumble, and she tosses her head back and giggles, then nods.

“Sure, big guy.”

I walk around, looking at the soft clothes and pajamas while Wynter continues shopping.

Grabbing a few pairs of sweatpants and hoodies for her, I turn to find her. Last I saw she was at the perfume stand.

“Wynter,” I call, but she doesn’t answer. A sales lady comes over to me with a sultry smile.

She’s tall, blonde, the opposite of my girl.

“If you’re looking for the woman with dark blue hair, she dropped a bunch of stuff and bolted from the store.”

My phone rings and I thank her. Pulling it out of my jeans pocket, I answer when I see that it’s Wyn.

“Hey, are you okay?”

“No, fucking Fae sperm. Will you buy the stuff I dropped and wait for me? I’m going to be a few minutes,” she croaks, then groans.

The call drops after I hear some retching, and I cringe. I guess morning sickness has hit her.

Finding the pile of things, I take it to the counter and also grab a gift card. Wynter may need new sizes after the baby is born.

Ignoring the obvious flirting, I quickly pay and head over to a small convenience store. I saw one as we entered the mall.

Getting a small thing of saltines and a ginger ale, I find the bathroom closest to the lingerie store and plop down on a bench to wait.

It’s not long till she returns and I stand, handing her the soda.

“Ugh, thanks,” she mumbles, rubbing her stomach. Pulling her into my arms, I hold her for a minute.

“Feeling better?” I check, and she nods.

“Yes, and I know this is crazy, but can we go get lunch now?” Pulling away, I press a kiss to her damp hair and nod.

“Any suggestions? We can eat somewhere here or go to a restaurant closer to Costco?” I suggest, pulling my phone out to look up places.

“Pasta please.”

“Okay, there is an Olive Garden, Applebee’s, Chili’s, or a small Italian bistro near Costco,” I say, reading off the list on Google.

“Olive Garden is fine, but first I need to buy a toothbrush and brush my teeth,” she mutters, walking off while opening her soda and taking a sip.

I grab the bags, thankful she’s done shopping. I don’t mind it, but usually my secretary or personal shopper does this.

Yes I know I’m bougie as fuck, but I have to look sharp, in designer suits during court. It’s ass backwards, but I get more respect.

Finding a dollar store, we go in and grab a few things. I let Wynter check out on her own.

She’s pouting that I paid for all her lingerie, and she hasn’t even seen the pajamas and things I got her yet.

She better get used to being spoiled. Arsen loves to shop, and Rus has magical clothing powers. Though he seems to only make pajamas.

Taking my arm, we walk back to my truck. I’d hit the autostart when we were still at the dollar store, so it should be nice and cool when we climb in.

Leather seats are a bitch in the summer.

Wynters phone rings, and she frowns. “Ugh, I keep forgetting to call my mom,” she mumbles, pulling it out of her hoodie pocket.

“Hi.”

Wynter talks to her mom as we walk through the underground parking garage. There aren’t too many cars around since it’s the middle of the day during the week.

I feel unsettled not working, but I guess I’m going to have to find a way to get used to it.

Reaching the truck, I unlock the doors and open the passenger side. Wynter gives me a smile as I help her in, and she grabs my shoulder, giving me a quick kiss before I can pull away.

I’m smiling as I close her door and place all the bags in the back seat. I’m going to need to buy a cooler and fill it with ice for our groceries.

Or maybe Wynter can help with that. I don’t know if it’s polite to ask her to use her magic or conjure stuff.

Just another question to add to my list of things I have no clue about.

As I climb into the truck and start the engine, Wynter is consoling her mother. Seems she’s not ready to be a grandma.

WYNTER

After being guilt tripped for twenty minutes, we pull up to the restaurant. I can taste the garlic sticks from here.

Today has been a good day. Minus getting sick from the perfume. But Astor has been sweet for the most part.

When he kissed me I was surprised but not put off. I mean he’s supposed to be in my life right?

It’s a little weird being with his twin and him, but if they don’t have any issues with it, then I won’t complain.

Maybe I’ll even get to cross something off my bucket list.

Parking, Astor leans over and gives me another kiss. Closed mouth of course because I still need to brush my teeth.

My stomach grumbles and he laughs, pulling away and unbuckling his seat belt.

“Let’s feed you and our princess,” he says with a smile, and I melt. What the fuck is with me these days.

I swear my badass card is going to need to be turned in. These men are changing me, or maybe they are breaking the curse and I haven’t realized.

I wish there was a handbook explaining shit to me. Or I could just order Melisande to tell me what to do.

Opening his door, he climbs out and stretches, giving me a peek of his tight stomach.

And there goes my panties. Sighing, I close my eyes and smack my head against the headrest a few times.

My door opens, and Astor clears his throat.

“Do you need a few minutes or are you ready to eat?” he asks and I note the joking lilt in his tone.

“Food. Definitely food,” I grumble, letting him remove my seat belt and help me from the truck.

I’m not incapable of getting out by myself, but I’m enjoying this spoiled treatment.

Taking his hand, he leads me to the door. Oh shit. I freeze, and he looks at me.

“I forgot my toothbrush. I’d like to brush my teeth before I eat,” I explain, turning back toward the truck.

“I’ll grab it. Why don’t you give our name to the hostess and find out how long of a wait it’ll be.”

Opening the door for me he waits till I’m inside, then rushes back to the truck.

“Hi, welcome to Olive Garden, can I get a name?” a young red-head asks. She’s got gorgeous blue eyes and a big smile on her face.

A sensation runs down my spine and I smile. I love being psychic sometimes.

Moving closer to her, I lean down. “Don’t think I’m crazy, but take the leap of faith and call him. I promise it’ll be worth it.”

She blinks up at me. “I’m sorry, what?”

“Table for two, under Wynter and it’s a gift, babe. Call him.”

I step away, and she writes my name down.

“Thank you,” she mumbles and pulls her phone out. “It’ll be a five minute wait.”

Astor takes that moment to walk in, and she gives me a big smile before rushing off to the bar.

He hands me the bag, and I head to the bathroom to quickly pee and get this nasty aftertaste out of my mouth.

When I return Astor is waiting for me with the red-head. She’s practically bouncing on her heels.

“Thank you. I don’t know how you knew, but you saved me,” she says, then takes a step toward me and hugs me.

I awkwardly pat her back and nod.

“No thanks needed,” I mumble, and she pulls away, pushes some red hair behind her ear and grabs two menus.

“Your table is ready if you’ll just follow me.”

Astor takes my hand as we walk along empty tables, over to a booth.

“What was that about?” he asks after we’re seated, and the girl leaves.

“A small premonition. She’s been struggling and wanting to call an ex-boyfriend of hers. I told her she should.”

Grabbing my hand, he holds it in his.

“You’re amazing, Wynter Nefari. I was always in awe about your predictions, but now seeing what you really can do…”

Shaking his head, he gives me a smirk.

My cheeks flush, and I look over at a small tablet. It’s full of games or you can place an order on it.

“When I was little, I used to think it was a curse. There was a teacher at school. She had an abusive husband and I predicted her death… I warned her, but she called the school counselor. She was killed three days later.”

“It wasn’t your job to save her, Wyn, you were just a kid.”

“I know, but after that I kept my visions and powers to myself. My mother moved us, and I kept a low profile from that point on. You and Astor are the only ones in college I told about my gift.”

“Erick never believed it. He was an asshole, but Sin and I could tell you were legit.”

I laugh and sit back, pulling my hands away as a male waiter arrives with breadsticks and a huge bowl of salad.

“Hi, I’m Walt, I’ll be your waiter this afternoon. What can I get you to drink? Any appetizers?”

I glance at the menu and nod.

“Water please and a side of your fried cheese.”

“I’m good with just water. Thanks,” Astor says.

“How about cheese?” Walt asks, grabbing a portable cheese grater. I nod and he places it over the salad. “Say when.”

“You’d be better off leaving it here. I like a lot of cheese and it seems my daughter is also craving it,” I mumble, patting my stomach.

