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I fell asleep waiting for Jonah to return home; I had no idea what time it was
when he did when I felt someone touch me, nearly making me jump out of my
skin when I felt arms scoop me up off the sofa, my arms flail out thinking I ma
falling off the couch before his scent hits me.

“It’s just me,” Jonah whispers, and I turn in his arms to squint at him in the
darkness.

“I was comfy, and I can walk, you know?” Jonah ignores me before he places me in
a bed and I realize it is his room, his scent is overwhelmingly strong in here but
comforting. I sit up before Jonah suddenly pushes me back down before climbing
over the top of me and lying beside me. Did he realize he put me in the wrong
room, though I prefer the couch, however, I never sleep in his room here?

“Ah, Jonah?”

“Hmm,” is all he says as he lays down before manhandling me to wrangle me
under the blankets.

“Your mother tried to ring you; I accidentally took your phone,” Jonah says
before tucking me against him and spooning me. I sigh, giving in and laying down;
Jonah wouldn’t hurt me.

“Did you answer it? She tried ringing your phone too,” I tell him before yawning.

“No, figured you would ring her if you wanted to speak to her,” I nod.

“I will probably have to go home tomorrow,”

“You can always stay here with me,” I shake my head, knowing I couldn’t possibly
do that, I had to go home eventually, and then Kora and I needed to decide what
we wanted to do, and if we could still leave now, we had found our mate. I
wanted to go rogue, but I also didn’t want to risk going in heat while rogue. That
could end in disaster, and I would be out in the open. Getting comfortable, I jam
my feet between his legs, I can’t even remember the last time I shared a bed with
someone, probably when I was younger and used to climb in with Eziah when
there were storms, I hated storms, the noise, and the howling wind always
freaked me out, like the end of the world was coming, or maybe I shouldn’t have
watched so many doomsday movies as a kid? Jonah shrieks when my cold feet
touch him.



“Feet are like ice,” He squeals and I go to move them. “Put em back, I didn’t say to
move them,” he says, and I jam them back. Despite having socks and gloves on, I
always had cold feet and hands. Jonah laces his fingers through mine, and
snuggles into me. “Ah, that’s better,” He mumbles, burying his fair into the back
of my neck.

“So, will you stay here, or am I taking you home?” Jonah asks.

“No, I need to go back. Where did you go? I ask him. Jonah sighs and rolls on his
back.

“To speak with Kyan,”

“Did he tell you what his text message meant,” Jonah growls softly.

“Yes, I know what it means, but I can’t tell you,” he says. Kora whines loudly in my
head, so Jonah would lie to me too. Shaking my head, I untangle my fingers from
his and chuck the blanket back. What is it with everyone and keeping secrets?
Couldn’t I be trusted to know? It’s my life, and my own mother has lied to me my
entire life. She knew Kyan was my mate and never said anything; Kyan knew I was
his mate and never said anything because he didn’t want me?

“Where are you going?” Jonah asks as I toss the blanket back to sleep in the
guest room. His words stung, I didn’t expect Jonah to tell me everything but I
also didn’t expect him to admit knowing something and refusing to tell me.
Especially when what I asked was directed at me. It was bad enough my parents
and mate had lied. Couldn’t I have one person I could trust or wasn’t that
something I deserved either?

“If you won’t tell me and want to lie to me, fine, but don’t do it to my face; I
expected better than that from you,” I snap at him when I feel his hand wrap
around my wrist. He growls and rips me back on the bed. A shriek leaves me at his
quick movement, only to find myself lying back down beside him with him
hovering over me.

“Don’t run fromme without letting me explain,” Jonah growls before laying back
down on his back and pulling me with him. I look down at him propped up on one
elbow, and Jonah pats his chest with his hand wanting me to lay on him.

“Mara, I have never done anything for you not to trust me, so please just lay back
down; I want to tell you,” He tugs me down on him when I don’t move, tucking his
arm around me and pulling me closer and not letting me escape him. I sigh,
resting back on him and relaxing.

“It’s not that I don’t want to tell you. It’s that I physically can’t,” I growl at Jonah
this time. What a load of s**t that was.

“What?”

“I f*****g can’t say that either apparently, “Jonah snaps,



“You know his family came from Salem witches?” I nod. I had heard that over the
years, mentions of his bloodline being descendant from witches.

“No, but that is why can’t I tell you,” he says, making me sit up, his voice sounded
pained, and I could hear him speaking through his teeth. I reach over him, flicking
the small lamp on beside his bed. Looking at Jonah, his jaw was clenched, and
sweat was beading on him. His pupils were dilated and I saw his wolf flickering
beneath the surface.

“Jax?” I ask as his eyes flickered between Jonah’s beautiful blue to black.

“Ask me?” Jonah says but something with the way he said it made me not want
to.

“You look like your pain though,”

“Ask?” he repeats. Kora presses forward, observing too. She felt uncomfortable,
the same feeling washing through me from her, she worried for Jonah.

“What was the text message about?”

“Dom-” Jonah’s word cut off, and I gasp when I see black veins writhe under his
when I see black veins writhe under his skin and Jonah holds his hand up. The
black veiny marks move under his skin and up his arm when I notice a large scar
on the palm of his hand. His entire body tenses, and the scar ripples turning black,
the veins seeming to appear like they are coming from it as they move up his arm.