I noticed this morning, I have a tiny pudge. Crazy Fae sperm.

Walt laughs, hands the cheese to Astor and walks over to another table.

We laugh as Astor grates the whole block on my salad. He goes to stir it and I slap his hand.

“No. That is sacrilege!” I gasp, then take the tongs and dish out my portion.

“You should have just got some salad and had me grate it over your plate,” he mumbles, and I frown.

Why didn’t I think about that?

Our appetizer arrives as well as our water, and we order entrees. Me the seafood pasta and him the lasagna.

It’s a nice lunch, and I enjoy seeing this side of him. He’s always so prim and proper and serious. Comes with the job I suppose, but we needed it today.

I reconnected with him, and I’m excited for what the future holds for us… And I can’t wait to get him into bed.
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ASTOR

She’s trying to kill me. Since the moment we got back in the truck she’s been teasing my thigh with her fingers, gently rubbing along the seam of my jeans and giving me coy looks.

I am about to bust in my pants, and she’s not even taken me out.

“Wynter, I am going to punish that ass if you keep taunting me,” I growl, finally snapping. Grabbing her hand, I place it on my cock.

She squeezes, and my eyes roll back. Thank fuck the road’s deserted. Gripping the steering wheel tighter, I mutter under my breath as she starts to jack me off through the denim.

My thighs are trembling, and I’m close. We are an hour from the motel still, and I can’t wait.

Pulling over on the side of the road, I turn my hazards on and park.

Unbuckling her seat belt. She leans closer to me and kisses my neck, nibbling until she reaches my earlobe and sucks.

“So impatient. Couldn’t even make it to the bedroom. I think I need to punish this cock,” she whispers, and I can’t fight the groan from slipping between my lips.

I knew she would be a wildcard in the bedroom. Now we just need to put her in some leather and give her a whip.

I’d let her do anything to me as long as I could bust my load all over her amazing tits.

“We have two choices here…” she begins, continuing to rub my cock, “you can fuck me now. Bend my ass over this seat and pound into me until you fill me full of your cum. Or…”

“Or?” I croak.

“I could suck your cock, edge you all the way back to the motel, not letting you come, and then you could do whatever you’d like to me once we reach the room… Your call, baby.”

Fuck. I want to do all of that… Glancing at the GPS, I note we have fifty minutes left to the motel.

“You’ve been edging me for two hours now, what’s another,” I grumble and she moves away from me, gripping my hair tight, pulling my lips to hers, giving me a filthy kiss.

“Good choice,” she whispers, then bends down to unbutton my jeans. I adjust my seat and lift my ass so she can pull my cock out.

He’s so angry and I don’t know if she’s going to prevent me from coming. I’m already on the verge.

“Start driving, Astor,” she orders and then mumbles something under her breath. My dick tingles.

A rubber ring appears around my balls and I whimper. “Fuck, that’s so hot.”

Wynter smiles, then sticks her tongue out and I watch as she licks my slit. Closing her eyes, she hums.

Opening them, she gives me a stern look. Oh right. I need to drive. Putting the truck into drive, I pull back on the road, turn my high beams on and set the cruise control.

Her warm wet mouth sucks me down and I jolt, gagging her, but she doesn’t stop. Taking me deeper, I grip my steering wheel tighter, trying to pay attention.

She’s the devil. She’s not a witch. She’s an incredible, amazing devil.

Reaching for my hand, she places it on the back of her head, and I think I might cry. I want to come so bad.

“Fuck, baby, you’re mouth is amazing,” I grunt, gripping her hair between my fingers and fucking up into her mouth.

Lights on the side of the road blink, warning me that there is a stop light ahead, so I remove cruise and put my foot on the brake.

“Ummm,” Wynter hums and my leg starts to shake. I’m not going to make it to the hotel. Pulling over again and fucking her is sounding more and more appealing.

Stopping at the red light, I pull her hair tighter, yanking her off my cock and bringing her lips to mine.

I place my hand over her tit and gently massage it, tweaking her nipple over the hoodie.

“Oh, Astor,” she pants as I release her. The light is green now, but no one is around.

“Get me off before we get to the motel, and I will give you so many orgasms you’ll black out,” I growl against her lips, and she whimpers.

Mumbling, the suction around my balls disappears. She sighs, giving me a pout, and I tweak her nipple again.

“Fine, but you better hold up your part of the bargain, or I will give you an ED curse. I’m quite good at them.”

Giving me a grin, she leans back down and begins to suck me again. The light is red once more, so I enjoy the suction of her mouth and how she fondles my balls.

When her finger slips between my taint and my ass, I’m a goner. “Fuck, babe!” I shout, coming down her throat.

My heart is racing, and I can’t feel my feet. Wynter sits up and runs her finger along her lips, cleaning the cum off before sucking her finger into her mouth.

My cock is still hard, and I know tonight is going to be one for the books.

[image: ]


Parking at the motel, I don’t bother shutting off the engine. Leaning over, I kiss Wynter hard, sucking my taste off her tongue with a groan.

Her door opens, and Rus laughs. “Well, well it seems we had a fun little trip,” he comments, but I’m not in the mood.

Grabbing Wynter, I pull her over the center counsel and into my arms. Climbing out, I carry her to the door.

“Get the food,” I order Rus as he continues to laugh.

“Have fun, my little naughty sprites.”

Opening the door, I toss her on the bed and start ripping my clothes off. Wynter laughs, mumbling something and her clothes disappear.

“Neat trick,” I grunt, stumbling over my shoes and landing on the bed on top of her. My cock hitting her slick slit.

I don’t need any help. She’s soaked for me. One thrust, and I’m buried in Heaven.

“Fuck,” she whimpers, digging her nails into my shoulder, her walls convulse and she begins to moan loudly, coming hard.

Looks like I wasn’t the only one worked up.

“That’s one,” I whisper, then swirl my hips, being sure she can feel the piercing I have at the base of my cock.

Lifting myself, I lean back on my heels and pull her onto my cock by her ankles. Wynter’s hair is a tangled sweaty mess, and we are just getting started.

ARSEN

Standing here with my cock in my hand, peeking out the bathroom door, watching my brother fuck our girl, was not how I saw tonight going.

I didn’t purposely mean to spy. I was taking a shower, and they must not have heard the water running.

Wynter moans, and I grip my cock tighter. I was already hard, replaying what happened yesterday as I washed the grime off my body.

Rus and I got a lot accomplished at the house today. After we got back here we made plans to quickly shower and then go get some dinner.

I don’t know where he is right now, but I should probably make myself known.

Grabbing a towel, I wrap it around my hips and take a deep breath.

Opening the door wider, I step out. Aston has Wynter on her hands and knees now.

She looks like a goddess. All curves and pale skin.

Clearing my throat, I open my mouth, but my brother surprises me.

“Took you long enough, Sin, get over here and help me with our girl,” he grunts, slapping her ass and making her moan louder.

“Oh, yeah, baby, you like the thought of us bringing you to extreme pleasure together. You just soaked my cock.”

Wait, what?

Dropping my towel, I climb on to the bed, kneeling before Wynter’s face. I want to check that she’s okay with this.

Reaching out, she grabs my cock and pulls it to her lips. “Fuck,” I moan as she swallows me whole and starts to bob her head.

She’s perfect. I don’t care what happened in the past, all that matters is right here and now.

She was always meant to be mine.

Astor grabs her hair, yanking her off my cock, and we both whine.

I glare at him, and he smirks. He likes being in charge sometimes, but damn he looks absolutely feral right now.

His dark hair is drenched in sweat, and his face is flushed. What happened today between them?

“Get under her and fuck her while I take this sweet ass,” he orders before spitting on her crack and rubbing it into her tight hole.

Wynter’s green eyes widen, and she whimpers as he teases her ass with his fingers.

“I am going to destroy this beautiful hole while my brother ruins your pussy. Are you ready for that, baby?”

Wynter nods, and Astor pulls out of her pussy. Sitting down, I wiggle until I’m in the middle of the bed.

“Sit on my face, dove, let me make you a sopping mess before I fuck you.”

Astor laughs, but doesn’t object. Wynter moves, and I lay completely flat as she straddles my mouth.

Not wasting any time, I pull her until I’m being suffocated with her sweet juices and blackberry scent.

My cock jumps, and Wynter moans as I have a taste of my new favorite treat.

“Oh, Sin, I’m going to come!” she screams as I suck her clit and nibble on it. A little pain goes a long way with my girl.

Gripping my hair until she has a good balance she grinds her pussy along my face until she’s squirming all down my cheeks and jaw, making a mess of the sheets.

“Holy shit. Satan, fuck,” she cries out, then leans against the headboard, trying to catch her breath.

Losing his patience, Astor grabs her hips and lifts her lower so she can sit on my cock.

He doesn’t touch me. We don’t swing that way.

I watch as she gets onto her knees with a whimper, and he leans down to speak into her ear.

“That’s two, baby,” he says and her eyes roll back.

Smacking her ass, she wiggles it and gives me a grin. Her face is flushed, hairs a mess, but she’s never looked hotter.

Gripping my cock, she rubs the tip along her slit, then places me inside and sits down on me.

I have to close my eyes and curl my toes, stopping myself from exploding. She feels too good. So warm, wet, and mine.

Placing her hands on the bed she slowly rides me as Astor preps her ass.

“If you want this to be nice and gentle, conjure some lube, otherwise I am going to take this ass and make it so you can’t sit tomorrow.”

Wynter arches her back as her pussy tightens around my cock. Looking behind her shoulder at my brother, she whispers, “Do it.”

Astor looks at me with a dirty smirk and slams home in one thrust. Wynter digs her nails into my chest. Her mouth drops open in a soundless scream.

Astor waits for her to relax before he starts to move, and I’m done for. I’m going to come.

She’s so fucking tight, and I can feel him move through the thin flesh.

Reaching down I rub her clit fast and hard, then bend down and bite her nipple. Her pussy clenches me tighter and her nails dig deeper.

The sting from the pain isn’t helping my predicament.

“I need you to come, dove, explode all over my cock, so I can fill you with my cum and eat it out of you.”

“Holy fucking shit. I can’t. It’s too much. Oh GOD!” Wynter screams as I suck her nipple hard, coming all over my cock.

Placing my feet onto the mattress, I arch my back and thrust into her faster a few more times before exploding.

I see stars, and my balls physically hurt from how hard I just came.

Astor laughs, pausing so I can slip out.

“That’s three. Buckle up, baby, it’s going to be a long night.”

CIRRUS

Laying back on Wynter’s bed, I listen to the moans coming from next door. My cock is hard, but I ignore it. I’m glad Arsen and Astor got their heads out of their asses. Everything is finally coming to plan.

Soon we will break the curse and move into our new forever home.

After my little moanowl came home, I portaled all the food to the house and put it away.

Those little fuckbunnies went wild at Costco. We have enough food for years and then some.

I made sure to set up some magical wards so no homeless or animals could break in and get it.

I think there are some people staying in Spells Hollow, but they are being extremely discreet, or not there when we are.

I’ve been noticing little things here and there.

One day after this curse is broken we will have to explore the place. It’s a lot larger than you would think.

Arnie even mentioned there being a secret beach and waterfalls.

I’d love to get my little melon top into a bikini. Or the nude. Whatever she’d prefer, I’m not fussed.

But I think it would be fun and maybe our little pumpkin pie will be here by then. I can teach her how to hold her breath underwater.

I am so excited to be a dad. I can’t believe it’s happening so fast, but I should have known. Wynter’s my mate, and we didn’t use protection. Being of royal blood I can only impregnate my mate.

Wynter screams again as she comes, and I wish I could be a fly on the wall… I mean I could, but no. I’ll give them tonight, but tomorrow she’s mine.
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The next morning, I pop over to the house and use the new coffee maker. It’s a fancy one, but grinding my own beans and adding fae sweet creamers is better than the diner.

Filling up four travel mugs, I portal back into the bathroom in their room and knock on the door before entering.

Wynter is still asleep, but Astor is awake, tapping on his laptop in bed.

“I didn’t know you wore glasses,” I say, and he jumps, glaring at me.

Wynter mumbles something in her sleep, and Arsen wraps her tighter in his arms.

“What are you doing here?” Astor hisses, and I move closer to the Grizzly Bear, offering coffee to appease him.

“In my defense, I did knock,” I mutter, placing the other mugs on the small table in the kitchenette.

Rolling his eyes, he huffs. “You knocked on the inside of a shut bathroom door. I thought it was the old pipes creaking.”

Shrugging, I take a sip of my coffee and sigh.

Astor keeps tapping away and after five minutes of being ignored, I’m bored. How long am I just expected to wait for the sleeping beavers to wake up?

“I can hear you pouting,” Wynter mumbles, and I smile, rushing over to her and bouncing on the bed.

“Rus, what the fuck,” Sin grunts when I untangle his octopus arms and wiggle between them.

Wynter’s warm and inviting. Her being naked helps too. My cock perks up, but we don’t have time for that right now.

“I made you coffee. Tanzanian light roast with some caramel cold cream,” I tell her, and her head pops up.

“Oh, gimmie,” she mumbles, then waves her arm. The cup begins to float over to her as she sits up completely.

“I don’t think I’ll ever get used to how cool that is,” Sin grunts, then tosses the blanket off him, not caring that his dick is out, and he’s semi hard.

Walking over to the table, he grabs his coffee then takes it into the bathroom, shutting the door.

Astor closes his laptop, placing it on the side table, then leans over and presses a gentle kiss on Wynter’s temple.

She smiles at him, and I can’t help myself.

“Awww, adorable,” I coo, and Astor kicks me.

I’m about to retaliate when Wynter groans. “Ugh, not in the bed. I am so nauseous.”

Ah, right, the dreaded morning sickness. At least she only has a month of it instead of the usually two to three.

“Where are the crackers we got?” Astor asks, and Wynter shrugs.

“In the other room. I brought the food to the house, but the clothes and such are in your room, honey shakes.”

“Oh, thanks, ummm…”

Looking at the closed bathroom door she sighs. “I better go next door and get ready for today. Can we start on the bedrooms yet?” she asks me, looking into my eyes with so much hope.

I shake my head, and she frowns. “Not yet, pecan tree, but soon.”

Smacking her hands on the bed with a huff, she shakes her head.

“Fine,” she concedes, and I almost feel bad for not just fixing up the whole house, but there’s a reason for it, and soon she will understand.
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FOUR DAYS LATER

Today is the day that I have been waiting for. I think Wynter forgot, but it’s okay, I’ll be her groundhog, Phil and remind her.

“Cirrus, what is the rush? Can we really not stop for breakfast? Our child is starving,” she groans, and I shove a pop tart in her mouth.

“I will feed you when we get to the house. Come, we must not be late for our very important date.”

Wynter’s eyes widen and she glances at the twins. “Shit, did I forget something? Is it one of your birthdays?”

Laughing, I grab her hand, magic some shoes on her feet, then tug her out the door and to the truck.

Mavis peeks her head out the office door, and gives me a glare. “Good morning, Wynter, boys,” she calls, then slams the door.

“Do you think she’s mad we never stay for breakfast?” Wynter comments as I open the passenger door, and practically shove her inside.

I would portal us, but I’m not sure if it’s safe for the baby. I’ll have to ask Nan.

“Fuck, Rus, slow down. She’s not some ragdoll to toss around and maneuver how you want,” Sin snaps at me, and I take a deep breath.

“You’re right. I’m sorry. I’m just so excited to see our baby.”
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WYNTER

I feel like the biggest bitch to ever walk this Earth, and that’s saying something for me.

Cirrus looks so happy, and I can’t believe I forgot about the check up.