“Stop, stop,” I tell him as his teeth clench, and I see Jax press forward before
Jonah suddenly slumps back on the bed.

“You really can’t tell me, so the rumors are true; kyan has witch blood?” Jonah
nods.

“Some things I can say, I can’t tell you I everything, not unless Kyan wants you to
know until then I can’t speak of it, this prevents me from speaking,”

“So it’s like a?” I had no idea what I was asking, trying to think of what I knew of
witches.

“Blood bond, apparently that I am allowed to tell you,” Jonah chuckles, shaking
his head.

“How does it work? Does anyone else know?”

“Basically, it is like a non-disclosure agreement, if I tell you something Kyan can
feel my intentions to tell you, he can also stop me from telling you something,
certain things I already knew which were outlined when the bond was put in
place, I thought I wouldn’t be able to tell you, but seems Kyan doesn’t mind you
knowing about our weird bond,”



“So, like a mate bond?” I ask confused.

“No, I can’t feel Kyan when he is in human form unless he wants me to; I am
mainly connected with his-” Jonah’s voice becomes strained.

“It’s fine, don’t keep hurting yourself, so many people know, does your dad
know?” I ask him.

“Only Lucas knows of our bond and now you,”

“So you can tell me nothing?”

“But did you really just learn nothing?” Jonah smiles.

“What do you mean,” Jonah holds up his hand, showing me.

“Wait Kyan is a witch,” Kora gasps in my head.

“Kyan did that?” I ask Jonah, and he nods.

“So Kyan is a witch/warlock,” Jonah nods once.

“I can’t say the words, but yes, that is what he is,”

“But he has a wolf, so how does that work?” Jonah presses his lips together,
cursing under his breath. “It’s fine,” I tell him.

“It’s not fine; Kyan should be telling you this. He is your mate,” Jonah says with a
sigh.

“What can you tell me then besides Kyan hating me?”

“Kyan doesn’t hate you, Mara,” I go to disagree when he hops out of bed before
wandering off out of his room. He returns with his phone that I left on the coffee
table next to the couch.

He climbs back in bed before patting his chest, and I quickly lay back down,
watching as he fiddles with his phone and logs into his family’s G****e account.
He pulls up some old video footage.

My brows push together when he hits play; I see Jonah as a boy sitting next to a
dark-haired boy holding a baby while they played on the grass, in what I could tell
was Uncle Andrei’s backyard.

“That’s you and Kyan?” Jonah nods.

I watch when I notice the mittens sitting on the grass beside Kyan.



“That’s me?” and I see Eziah just off the side of Jonah when kyan helps me as a
wobbly baby stand before toddling over to Jonah, who catches me.

“That was the first time you walked. You couldn’t pull yourself up on the
furniture like Eziah could. Kyan said you could, that you need the mittens off;
they made pushing off the ground too slippery, so he took them off you”

“Because of the mittens,” I tell him, oh how I hated gloves when I was younger.
They restricted so much. Nothing hurt more than seeing the other kids playing
with toys or nature at school but being forbidden to take off my gloves by the
teachers. I truly noticed how different I was in primary school; the group of kids I
was playing with found a lizard, and I wanted to hold it, the other kids saying how
funny its skin felt.

When I pulled off the gloves, and they passed it to me, it died in my hands. The
kids told me I k****d it because I was a bad omen. I remember crying in the girl’s
bathroom until my brother found me sitting in the cubicle still holding the lizard I
k****d, I just wanted to feel its skin like the other kids did, but instead, it died.

“Why are you crying?” my brother asked, looking under the gap of the cubicle
door.

“It died, I touched it and it died,” I sobbed. My brother crawled under the gap to
me.

“What died?” he asked, and I opened my hand, the small lizard still in my palm.

“He isn’t d**d. He is sleeping, like granny Marge; she looks d**d to when she
sleeps until she snores, lizards don’t snore, that’s why he looks d**d,” Eziah told
me, stroking his fingers down from its head to its tail, the lizard squirmed, and its
heart started beating quickly as it moved in my palm.

“See, he had a nap, like Marge does when she naps on the couch with her mouth
wide open,” Eziah laughs. I shook the memory away, we were six years old, and
that was also the day I realized why everyone freaked out when I would play with
their kids.

How they would subtly call them away for dinner when I came out to play or ask
for the children to come to help them. They would approach me scaredly before
making some excuse for their child to move away from the bad omen. That’s also
when I noticed that Eziah was not like me; Eziah had friends and always tried to
include me. He was the good child, the safe one, while I wasn’t.

Yet after that day, I noticed the looks I would get. Notice the nervousness of
everyone’s parents, their polite excuses seen for what they are, the concerned
look my mother would give me, but that’s also when I realized I could protect
them from it and protect my family fromme.

They didn’t need to worry about me; they did nothing wrong, they never asked
for a n evil daughter, so I hid it. Smiled and pretended nothing was wrong,



making excuses not to play, that I was too tired, I wanted to finish my book,
anything so I didn’t ruin Eziah’s fun or get the worried eyes of my parents.