“I’m so sorry. I forgot,” I gasp.

“It’s okay, my little wombmaker, I didn’t, but we better get going Nan hates when people are late.”

The boys get in the backseat, and I take note of how much room is actually in this truck. My SUV seats seven, but with three large men and a baby we may need to upgrade.

Pulling out of the motel, I wave at Jordan as we pass the gas station. He has a smile on his face as he talks to that girl he works with… Ugh, I can’t think of her name right now, but she’s not very nice to him.

“So, Wynter, I’ve been meaning to ask. Are you sure it’s a girl, because a little boy would be great too. I’m just saying,” Sin mumbles, and I bite my lip.

“Yes, she’s a girl, but don’t worry we have another three in our future,” I coo, turning to look at the twins in the back seat.

“G..girls?!” Astor shouts, stammering and I laugh.

“Kids. That is if you want to stay in this crazy family.” I really look at them, checking for any doubts.

They agreed to help me break this curse, but actually staying here permanently… I hope they decide to, but I won’t force them.

“I’m not going anywhere, dove. I’ve been looking at going back to school and becoming an online therapist. I can work from home. Help you with the baby.”

“Oh, wow, but are you sure? I mean this town isn’t very big, and it’s a haul to get to the stores?”

Leaning as far as his seatbelt will allow, Sin places his hand on my shoulder.

“I’m sure, Wynter. Not a doubt in my mind.”

Tears fill my eyes, and I groan. “Fucking Fae sperm.”

The guys laugh at how emotional I am, and Astor clears his throat.

“I will need to go back to Texas for a week out of every month, but I’m staying too. I’ve been looking into law firms in New York, so in a few months maybe I can relocate closer.”

“Really?” I sob, and he unbuckles his seatbelt, leans over and places his hand on my cheek.

“Yes, Wynter, you are a beautiful enigma wrapped in a spicy witch that will probably cause me to have a heart attack at a young age, but you’re mine.”

Cirrus scoffs and Astor rolls his eyes. “Ours. You are ours. We are going to break this curse so our children don’t have to deal with the pain and heartbreak you have. We will beat this, baby, I can feel it.”

“Okay,” I mumble and give him a sweet kiss.

“Well I didn’t picture proposing in a truck, but our life is always a little chaotic. My little heartholder, I will love and…”

My eyes widen, and I push Astor back into his seat, then turn to Cirrus. “No. No fucking way. You are not proposing to me while driving.”

I give him a glare for good measure and he sticks his tongue out at me.

“All in good time, my little queen.”
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The moment we arrived at the house, Nan was there on the porch swing chatting with Arnie.

Wearing her crazy colors and boho-chic dress, I still can’t get over how young she looks.

Her skin is blemish free, and soon I’m going to age older than her.

“Wynter, poppet, how are you?” she shouts, leaving the swing so quickly it smacks into the side of the house.

Pulling me into a quick hug, I laugh. I’m still not a huge hug person, but it’s starting to grow on me.

“Come, we must start the exam while the moon is in the right place.”

I look up at the blue sky and shining sun.

“Um, are we supposed to do this at night?” I mutter confused and she laughs, tugging me up the stairs and into the house.

The living room has been transformed into something I’d only describe as a makeshift midwives’ office.

Soft blankets cover a pad on the floor in calming shades of lavender and gray.

There is an ultrasound machine, but this one looks a little different.

“Lay down, honey pie. Let’s see that beautiful baby,” Nan says. Astor helps me onto the floor, and the guys circle around me. Nan sits on the ground and lifts my shirt.

I have a bigger bulge today, and when she places some warm jelly onto my stomach, I swear I can feel butterflies fluttering about.

A loud whooshing sound instantly fills the room, and I look at the screen. I don’t know what I’m seeing though.

“Baby is looking great, darlings. Strong, healthy, heartbeat too.”

Snapping her fingers, the screen changes into a movie-picture quality and my eyes grow larger.

“That’s incredible,” I mutter and Cirrus laughs, plopping down next to me to squeeze my hand.

“That’s our baby. Our little teddy bear,” he mutters and I sigh, leaning into him.

I know that I’ve been pregnant for awhile now, but this just made it all more real.

Finishing up the exam, Nan leaves us for a minute. I glance at the twins, worried they are going to be upset. This isn’t their biological baby.

Astor is wiping his eyes and Sin can’t take his eyes off the screen.

“Last chance to back out,” I joke, and they snap their attention to me. Astor scowls, and Sin drops to his knees, kissing me until I can’t breathe.

“Not going anywhere, dove,” he mumbles against my lips, and I nod.

As I leave the room, and walk to the kitchen, Nan stops me.

“I didn’t want to say this in front of the others, because my Cirry, will get all in a tizzy but… Your daughter is going to be extraordinary. A ruler of not only the Fae, but High Priestess too. She will do great things in her time and I can’t wait to see it all.”

Placing my hands over my stomach, I close my eyes and try to envision all that Nan said. Flashes begin, showing me the truth.

Holy shit!
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ONE MONTH LATER

“What do you mean they never returned?” I shout into the phone. I was in the middle of organizing the living room when Halee called.

Dropping the pillows on the couch, I take a seat. My back aches and my feet hurt.

“They started the work, then had a family emergency or something. I told you I’m not good at this, Wynter. When are you coming back?”

Sighing, I look around at our home. We have put so much time and effort into making the downstairs perfect.

Cirrus is still dragging his feet about doing the bedrooms and I don’t understand why.

“I’ll have Astor call them. He’s a lawyer and I’ll see about going there for a few days.”

“Thanks. I’m not cut out for this. I’m sorry. I can handle running the bar and bookshop, but arguing with construction companies is a lot.”

“I know. I owe you a raise and hell maybe I’ll make you part owner of the place.”

“Don’t joke about that,” she huffs, but I was being totally serious.

“Okay, Hales, I have to go, but I’ll text you later after I talk to the guys.”

We hang up, and I stand. The guys are outside, planting some flowers in the spots where the land is healed.

We still have a long way to go and I’m becoming discouraged. I want more than anything to break this curse, but I was supposed to be returning to Texas over a month ago.

Opening the screen door, I shuffle along the new porch with a smile.

“Now, that’s a view,” I holler. Three hot, sweaty, shirtless men is just what my hormone-ridden body wants.

“Come here my little incubator,” Cirrus shouts, and I cringe.

“Nope, never call me that again. Can you all come inside? We need to chat.”

Astor starts my way, so I turn and go back inside where it’s cooler.

Arnie is standing in the kitchen with my fridge open, invisible drooling. “I miss food so much. My brother and I would make the craziest sandwiches on the nights our parents worked late.” He sighs, and concentrates on shutting the door.

“I wish I could heal you of being dead, but I am not into necromancy.”

“Yeah, no thanks. I’ll just stay and haunt you until you join me in the great beyond,” he mutters and I laugh.

“No dice, bestie, as soon as this curse is broken we will find out what happened to you and get you crossed over.”

Arnie frowns and plays with his camera strap. “What if I don’t want to leave. You guys have become my family.”

“I would never force anything on you. But just think about it okay?” He nods, then floats out of the room and up into the second floor.

“That sounded like a hard conversation, you okay, my little cherry pop?” Moving behind me, Cirrus pulls me into his arms, placing his hands on my stomach.

I am even larger than I was last month. Stupid Fae sperm. Sighing, I pull away from him and shuffle toward the pantry.

We bought these lemon biscotti bites at Costco, and they have become my new addiction.

“Why do you hate me so much,” I wail. They are on the top shelf, and I can’t reach them.

“Um, did you forget you’re a witch babe?” Astor asks. He has humor in his tone which I do not appreciate. But he’s right.

Waving my hand, the bag levitates and moves toward me.

“Great now that we’re feeding the hungry monster, what did you need to talk about?” Cirrus says, pulling out a stool and helping me onto the seat.

“So, Halee called and she’s having a hell of a time. It seems the contractor scammed me or something, and the work is still not done. The bookstore is in disarray, and they have caution taped off the stairs.”

Astor pulls out his phone and leaves the room. “I’ll take care of it, baby.”

Sin moves closer and grabs one of my cookie bites. I don’t mind sharing, but I’m watching how many he’s taking.

Costco is known for having limited time things. Who knows if I’ll get them again.

My lower lip trembles at the thought, and Sin drops the cookie. I smile, then snatch it and greedily shove it into my mouth.

“Do you think you need to pop back to Texas? I could probably portal us.”

I nod, finish chewing, then groan.

“Yeah, Halee isn’t equipped to handle all of the stress. She’s an amazing bartender and waitress though.”

“Um, dove, if we’re planning to live here don’t you think we need to discuss selling Books & Brews, or appointing someone to take the reins?”

“Yeah, I’ve been thinking about that a lot. I was going to ask my cousin, Autumn. She has a business degree and lives in Texas. I’d like Halee to become a co-owner with her though.”

“I’ll have the contracts written up,” Astor says, returning and catching the tail end of our conversation.

“As for returning to Texas… do you think that’s okay? I mean this in a loving way, dove, but you’re pregnant.”

“No, shit, Arsen, thank you for that wildly observant statement. I had no idea. Ya know now that I think about it, though, the having to pee every twenty minutes, constant nausea, and breaking out into tears randomly is starting to make sense.”

Huffing, I climb off the stool and stomp outside. Plopping down on the porch swing, I breathe in the fresh air.

Our yard looks better, but I can still sense the evil lingering in certain spots. The Willow tree especially.

Closing my eyes, I picture wildflowers all around us and the scorched circle.

Just because evil once lived here, doesn’t mean we can’t bring some beauty back into this place.

Mumbling a small spell, I smile as the scent of flowers perfumes the air.

Opening my eyes, I take a deeper breath in.

The screen door swings open, but I don’t acknowledge them. I know I’m being irrational, but right now I’m annoyed and just wanted a moment to myself.

“What I meant was… people may be a little surprised if you returned to Texas extremely pregnant, when you weren’t a month and a half ago.”

Ugh. Why does he need to be logical right now?

“Mavis and the people at the diner haven’t said anything?” I point out, turning to look at Sin and Astor.

Cirrus is inside humming a Fae tune about pixies jumping lily pads and a frog taunting them or something.

“People in town aren’t all human. Remember you were the ones to tell us that. They are used to the strange.”

“Let me take care of it. Trust me, okay?” Astor sits next to me, wrapping his arm around my shoulders, and I nuzzle into him.

“I still think I should be the one. I have to pack up all my things, but for now, I’ll table this.”
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Sitting in the garden, I watch Melisande and her children play. Their laughter rains all around this magical place.

Turning to look at me, she tells her kids to have fun, then glides over to sit beside me.

Taking my hand, I turn to face her. She seems worried.

“Do you think I’ll ever break this curse and bring you peace?” I ask her. Lately I’ve been getting more doubtful.

Frowning, she sighs. “You have incredible power inside of you, but if you leave, you will never break this curse, Wynter. Stay. Heal the land and your heart.”

“Wynter, baby, wake up!” Someone shaking me causes me to open my eyes and realize that it was all a dream.

“Cirrus, why are you in my room?” I mumble, then cover my mouth and yawn.

I distinctly remember going to bed alone. My stomach was in knots about returning to Texas, and I needed some time to think.

Sunlight shines through the small space, and I groan. “What time is it?”

“Close to eight. Figured we’d grab some breakfast at the diner then head to the manor. The guys are already there.”

Nodding, I rub my eyes and throw the blanket off. I’m wearing an old T-shirt I stole from Arsen and panties.

“Or better yet, maybe we should stay here,” Cirrus mutters, and I roll my eyes.

“Typical Fae, always thinking with their cock.”

“Careful, snickerpuss, I have the right to be cocky.”

He adjusts his growing erection and I sigh. He really does have an amazing dick, but we don’t have time right now to rearrange my organs.

My stomach is complaining, and I need food.

“Go away so I can shower and get dressed.”

Pouting he bats his eyelashes at me, then sighs and nods.

“Fine, but I will worship at your altar again, my little melondrop.”

“Yeah, yeah,” I mumble, then climb off the bed and walk to the small ensuite. This motel isn’t the most accommodating but it’ll do until we get the rest of the house fixed up.

After I’m ready for the day, I go in search of Cirrus. He’s not in my room or his.

Walking outside toward the office, I can hear his voice arguing with Mavis about something. Those two always seem to butt heads, but she’s pleasant to me.

“Ready, firemoon?” he asks when he sees me.

I raise an eyebrow at that one, and he sighs.

“I know I’m off my game, my little lovedove. Astor kept me awake all night with his snoring.”

Moving closer, I take his arm, give Mavis a wave and usher him out the door.

“Ah poor baby. Maybe tonight I’ll let you sleep in my room or better yet, stop holding back on me with that magic of yours and fix up the damn bedrooms at the manor.”

“Soon, my little grumpy snout.”
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ASTOR

“How’s it looking? Cirrus just texted that they will be here after breakfast,” Sin asks, rushing into the attic. “It’s perfect. Do you think Wynter will like it? I want her too. God, why am I so fucking nervous?” he mumbles and I laugh.

Usually I’m the neurotic one, but today is a big day for us all. I finished painting the elephant stencil on the left wall a light pink color.

The moment I saw Wynter’s reaction to the baby elephants I knew that would have to be her theme for the nursery.

Rus said we should do some type of magical decor, but I think the elephants will be the real winner here.

Sin plops down in the huge rocking chair and grabs one of the stuffed animals, squeezing it close to his chest as he takes a few deep breaths.

“I know she wants us to stay, and Rus joked about proposing in the truck, but what if she turns us down? Me down? I still don’t understand why you want me to marry her?”

He’s on the verge of a full panic attack, so I walk over to him and crouch.

“I love Wynter. Rus loves Wynter. A little too much if you ask me, but you… She was always meant to be yours. You got cheated by Erick. It’s time to right a wrong, Arsen.”

WYNTER

Leaving the diner, I groan. My stomach is full, and the baby is happy. I woke up this morning with the worst hunger pains of my life.

Almost didn’t make it through my shower.

I think I ate more than Cirrus today. Taking my hand, I let him guide me to my SUV. His truck is still at the house, and the other guys left early this morning.

They have been working on a surprise for me. I already know what it is, but I won’t spoil it for them.

It’s not my fault that I’m psychic.

Opening the door for me, he helps me inside then leans down and kisses my stomach.

“How is my little Poppy?” he asks, looking up at me for approval. I shake my head and he sighs. “Shoot, I thought that one would be a winner,” he mumbles, then stands and closes my door.

I mean that one wasn’t bad compared to yesterday.

He’s been getting more and more ridiculous with his baby name choices, but I already know what our daughter’s name will be.

Summer.

She needs something whimsical, but still kinda normal. The fact that it’s the opposite of my name makes it even better.

She is going to be so strong and loved. I don’t care if she’s meant to be the next Fae queen or High Priestess of my coven.

She will never feel pressured and I will make damn sure she has a normal childhood.

Climbing in the driver’s seat, he looks at me.

“You know I love you, right?”

Sighing, I nod. I haven’t returned the sentiment to him yet and I know he’s becoming impatient, but the fear of my past is holding me back.

As we drive to Spells Hollow, I stare out the window. Cirrus is singing to the radio, but I’m not in the mood.

Something is bugging me, but I can’'t figure out what it is.

When we reach the town, Arnie is there, and he looks panicked.

“Something is going on here, Wynter. I can’t describe it, but it’s not friendly.”

“Thanks, Arnie, I can feel it too.”

Cirrus takes my hand, and we walk over to the house. I move for the porch swing, but he leads me to the front door.

“Now, bumblebee, we have a surprise for you. Just hear us out okay?” I look into his purple eyes, and nod.