It wasn’t their fault I was the rotten egg. My family shouldn’t be punished for it,
so for my brother and so my parents wouldn’t worry, I would pretend. It was like
a game. I thought I was making up for being the bad one, giving them some relief.
So at lunches, I would hide in the library, reading my books and pretending the
characters were my friends, that their story was mine, pretending I wasn’t
missing out on the fun outside when I could have fun in my head.

It was harder at home though, my mother would organize playdates, and I stuck
to Eziah like glue, or I would keep my distance and watch him play and pretend it
was me. Living through him and his memories, knowing if I did play, I would ruin it
for him, pretending his friends were mine. After a while, it wasn’t pretending
anymore. It became my safe place, it was no longer a game but survival, and
everyone forgot about the inquisitive girl. I became the background of the
unseen, and that’s how it had to be.

Every night mum would come in and brush my hair, and I would tell her about
Eziah’s day, pretending it was mine when I was actually just the observer of him
or the characters in my book.

The video clip plays out, and I hear a person’s voice not in the frame. Yet the
voice felt familiar, oddly familiar yet louder. I didn’t understand it, but I knew
that voice would speak to me at night when I was a child. Sometimes, I could hear
that voice like a whisper behind my ear, yet softer when I was down, crying into
my pillow.

“Whose voice was that?” I ask Jonah.

“His name was Dominic Octavian; he was Kyan’s father,” Jonah tells me before
kissing my hair. I nod against his chest, knowing I must be mistaken then, and the
clip ends before Jonah goes through some old photos, one of me asleep on
Kyan’s chest in their living room, he showed me so many pictures when it came to
more pictures, but I was older.

“Is that Kyan?” I ask when Jonah suddenly starts scrolling, but I snatch the phone
from him. Going back to the photo. I would have been about seven, and Kyan was
on a dirt bike, maybe around sixteen. I recognized the area again. It was the
training grounds at Uncle Andrei’s pack. Sitting on the bike in front of him was
me, yet I had no memory of this, but I had no doubt it was me.

“Why don’t I remember this?” I knew I wouldn’t remember the baby photos, but
here I was, old enough to remember this.

“Jonah?” Jonah’s teeth were clenched, and his body tense.

“Jonah?” I demand, sitting up, “Why do I not remember this,” Jonah shakes his
head before quickly taking the phone frommy hand and locking it.



“You will have to ask Kyan, I can’t answer some things, not because I don’t want
to, but now you see, now you see he does not hate you, Mara. He loves you, he
always has, just like I do,” Jonah says softly.
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“You will have to ask Kyan, I can‘t answer some things, not because I don‘t want
to, but now you see, now you see he does not hate you, Mara. He loves you, he al
ways has, just like I do,” Jonah says softly.

My brain
seems to sputter at his words; I must have heard that wrong or understood it wro
ng. I blink, staring dumbfounded at his words. What do I say to that when I have a
mate, Jonah has a mate, and as much as I wanted his words t o be true, I knew onc
e he found his mate, I would be tossed aside. Like I always am. The unseen. 4

Suddenly the thought of being invisible to Jonah made my chest squeeze uncomf
ortably. Why couldn‘t I have one thing go right? Yet what we want and get are tw
o different things. Jonah wasn‘t mine, no matter how much I wished he was, how
much I prayed he was, and it didn‘t change the fact he didn‘t belong to me. Being
with Jonah would be
easy, natural, but it still screamed the same thing in my head, he isn‘t mine, and I
couldn‘t take someone else‘s mate, could

“Mara?‘ Jonah asks, reaching for me, and I can see his uncertainty. Was that becau
se of me? Was he suddenly regretting his words, realizing he shouldn‘t have said t
hem because he can‘t possibly have meant them?

“I should go,” I whisper, and he reaches for me again, but I climb off the bed. 2

“Mara, you can‘t leave, wait,” I rush out o f his room and head for the spare room;
spotting my phone on the kitchen counter on my way past, I snatch it off the benc
h before locking myself in the room. It would never work; I had a mate,
and Jonah was yet to find his mate, but he would, and where would that leave me,
with
an angry Kyan, well more irate because he already hated me and I didn‘t need to
give him more reason to by betraying him for his best friend.

“Mara, open the door,”

“Just leave me alone Jonah, why did you have to ruin it,”

“Ruin what?” he asks, twisting the door handle before banging on the door.

“This, why would you ruin it? You were



“This, why would ruin it? You were the only person I didn‘t have to pretend in fro
nt of, and you ruined it, you shouldn‘t have said it, I have a mate, you have a mate
and we,” I don‘t finish the sentence. I couldn‘t; it hurt too
much. I wanted, the gods know howmuch I wanted it to be Jonah, but I was not g
oing to ruin and destroy his chance at true happiness because I wasn‘t his mate, a
nd she was out there somewhere.

She deserves him more than me, which is why she is fated to him
and not me. When I was destined to someone who didn‘t want me, a punishment f
or being what I a m, for being an abomination, darkness doesn‘t deserve light. It o
nly deserves darkness and the solitude of being lonely. That is my punishment for
hurting people, for being the monster I am, the bad omen. 2

“Mara, you are speaking nonsense; open the damn door,”

“Just go away, please, Jonah, just leave m e be,” I tell him. Tired of this life, this n
ever–ending battle. Kora was also saddened by Jonah‘s words, whimpering i n my
head; she wanted Jonah just as

ARACTERIELLO

Wor, WTTTTTTT n my head; she wan Jonah just as much, yet she also longed for
her mate and for Kyan to accept us. She was torn but knew we would only be ruini
ng Jonah i n the long run, depriving him of finding the one he belongs to.

“Mara?” Jonah asks, but I say
nothing waiting for him to leave. I sent a message t o my father, asking him to pic
k me up. However, knowing he probably wouldn‘t answer until in the morning, so
I was shocked when my phone started vibrating in my hand as a reply came in. 1

Dad: I can come to get you now. Where are you?

Me: At Jonah‘s in the City, it is too late now, come tomorrow.

He doesn‘t text back straight away, and I assume he has fallen back asleep when
m y phone vibrates in my hand.

Dad: Get some sleep. I will ring you when I am close. See you in a few hours. I‘m al
ready on my way.

I sigh. My father was a man of few words, while
my other dad was bubbly and always talkative, my father was his

always talkative, myther was his complete opposite, he was more stern, more pro
tective, and no one went up against the Alpha King unless
you were mum. She had him under her thumb, and dad did too, but he preferred
my father deal with the political stuff while he focused more on raising us. He wa
s fun and happy to get his hands dirty, while m y father was all suits and business,
and politics and dealing with pack issues.



I must have fallen asleep at some point because my
neck was cramped when I woke, and I was sitting beside the bed still. I glance do
wn at my phone to see my father‘s face pop on the screen. The photo was taken o
n my sixteenth birthday. Dad managed to get home in time for it. He usually did o
n special occasions, but he was also busy like mum. Dad always traveled, but no m
atter how far he went that day, he always returned home by dinner, even if he
was falling asleep at the dinner table. 2

Mum is always busy traveling between this realm and the Moon Goddess one, so
metimes we would be eating dinner, and suddenly she vanishes when
she is sucked into the other realm to deal with

Moon Goddess issues. Sometimes she takes one of my dad‘s. They to were able t
o travel between being her mates, which I know gave mum comfort. She said it co
uld be lonely up there.

After the first few times up there, she noticed it became easier for them when su
ddenly my father was looking for her one day, and he traveled between realms hi
mself. Mum seems to think the door was suddenly left open to him
because she brought him there a few
times. That was also when she realized both my fathers suddenly stopped aging li
ke her. My mother was forever stuck at the age of nineteen when she became the
Moon Goddess, my fathers in their early thirties by the time they stopped aging.
All of them were frozen in time.

Getting up, I quickly answer it before whispering into the phone. “Hey, dad”

“Hey sweetie, I‘m downstairs waiting for you,” he says before yawning, and I sudd
enly feel terrible that he drove through the night to come to get me.

“I‘m on my way down now,” I tell him before hanging up. I scoop up my handbag

before hanging
up. and chuck my phone in it before reaching for the door. Only when I swing it o
pen Jonah is lying in the hall. He jerks awake and
blinks up at me when I try to step over him.

“Mara,” Jonah sighs before noticing my bag and phone clutched in my hands.

“Where are you going? You can‘t leave it i s?” He glances toward the living room,
and the sun isn‘t even up yet, he gets to his feet, and I step away from him.

“My father is downstairs; I am going home, Jonah,”

“What? No, stay here, please,” I shake my head, and Jonah sighs, rubbing a hand d
own his face.

“I will take you down then,” he says, walking off toward his room. I walk to the do
or, and Jonah catches up to me only now he has a shirt on with his flannelette paj
ama pants.



We step into the elevator, and I press the button feeling awkward. I knew things
wouldn‘t be the same now; it couldn‘t be. I never should have come here it was a
mistake because now I have lost my only

friend.

“Geez, Mara, can you say something instead of just standing there? If you don‘t fe
el the same, that is fine, but I wasn‘t going to pretend anymore that I don‘t love y
ou, and I was sick of waiting for you to realize I do, and now you are running from
me,” Jonah says folding his arms across his chest and leaning against the elevator
wall.

“I‘m not running, we aren‘t mates, Jonah, you have a mate out there, I have a mat
e, s o we can‘t be together,”

“Says who?”

“Says fate,” I tell him.

“Fuck fate, I don‘t care about fate, I care about you, I want you isn‘t that enough?
” 2

“And what about Kyan? I am not coming between you and Kyan and your weird bo
nd. Just because he doesn‘t want me doesn‘t mean he will let you have me,”
I tell him.

“I can handle Kyan and Kaif; we can. He will get used to the idea, he will learn to s
hare,”

“Share?” I shake my head.

“I had no intentions of keeping you to myself Mara, I know Kyan is your mate, h e
loves you, and I know you want your mate, but I also know you want me to,”

“I am not some toy. You can‘t just share m

e,”

“Why not? Your mother has two mates, s o do your fathers.”

“Exactly, Jonah, they are all mates, or do you love Kyan too?”

“Yes, like a brother, not lover, but we can work it out,” I shake my head. He makes
n o sense. My parents work because they are all mates, you can‘t just choose who
ever you want on a whim. 1

“You have a mate out there,” I tell him.