Leaning down, he kisses me as if I am the only girl in the world, and I hope he never stops, but sadly he does.

“Took you long enough,” Astor grumbles behind us, and I pull away from Cirrus to face him.

He looks strange… “What are you wearing?” I ask, biting my bottom lip, trying not to laugh.

Glancing down at his hot pink sweat suit he shrugs.

“I bought these for you when we went shopping. I needed something to change into, and they were still in the bags.”

“Aww, that was sweet. Thank you. Yeah, I still need to go through everything we bought. I was waiting until the laundry room was finished, so I could launder them.”

“Ah, bout that. Come inside, peanut,” Cirrus says with a huge smile on his face.

As I pass Astor, I grab his arm. “Would you like some other clothes?”

He shakes his head and buries his hands inside the large pocket on the hoodie.

“No, I’m not ashamed to wear pink, and they are ridiculously comfortable. I got the largest size they carried. I thought you would enjoy them for the pregnancy.”

God, he’s so sweet. Getting onto my tippy toes, I grab the back of his neck and kiss him hard.

I’m still not ready to say I love them, but this is what true love should be like. It’s the little things that count.

Pulling away, I lick my lips and wink at him. Maybe tonight I’ll be crawling into bed with him.

Walking through the door, Cirrus pulls me to the stairs. The wooden banister is finished and it looks gorgeous.

This is my first time going to the higher floors and I take in all the little details.

“Did you carve little brooms into the steps?”

“Yes, and the wooden furniture in the master bedroom has crystal balls, my little witch.”

Tears prick my eyes, but I force them back. I know when I see their ‘surprise’ I am going to be a blubbering, snotty mess.

As we reach the attic, Cirrus spins me around carefully and covers my eyes.

“No peeking, my little eagle eye.”

“Okay, but seriously what are with the nicknames today?” I grumble.

“Ugh, love cakes, I don’t know. I think I’m nervous,” he mutters and sighs.

I keep my eyes closed as he opens the door.

Astor helps guide me inside and I smile. “Open your eyes, baby,” he whispers.

“What?” I gasp. “How?”

They tricked me. This space isn’t covered in purples and magical stencils.

Soft gray and pink cover the walls with the tiniest little elephant stencils.

There is a huge bay window, with a dark gray bench seat and matching pillows.

A white crib is placed in the center of the room with a twinkling chandelier above it.

Tears run down my cheeks, and I don’t even care.

This is better than what I envisioned.

Arsen is quiet, sitting in a rocking chair next to a white dresser with a changing pad on top.

“This is perfect,” I cry, and they laugh. Reaching over, Sin grabs a box of tissues and stands, moving over to me.

Dropping to one knee, he hands me the box, and I laugh until I see that he also has a ring.

“Arsen,” I gasp and he gives me a huge grin.

“You have always been mine, Wynter. Since the moment I saw you walking through the courtyard at school. Your dark hair shining in the light as the snow fell around you. You looked up and smiled before opening your mouth and catching a flake on your tongue. Everyone else was rushing to get inside where it was warm, but not you…

“You were always sweet and willing to help anyone in need. You’re beautiful inside and out and I know you will be an amazing mother to our children. I’ve admired you from afar for too long and I won’t risk losing you again. You were always meant to be mine and I promise that if you chose to marry me, I will be there at the altar. Curse or no curse, I will be there… Will you marry me?”

I look at the others, surprised that they are allowing this, but Cirrus winks at me, and Astor nods his head.

It doesn’t take me long to decide. I know what he’s saying is the truth. Arsen has never hurt me, and I was the fool to let him go.

I place my hand over my stomach and nod.

Our little family is growing… I just wish this curse would break already.

But like he said… Curse or no curse, I am going to live in this moment.

“Yes.”

CIRRUS

THREE MONTHS LATER

“You need to take a break. Ask for some help.”

Shaking my head, I ignore Sin and continue going down my checklist. Our wedding is in three days and everything needs to be perfect.

The flowers, food, cake, guestlist. I have issues handing over control to people and I know that they just want to help, but I’ve got this.

“If it becomes too much, I’ll just use magic,” I mutter, crossing out petunias and adding azaleas… Or maybe we should do roses?

A swirl of magic surrounds the house and I groan. “Why is he here so early?” I whine and my little hufflepuff laughs, waddling into the kitchen like the cutest little tuxedo bird.

“He's here, my love, because I asked him to help me with something.”

Moving toward the door, she opens it and pulls my brother, Grule, into a tight hug.

We have come a long way in our relationship and I'm glad. I hated fighting with him.

Letting Wynter go, he marches inside and over to me. “I am at your service, brother. Put me to work.”

“Fine. Astor needs help in the yard. I want twinkling lights around the pool and the trees. We will light the lanterns on the day of the ceremony. We also need to lay out the chairs in front of the Willow tree and altar.”

The tree still hasn't bloomed, but I have noticed the closer we get to the wedding the healthier the property is looking.

We finished the house completely and moved in shortly after Sin proposed to Wynter.

She never did go to Texas. Astor got everything squared away, and Autumn and Halee are running the bar with the bookstore now.

She won't ever admit it, but I think my little bookworm is relieved. It may have been her dream when she couldn't fathom a different life, but now she has a new destiny and she's much happier.

I rarely see a scowl these days and her wickedness has faded.

“You got it. Which one is Astor again?” Tossing my pen onto the marble counter, I growl, ready to give him an earful, but when I look over at him he's grinning.

Wynter moves closer to me and grabs my arm, placing my hand over her stomach.

Our little girl is kicking and I melt.

“Hi, my little petunia, I can't wait until I can hold you,” I coo and Grule walks by us, smacking me on the shoulder as he passes.

Arsen leaves with him and soon it's just me and my little lollipop. Looking up at me, she smiles.

“This wedding will be perfect, Cirrus. I don't need anything extravagant. Just you, Sin and Astor beneath the Willow tree.”

Closing my eyes, I groan. “I know, but I just want everything to be perfect. You deserve the world, Wynter.”

“The ceremony doesn't matter to me. It's the vows,” she whispers and I nod.

She's been burned too many times at the altar. I will do everything in my power to make sure this time there are no hiccups.
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WYNTER

Today's the day and to say I'm nervous is an understatement. I have read my fortune three times, looked in a crystal ball and they all say the same thing.

My wedding will be wonderful. My men will be standing there, waiting for me to walk down a satin and rose-petaled aisle.

But right now I need to take some deep breaths and get dressed. Someone knocks on the door but they don’t bother waiting for me to welcome them inside.

“Oh, daughter, you’re going to be late!” my mother scolds me, floating inside in her sky high heels.

“You look amazing,” I gasp. Wearing a gold mini dress that hugs her curves perfectly and matches the shadow on her eyelids. She’s a vision.

“Thank you, baby, I had to show the men that just because I am going to be a grandmother, doesn’t mean I can’t still drop some jaws.”

Should have known she would bring up her being a grandma again.

Hell, Mavis, in town and is more excited for my daughter than she is.

“Yes, well we wouldn’t want that now would we?”

“Wynter, do not start with me! I’m here aren’t I? And I brought some of the coven with me.”

“Yes, thank you for coming. Would you help me get ready?”

Huffing, she drops her purse on my bed and walks into the closet. Cirrus designed me the most gorgeous strapless gown.

It’s satin with a jewel corseted bodice. It’s so pretty.

Looking in the mirror, I think about how I want my hair. I almost always leave it down these days or it’s tossed into a messy bun.

“Half up with curls,” my mom answers my unspoken question and with the snap of her fingers it’s done.

“Thanks.”

“Okay, now for your makeup,” she mumbles and I close my eyes as she performs a beauty spell.

I made the mistake once leaving them open. Fake lashes directly on your eyeball hurts like a real bitch.

“You look beautiful, honey, but of course you do. I’m your mother.”

Ignoring her as she bends over into the mirror, fixing her lipstick, I unzip my dress and step inside.

It fits me like a glove and I feel like a princess.