“And you already found yours, so tell me, Mara? Tell me you don‘t feel the same
way, and I will walk away, and you can be with Kyan” my eyes burn, and my throat
restricts

“He will kill Jonah; Kyan would kill him t o hurt us,” Kora tells me sadly before whi
mpering

“We don‘t know that,” I tell her, though I had a feeling she was right. Kyan would
just hurt us by hurting him if we ever admitted or tried to be with Jonah.

“We do, he said we belong to him, that he chooses what we are to him. It isn‘t saf
e,” Kora whimpers.

“Mara,” Jonah whispers
softly, and I look at him to find him right next to me and that he had stepped
closer while I was debating with Kora; his hands run up my waist before he steps c
loser again, and I a m forced to look up at him.

“Jonah, let go. We can‘t,” I tell him.

“Can‘t what, Mara? Be together?” I nod, quickly looking away, his scent overwhel
ming me.

“Because you don‘t want to be,
or because you are scared of what Kyan will do?” I look back up at him.

“Tell me you don‘t want to be with me, Mara, and I will back off, is that what you
want? Do you want me to back off?”

“Jonah,” My voice was more of a squeak, and my heart fluttered spastically like it

was about to bounce out of my chest,
and his lips tug up, and I suddenly forget how t o breathe when his hand grips the
back of my neck, and the other
hand moves to my hip pulling me flush against him.

His lips move against mine as he speaks, s o warm and tempting, so right but wro
ng “Tell me you don‘t want me as much as I want you,” Yet my brain was still tryin
g t o process what the heck was going on, but one thought remained clear, and th
at consequences petrified me. 1

“Kyan would feel it,” I whisper, trying to pull away, whereas Jonah refuses
to move and just
pushes me against the elevator wall, effectively trapping me with his body.

“And that‘s the only reason, so you do want to be with me?” Jonah asks, and I swa
llow before answering, needing him t o stop and let me go before Kyan hunts us
both
down and kills us. Well, me because h e can‘t kill Jonah since they have their weir
d blood bond, but he could still kill m



“Yes, okay, Jonah, but Kyan,” My words are suddenly cut off when his lips collide

dart to my father, who raises an eyebrow a t him before he points to himself. “Wa
it, o h, that‘s me, right. I see, I see. Uncle suddenly dropped off my title since you
had your tongue down my daughter‘s throat,” my father says, and
my face heats even more. Oh my gosh, this is embarrassing. 5

“Well, I know you aren‘t expecting me to call
you King, now that Uncle seems a tad inappropriate somehow, not that I think yo
u aren‘t family, but technically,” Jonah shrugs.

“Good thing I‘m not, technically,” my father gives air quotes
with his fingers, and I wanted the ground to swallow me.” because this,” My fathe
r says, pointing between us. “Would definitely be inappropriate, but next time be
more careful of your surroundings because next time, it might not be me but her
mate,” m y father says, giving us both a look. 4

“You know he will have something to say about this, right, Marabella?” my father
says, and I look at my shoes, suddenly feeling guilty.

“Mum told you?”

VILTII LUIGI

“Of course she did, now come on, and you,” My father says, pointing at Jonah.

“This comes back on my daughter, you have me to deal with, you
know better, Jonah,” 3

“It won‘t; I will deal with Kyan,”

“Be sure you do,” My father nods before motioning for me to step out of the elev
ator.

“This does not happen again, not until everyone is on board, and that means Kyan,
or not at all,” my father tells us both, and Jonah nods before looking at m e, and I
chew my lip. 2

The elevator doors close, and I look up at my father. “You‘re not mad?”

“At you? Never, now come on, you can explain in the car.”

TEPS
CONCE with mine, swallowing my protests. His lips mold around mine before I
feel his tongue swipes across my bottom lip, and I shiver. My head was screaming
that I was betraying Kyan, yet Jonah was right. I wanted this, wanted him despite
not being supposed to want anyone other than my mate.

Jonah‘s fingers wrap and tangle in my hair, and my lips part before his tongue del
ves between them, his tongue brushing against



mine gently. Heat pools in my stomach, and I give in, kissing him back just as hung
rily.

Jonah groans, his tongue playing with mine, and he presses himself against me, t
he warmth of his body seeping into me and my hands tugging him closer when so
meone clears their throat, making us spring apart. 1

Neither of us realized the elevator had stopped, and the doors had opened. My fa
ther was standing there. My face heats, and I press my lips together, looking at J
onah, who scratches the back of his neck nervously, glancing between us.

“Ezra,” Jonah nods to him, and my eyes
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I hadn‘t even got in the car when I felt my phone vibrate in my back pocket. Pullin
g i tout, the screen read kyan. He had sent a text message, and my stomach insta
ntly dropped. My hands shook as I opened the message.

Kyan: Regret is horrible to live with, and you will regret what you have done.

“You ok?” my father asks, and I pocket the phone swallowing down the bile that r
ose up the back of my throat, and I nodded to my father, who was watching m e a
bove the roof of his car.

“Yeah, fine,” I tell him before opening the car door and slipping into
the passenger seat. My father hops in and starts the car before backing out of his
parking space. H e then pulled onto the main road.

“Something is wrong. Who was the text message from, Kyan?” My observant fath
er asks. He was the hardest to pretend everything
was peachy, nothing escaped him, and that‘s why most uncomfortable talks usual
ly came from him. I could get away with hiding away because he was hardly home,
but when he was, he

hardly home, but

w he was, he constantly questioned, always watched, s o I had to put on the best
act.

“It was Kyan, wasn‘t it,” my father states, and I look out the window watching the
City pass by as we drive toward the City borders.



“Yeah, it was Kyan,” I murmur before retrieving my phone and looking
down at the phone. I hadn‘t replied, and even if I did, exactly what would I say. It
doesn‘t change anything, I can‘t take it back, and I didn‘t want to.

“It‘s painful; it would have caused him
pain, Jonah should have known better, but I have a sneaky suspicion Jonah wante
d him to know,” my father says while navigating the streets, and I look over at hi
m.

“What do you mean?” I ask.

“Jonah has been in love with you since he was a kid, I also
know finding out your best friend is mated to the woman you love wouldn‘t have
been easy for him, especially knowing it was Kyan. I think he wanted Kyan to kno
w your reaction to him, sneaky little shit.”

HTT, STICKY THULE SITIO

“I still don‘t understand,” I tell him. My father glances at me before he sighs.

“Did you know Kyan was my mate?”

“Your mother loves you, Marabella; she didn‘t keep it from you intentionally,”

“So you did know?” I ask, shaking my head. Was I the only one that didn‘t?

“No, well, not for sure anyway, your mother never confirmed it. But you need t o
understand, sometimes information is key, sometimes it isn‘t. Sometimes knowin
g too much can alter things onto a different path, one that is worse because you t
hink you know when really you don‘t,

“You and mum always speak in riddles,” I mutter and roll my eyes. Why not just co
me out and say it?

“Your mother knew when you were a baby, she couldn‘t say anything because it c
ould alter fate, change things, and
not always for the best. You need to trust that whatever she does or doesn‘t do is
in your best interest. Sometimes the best thing to do is nothing.”

HUIS Tog

“If mum knew, why does she always try t o push me toward Jonah,“My father shru
gs and seems to think for a second before answering.

“Because sometimes things should be altered, I have no idea whatever your moth
er saw, but she isn‘t very subtle when it comes to you and Jonah,”

“So your not even sure why she told you nothing?” I ask, slightly shocked, I thoug
ht my parents had no secrets, yet she kept secrets from them too.



“Whatever she saw, Jonah must have been the better option, or at least needed t
o be a part of the options, I‘m not sure. Your mother has to be careful with what
she says to even me; if I give you the wrong information, it could alter everything,
she creates bonds, but she never takes choice.”

“But I have a mate; if mum didn‘t bond m e to Kyan, then who did?”

“Kyan did, that‘s all she told me, I asked her the same thing, thinking it was her d
oing, but she told me she tried to pair you with Jonah, that Seline the old Moon

you with Jonah, tha eline the old Moon Goddess also tried, yet you and Kyan kept
seeking each other out, drawn towards each other like magnets; after a while yo
u both fused together, she couldn‘t separate you, but she told me she tried,” >

“So I am doomed to be with Kyan. It would be so much easier if we could just pick
our own mates,”

“Why can‘t you? If Kyan agrees, why can‘t you be with Jonah?” 2

“Because he is not my mate, and what would happen to Kyan?” I ask him with a si
gh.

“You know dad wasn‘t my mate, right? Well, he is but also wasn‘t. It is complicate
d,” my father says, and my head snapped to the side to look at him.

“But we have his DNA too,” my father nods his head and shrugs.

“You can‘t say that then not tell me. Does Eziah know?”

“No, it makes no difference. We are all mates, and we didn‘t feel the need to
tell you, kids.”

USA what2 Mum niekad dad and on inst

you, kids.

“So what? Mum picked dad, and you just decided to mark him?” I ask.

“Not exactly; your
father was a chosen bond, I never understood either but in a sense, I do now, you
know of the curse,” I nod. Yes, I was well aware of the curse that was placed on o
ur bloodline, the one that turned me into this freak.

“Well, for the curse to be broken, your mother had to become a Gemini wolf,” I n
od, knowing that part.

“Well, for to become a Gemini wolf, she had to have dark and light mates. Every c
urse has a loophole,” 1



“So, dad, was the loophole?”

“No, dad was Bisexual. He always had two mates. The first one he killed to save y
our mother, he chose her over his own
mate, but your father was originally bonded to m e, just I couldn‘t feel it, he knew
for years and kept it fromme.” 2

“But how didn‘t you feel it?”

“Because I was straight for one, and because your mother was my fated mate, she
was already destined to be with me,

she was already dened to be with me, Mateo being Bisexual, could choose, his fe
male mate or male mate, he chose your mother killing his mate, and it somehow f
orged the bond with your mother, he already had feelings for your mother, at firs
t he was jealous of her, but once he met her he forged a bond with her, and in tur
n, I was able to feel the bond through your mother, which was not easy since I wa
s straight and suddenly turning bisexual but only for your father, other men I feel
no attraction for, helps that we were best friends,” 1

“So you just accepted it?” My father shakes his head.