Moving toward the window, I peek out at everyone waiting.

All the chairs are filled with people from Texas, the coven and even town.

My mother comes up behind me and pats my arm.

“It’s show time.”

We don’t have a preacher, but the twins’ father is going to ordain me and Arsen. Then we shall have a quick handfasting ceremony.

As I walk along the path to my men, I can sense them. All the Nefari women who have stayed cursed.

Corrine walks beside me, holding my great-grandmother’s hand, as my gran walks beside my mother.

I can feel them pushing the evil presence further away, protecting this union.

I hope this works…

As I reach the guys, Sin takes my hand and kisses my knuckles. Cirrus doesn’t have such patience and grips the back of my head, pulling my lips to his.

His Nan and brother laugh and cheer. Being yanked away, Cirrus protests, but concedes when he sees that it’s Astor.

“Wynter, you look breathtaking,” he says with a huge grin on his face. “Are you ready for this?”

I shake my head and the crowd gasps. Rolling my eyes, I place my hand on his chest, shoving him away.

“I need a moment to take in my seriously handsome men. Need to make sure I really want to commit to y’all,” I joke and Sin laughs, shaking his head.

Stepping back, he holds open his black suit coat and does a spin for me. “Do I pass, dove?”

Giggling, I nod, then wave my hand for Cirrus.

Not one to turn down a challenge, he steps forward, winks, then does a backflip. His tight straight legged gray pants, making his ass look delicious.

“Well?” I say to Astor and he surprises me, by spinning around and bending over. Wearing the same suit as his twin, he gives me a wink.

“Yes, well okay… I’ll marry you.”

The crowd laughs as the guys move back under the makeshift arch.

Arthur, the twins’ father, dabs at his eyes with a handkerchief, trying to compose himself.

“Well now, I really hope my wife caught that on camera, but back to serious matters. Wynter Nefari, do you take my son to love, cherish, and honor until death takes you?”

I turn to Sin. “I do.”

Arthur turns to his son, but he shouldn’t have bothered.

“Yep, yep, I do. Over and over again. Can I kiss her now? Is she mine?”

Not waiting for an answer, he pulls me into his arms and kisses me until my knees are weak.

Cirrus huffs and I know that he’s pouting. I give Sin one more kiss, then step back and wait for the next part.

Nan stands there holding a rope. Placing it over Cirrus, Astor and my hands she ties it in a knot as we all say, “I do.”

Smiling, she gives me a wink, then tells the guests to head inside for the reception. I came downstairs this morning to my bottom floor magically altered to fit a whole wedding party.

The guys turn to me and give me smirks.

“What are you up to now?”

“You’re ours Wynter, and now we will never let you go.”

Satan, save us all.
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Sin carries me up the stairs and to our large bed. Someone hung twinkle lights on top of the canopy and I know it’s just meant for our wedding night, but I love them.

“You’re finally mine. No take backsies,” he whispers, placing me gently onto the mattress and leaning over to kiss my lips.

“Yours,” I whisper against his mouth and he sighs. “I was always meant to be yours.” I sigh.

I can’t believe I was so stupid. Erick was the wrong choice from the start and I have a sneaky suspicion the curse was the reason I dated him.

“Well honey puff, we’re closer to breaking the curse, but no banana,” Cirrus mutters, walking into the room, removing his tie.

Astor follows suit and soon they are stripped down to their boxers.

So much delicious naked flesh is on display and I don’t know how much teasing I’ll be able to handle tonight.

Sin begins to kiss along my cheek, to my jaw and neck, nibbling on the skin there. Arching my back, I whimper.

Someone grabs my ankle, removing my shoes. I can’t tell who, since Arsen is in my way.

Not that I mind. He’s making my toes curl with his nips and sucks as he moves lower to my cleavage.

“So beautiful, but I need you naked, wife,” he mumbles into my breasts and I laugh.

Astor climbs onto the bed next to us and leans down to kiss my lips. “Hi, gorgeous.”

“Hi,” I gasp as Sin rips the bodice of my gown in two.

“Really!” Cirrus shouts in horror. “We are magical people, Sin, not fucking cavemen. It’s okay. It’s okay. I will have it fixed and preserved for our children,” he mutters, pulling his notepad out of nowhere.

Astor leans closer to whisper in my ear.

“Your man is so worked up. I think he needs his cock sucked.”

Moving back, he looks me deep in the eyes, then gives me one more kiss and leaves the bed.

Cirrus is still jotting down notes when Astor grabs him by the back of the neck and kisses him hard.

My eyes widen and I whimper. What the fuck was that? They have never done anything like that before. But damn I hope it continues.

Cirrus freezes as Astor backs away and winks. “Our wife wants to suck your cock, so be a good boy and straddle her face.”

Cirrus tosses his notebook to the ground, removes his boxers and portals himself to the bed. Not really but it damn sure looked like it by how fast he moved.

Sin backs up, giving Cirrus space, and pulls my dress all the way off. I’d forgo the bra because my nipples have been hurting, but I am wearing a lavender thong and thigh-high stockings.

Astor groans as Sin unwraps me like a present. I may have only married Sin on paper, but these men are my husbands.

Until death do us part.

Straddling my chest, careful not to sit on my stomach, Cirrus rubs the tip of his cock against my lips. Parting my mouth, I stick my tongue out, licking his slit. “Mmm,” I moan at his taste and lean a little to suck him deeper.

Sin pulls my thong down my legs and groans at how wet I am.

Astor moves on the other side of the bed. He’s naked now and his cock is angrily pointing toward me. I reach out and grab it, giving him a few tugs.

“This isn’t going to work. I did some research and due to how far along you are in your pregnancy, I think you should get on all fours.”

Cirrus pops his cock out of my mouth and looks at his friend. “Are you seriously trying to orchestrate right now when our wife is jerking your cock?”

“Yes, you know I’m a multitasker,” he mutters and I laugh.

“Okay.” Cirrus moves off of me and Sin helps me turn, so I can get onto my hands and knees. Grabbing a pillow, Cirrus pops my hips up and then moves in front of me, so I can suck his cock easier now.

“Yes, this is much better,” he groans as I deep throat him.

Sin and Astor discuss something behind me, but I’m lost in the way Cirrus is gripping my hair and fucking my throat.

They must have come to a decision as the pillow is removed and Cirrus makes room for Astor to slip under me, so I can straddle him. “Hi, baby,” he mutters, brushing my hair out of my eyes as I continue to work Cirrus’ cock with my lips and hand.

My eyes water and he gives me a smirk. Running his hands along my curves, he grabs my hips and places his cock at my entrance.

We haven’t had sex in a while and I know this is going to take me a moment. The click of a bottle has me turning my head, and Cirrus whimpering at the loss of my mouth.

Cool lube drips down my asscrack, helping Astor to glide deep inside. “Oh,” I moan. He feels so good. The way he stretches me.

I turn my head back, facing the front and Cirrus is there waiting for me with a smirk on his face.

Opening my mouth again for him to abuse, I swirl my hips the best I can, grinding my clit against Astor’s piercing.

Sin begins to massage my ass before smearing the lube around my back hole.

I know we’ve done this before, but I’m nervous about attempting this while pregnant.

I’m due in a few weeks, but being a Fae birth she could come early.

I want her to stay put for as long as possible. It’s weird enough that I’ve only been pregnant for six months, plus we still need to break the curse.

I felt a shift after Sin and I said our vows, but the evil is still here. Weaker, but present.

Astor shifts his hips and begins to bounce me on his cock faster. My tits are hitting him in the face, but he seems to love it.

Turning his head, he sucks a nipple in his mouth and I’m close. Cirrus picks up his pace, taking one of his hands and wrapping it tightly around my throat, cutting off my breath and feeling the bulge from his cock.

“Suck a good little cocker spaniel,” he grunts, thrusting faster as my eyes water and I try to take a small sip of air everytime he pulls far enough out of my throat.

Sin slaps my asscheek as he glides his cock into my hole. I have too many sensations happening at once.