“No, I tried to keep them separated. Maddox hated the idea, he was too possessiv
e, but Seline told us she threw us a bone. It turns out your mother‘s entire bloodli
ne had two mates. The fated mates never accepted each other, so Seline decided
to dabble with the fates, twist it if you will because she liked your mother, she di
dn‘t want the curse to kill her too, s o instead of making two strangers accept
each other, she made us best friends, and instead of bonding two people to your
mother, she bonded your father to me and

DICHTUI VOR
peupyour mother, she bonded ur father to me and me to him when I found my ma
te, I just couldn‘t recognize him until she accepted him but Mateo was supposed t
o be bonded to us both, but if I couldn‘t accept or Maddox history would have rep
eat itself, and you would be the one trying to break that curse, and your mother
would be dead,”

“So what about dad‘s first, mate?”

“She was never intended for him, she was just a detour, Seline told us, a way for
Mateo to prove his love for your mother; basically Seline sacrificed her, which sou
nds horrible, but if you ever go to the Moon Goddess realm, you will understand,
your mother was supposed to be his
other mate just like me, though if history was anything to go off, it would have g
one tragically wrong, and I would have killed your father and in turn

condemned your mother,”

“So I don‘t get it. Who was the chosen mate?”

“Your father, and your mother, I had to choose him, and he had to choose her,”



“Huh, but Kyan and Jonah are different,

“Huh, but Kyan annah are different, though. Neither of them is bisexual,” I tell hi
m.

“But they are friends, that could be enough, you‘re not cursed, so they don‘t have
to be mates; they just need to accept that they can
share. Damn, that sounds so weird to say,” my father says, and I chuckle. 2

“Why is that weird? You have two mates,” I laugh.

“Probably because you are my daughter, I don‘t like the idea of you being with an
y man, let alone two; that‘s just
two assholes I have to fuck up if they break your heart,” I chuckle and shake my h
ead.

“Mum said chosen bonds are stronger. Do you believe that?” I ask him.

“In a sense, they are basically the same; I love your mother and father exactly the
same, and the bond is exactly the same, it‘s just I don‘t know even, not like loving
one more but loving them for different reasons, seeing them differently yet the s
ame, without the other, they wouldn‘t be whole in a sense,”

So the whole light and dark, and I am

“So the whole lighnd dark, and I am guessing you are the dark,”

“No, whatever gave you that idea?” my father laughs. I raise an eyebrow at him.

“Yes, your father was the good easy going one, while I am, let‘s
say, what is that term,”

“Complicated, which exactly explains yours and mum‘s and dad‘s relationship. It‘s
complicated,” I chuckle.

“Hmm, I wonder if I should make that f** ****k
official, change it to its complicated,” 1

“Not if you value your life, pretty sure mummay take that the wrong way,”

“Oh, she definitely would, I could already imagine the sex silence she would put
me i

n,”

“Ew, not a picture I wanted,”

“Then don‘t ever watch our home videos; they will definitely leave a bad image in
your head,” my father laughs at the look o n my face,



“No, there are no videos. Your mother made me delete it, but don‘t tell her I

made me delete it, b lon‘t tell her I backed it up on the cloud and kept a copy, but
since you know
now, do me a favor and delete the video called birthday suit. It isn‘t a streaking vi
deo; just delete and don‘t tell your mother,” I blink at him, unsure if he is being se
rious.

“Oh and the one, called dad‘s birthday surprise part two, just delete that one as w
ell,” 5

“Are you being serious?” I ask him.

“Yes, but don‘t tell your mother I have them. I told her I deleted them,” He says, a
nd I shake my head. 2

“What everyone does it, I‘m sure it isn‘t that odd of a thing to do,”

“What, to film yourselves, what if someone found them,”

“Yeah, that happened already. Your uncle Andrei saw a bit more of your mother t
han he wanted to, he has never let me live it down, and that is exactly why your m
other made me delete them,” I pull a face at that and shake my head.

“Ok, subject change, I did not need to know that information,”

Krow wat mormation,

“But you did, what if I died tomorrow and you stumbled across them, now you kn
ow to delete, see saved you from having that image in your head,” He laughs.

“Why don‘t you delete them,”

“I told you for the sex silence,”

“Sex silence?”

“Yep, that‘s how your mother likes to punish me, kind of like the silent treatment,
but your mother has never been good at being quiet. She is a vocal woman. The
woman can gasbag like talking is going out of fashion. She needs t o get the last
word in, so she found another way to be silent
with sex deprivation,” he says while he glares out the windshield. Clearly
not liking mum‘s punishment, making me wonder if he was currently being punish
ed before I shudder grossed out at the idea of my parents.

“Mum, punish you?” I ask incredulously.

“Ah yeah, she is the one with the vagina and also a Moon Goddess,”



“You could always get it off, dad,” I tell him.

“No, because she commands him not to give me any,” he huffs, and I could see tha
t really bothered him. I laugh, shaking my head.

“Well, thanks for the overshare, dad,” I chuckle.

“Just doing my fatherly job of making shit awkward or embarrassing,” he laughs.

“Pretty sure that isn‘t in the job description,” 1

“No, making you feel better is, though. I know I am not around much, but you can
tell me anything, Marabella. Just because you are grown up now doesn‘t
suddenly make me not your dad, even if it is boy troubles you want to talk about,
I will listen, even to the awkward stuff, then beat those fuckers down
if needed,” he says.

“You don‘t need to beat anyone,” I tell him.

“You sure, I can still turn around. We aren‘t that far out of the City,” I smile, know
ing he would turn around if I asked him to.