I’m on the edge of an explosion and I want them all to come with me. Closing my eyes, I picture vibrating cock rings on all of my men.

I have to focus harder than normal since I can’t use my words to conjure them.

“Dirty trick, baby,” Astor grunts, picking up his pace and fucking into me deeper as Sin matches his thrusts.

Cirrus begins to shake and I move my hand from his cock, to gently squeeze his balls.

“Fuck, my little cock queen, I’m going to impregnate your throat,” he roars and I snort, choking on his cum.

Astor pinches my clit while biting my nipple hard and I scream, squirting all over him. He groans, cumming inside of me as Sin thrusts two more times before grunting.

Collapsing onto my side as Sin pulls out of me, Astor rolls with me, keeping his cock inside of me.

Cirrus heads for the shower and Sin leaves the room.

Gently moving his hips he makes love to me, staring into my eyes. I have never felt more loved and cherished than I do with these men.

My soulmates.
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WYNTER

ONE MONTH LATER

Pain. All I can feel is pain.

“You’re doing great, Wynter, she’s almost here. Deep breaths,” Nan coaches as Cirrus holds my head in his lap, wiping my forehead with a damp cloth.

My mother is in the other room, offering encouragement, but blood makes her squeamish. Unless it’s a sacrifice during a coven meeting of course. I think she’s just enjoying flirting with Grule.

They seem to have hit it off.

Astor squeezes my hand as Sin rubs my thigh.

“We can’t have her yet. The curse is still here,” I wail, but it doesn’t matter. Summer is stubborn and she’s coming whether I’m ready or not.

An explosion of light fills the yard as the first cry from our daughter hits the room.

It couldn’t have been that easy. Right?

A warmth overcomes me and I know that she’s here. Melisande. She’s closer to finally getting her peace.

“Cirrus, that tree that you’ve been trying to heal. It’s completely bloomed,” Grule shouts, rushing into the room, before turning right around and leaving.

“Ugh, I mean I know I’m on display right now, but my brother-in-law seeing my vagina was not on my bucket list,” I whine and Cirrus laughs.

Astor stands up and moves over to the window, looking outside.

“He’s right. The tree is completely healed and the yard looks healthier than ever. Does that mean that we did it? The curse is finally broken?”

Nan hands me my baby girl and I smile as tears run down my cheeks. I look at the guys and they also have an assortment of joy, and awe on their faces.

“She did. Summer Willow Nefari. She broke the curse.”

FIVE YEARS LATER

I made a promise a long time ago to a lost soul who has now become one of my best friends, though he has the tendency to pop in at bad times.

I mean he’s dead, but still he doesn’t need to see me in compromising positions.

Walking down to the garden, he floats behind me, arguing.

“Wynter I am very thankful to have found you and I know I should cross over, but I don’t want to. I have thought this through, and I can wait until you guys die.”

Sin snorts, carrying August while Cirrus holds Summer’s hand.

“I know, Arnie, and this breaks my heart, but you deserve to be at peace.”

As we enter the garden a familiar man stands there. He looks lost and confused, but I’m hoping this will bring him some closure.

Arnie stops next to me. “Jordan,” he whispers and I nod.

“Hey, thanks for meeting us here. I know you hate Spells Hollow, but it was important,” I say moving closer to the broken man who’s become a dear friend.

Doing some research, mainly gossiping with Mavis, who has become another grandma to my little rugrats, and is a powerful witch herself.

She told me about the tragic death of Jordan’s older brother and how he took over the gas station for her late husband.

Well we suspect he died. He’s been missing for many years.

“I haven’t been here in a very long time. I used to come exploring with my older brother. We would get into all sorts of trouble, but it’s the most fun I’ve ever had.”

I nod and take a seat on the bench. Arnie’s floating beside his brother and if he could he would have tears running down his pale cheeks.

“I’m sorry to hear about his death… Did you ever find out how he died?”

Arnie looks at me and it’s not a nice look.

“Can’t you see you’re hurting him!” he yells at me as Jordan begins to cry.

Standing, I move over and pull Jordan into a hug. Over the years I have gotten better at them. Augie is a huge cuddler.

“I wanted to go. I should have been there, but I wasn’t old enough. Arnold was five years older than me. He took care of me on the nights our parents worked late. He was the best brother a kid could have… He came here one weekend, camping with some of his friends… They were drinking and decided to explore the cliffs and go swimming. He slipped off the rocks, hit his head and fell in the water. His friend saved him and they thought he was okay, but the next morning he didn’t wake up.”

“I’m so sorry. If you could see him again. Talk to him. What would you say?”

Looking into my eyes he smiles. “It’s true. Mona said that you were psychic. Is he here?”

He begins to spin around and I glance at Arnie.

“It’s up to you,” I whisper softly and he nods.

Chanting under my breath, I make him visible to everyone around us and Summer runs over to him, taking his hand.

She loves her Uncle Arnie and I know when he leaves us she will be heartbroken, but it’s time.

“Hi, Jordy,” Arnie mutters and Jordan spins back around. His mouth is open and his eyes are huge.

“What? How? You’re dead!”

Astor steps closer to catch him in case he passes out.

“Arnie always had the power to show himself to you, but he was scared until I came along and put two and two together . But it’s time for him to move on and for you to have closure.”

Jordan moves closer. Summer grabs his hand and holds it too.

“I have missed you so much. Mom and Dad became shells of themselves after you died. I became a shell. Wait, what’s happening?”

“He’s crossing over. He’s been in limbo, waiting to learn why he died and to say goodbye.”

“Wynter, I…”

Arnie begins to glow a bright white. His eyes widen and I can tell he’s terrified, but this is good.

“It’s time, Arnie, but don’t worry I’ll see you again.”

“It was an honor to call you my friend, Wynter Nefari,” he whispers to me and I let my tears fall.

Astor comes over to me, wrapping me into his arms. This is so hard, but Arnold Abernathy is not meant to float around in limbo. He has a greater destiny ahead.

“Goodbye, Jordy, don’t live in limbo, spend your days full of love and laughter. For me. I love you.”

“I love you too, big bro, goodbye.”

We watch as he begins to disappear, floating into the blue sky above us.

When he’s gone, I smile and Sin moves closer, kissing my head.

“Thank you,” Jordan says before leaving.

I nod and Cirrus claps, distracting Summer.

“Don’t worry, my little raindrop. We will see him soon.”

THE END

Don't worry we will see Arnold Abernathy again. Stay tuned for his story coming in 2025.

Thank you so much for reading Wicked Witch, I hope you all enjoyed Wynter’s story. Please consider leaving a review. I truly love reading them and ratings help an author's career.


Up next


I’ve lived dozens of lifetimes trying to escape my curse.

Within my heart pulses the spirit of a phoenix. She and I are sick of each other, quite frankly. The Curse of Rebirth that binds us together means we start over from scratch any time she attempts to escape my body.

And by escape, I mean self-immolation. I may be able to wield flame, but each time I do, I risk the phoenix taking it too far and using my body for kindling.

When we are called to Spells Hollow, New York by a spirit from our past, I can hardly dare to hope that we may finally find a solution to the Curse of Rebirth.

But first, fragments of my past lives come to haunt me. A handsome fae with shadows in his silver eyes finds me and says that I’ve been his for lifetimes, but I don’t remember him.

I cross paths with a water-wielding witch has been keeping tabs on my random acts of arson over the centuries. He thinks we’re destined to be anam cara.

And finally there’s the earth dragon shifter, who laid eyes on me and whispered the word mate.

With these three men obsessed with my every move, they follow me to Spells Hollow. Will I find an end to my endless string of lives there, or just another dead end?

Either way, this will end as it began…with fire.

Wildfire Witch is a standalone novel as part of The Cursed Coven of Spells Hollow shared universe series. This is a why choose novel, meaning the main character has more than one love interest and doesn’t choose between them. This book is intended for audiences 18+.

Wildfire Witch by Ella Hendricks
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