TI
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“So what did Kyan say?”

“Something about me regretting it,” My father‘s eyes turn pitch black, and his kn
uckles turn white on the steering wheel.

“Dad?”

“Hmm, yep, you sure you don‘t want met o turn around,”

“Positive, but I think I made him hate me even more,” I sigh.

“He is your mate, he can‘t hate you even if he
wanted to, but it would have hurt physically hurt him,

“How so?” My father drums his fingers o n the steering wheel for a second before
sighing

“Well, kind of like being kicked in the guts and wherever you touch him or he can
feel, kind of like razors under your skin, it‘s hard to explain, but it isn‘t a nice feeli
ng, that I can assure you,”

“Wait, so mum or dad cheated?”



“What, no, no. Of course not, but your father, since I was his mate, felt it when I fi
rst got with your mother and for years

first got with your ther and for years before I met her. I felt terrible when he eve
ntually told us, he didn‘t tell us until years later, and I also felt it before I marked
him too. It used to make me angry or jealous; it was odd. They are both my mates
obviously and the same for them, but before we were all bonded, your father and
I felt it because of each other,” 2

“So when did you choose dad? What made you and Maddox change your mind?” I
ask curiously.

His brows pinch together, and honestly, this was the most my father had ever tal
ked, we talked of course but usually about school or grades or the stuff
mum and dad didn‘t like talking about, never really just talking, not that we didn‘
t, just never really alone to speak.

“At first, I thought it was because of the bond to your mother‘s, but officially, I be
lieve it was when your mother went into heat. Maddox wanted to kill him, but I tr
usted your father and even told him it wouldn‘t be his fault if anything happened.
In a sense, I think I always accepted it, subconsciously anyway. Maddox, however,
didn‘t care your

Maddox, however, ‘t care your mother was his and his only until she went into he
at,”

“But all she–wolves go into heat; he was her mate,” I shrug.

“Yes, but we didn‘t know about the bond then. Maddox changed his mind when h
e realized your father not only loved her enough to kill his other mate for her but
because he was able to resist mating her, not only for her but for us, he loved us
both enough to not touch her despite being heat crazed and wanting to. Your mo
ther tried when she reached the

second faze.” That was one thing that now worried me; if Kyan didn‘t want me, w
hat would happen when I eventually went into heat?

“You‘re not male, so you don‘t understand how bad being heat crazed is; your wol
f can‘t even identify family once locked onto a scent. However, his love for her an
d me overrode the insanity of mating her; it‘s the same for the she–wolf mate. W
e become
crazed with the urge to protect and mate. When he walked in and found them, I e
xpected a bloodbath. Instead, he realized how much your father

Instead, he realized w
much your father loved us; even if your father couldn‘t have her, he would
stand by and protect us even when it hurt him to do so,”

I nod, thinking of my father‘s wolf, he was apparently brutal, but he was a protect
or, and I have never been on the wrong side of my father‘s wolf, so I had trouble t



rying to picture it. Though I feared his wolf from the energy he gave off, you coul
d tell he was lethal. But yet that just made me think of Kyan and his wolf.

The on–edge feeling I got around him was more substantial than my father‘s, whi
ch
made no sense. Maybe I just feared my Kyan‘s wolf more because I hadn‘t met his
wolf yet.

“Have you met Kyan‘s wolf?” I ask him.

“No, actually, I haven‘t. I don‘t think anyone
has. The Octavian bloodline is a bit odd, though. Not in a bad way, but?”

“But like they are hiding something?” I answer for him.

“Yeah, Kyan‘s father was the same, yet I had met his wolf before. Kyan‘s, however,
I haven‘t. Hmm, I never even noticed that

I haven‘t. Hmm, In reven noticed that before, usually; you eventually see everyon
e‘s wolf side once been around them long enough,”

“So you knew Kyan‘s dad well?”

“Yes, he was the Alpha of Alphas like Kyan is now,”

“What was he like?”

“Like Kyan in a lot of ways, he looks identical to his father. They even had the sam
e tattoos. But I can say one thing about him,”

“What‘s that?”

“That he was a better man than I originally gave him credit for, I
owe that man a debt, one I could never afford to repay,”

“What do you mean?”

“He saved someone, someone who is irreplaceable, he gave his life for that perso
n even knowing it would cost his own, and that is something I can never repay,”

“So he died for someone else,” my father nods, but it was clear he wouldn‘t say a
ny

SUTE RESUMEN UTSET H
TC nods, but it was cleale wouldn‘t say any more on the topic when he spoke agai
n.

“I know at the moment you and Kyan are having trouble with the whole being ma
tes thing. But maybe give him a chance, just don‘t tell your mother I said that; you



know she has a soft spot for Jonah, although if you are going to continue being
with Jonah, please don‘t d o anything until Kyan comes around to the idea, he sho
uldn‘t suffer just because you love Jonah too.”

“Kyan hates me; he already said he doesn‘t want me,”

“Did he reject you?” I shake my head, and Kora
whines in my head. She had been listening intently. Kora didn‘t know what t o thi
nk of the whole Kyan and
Jonah situation. However, she agreed with my dad about needing Kyan on board.

“Then he doesn‘t hate you, or if he does, h e still loves you anyway. Just remembe
r, wolves are mated to the human side, not the werewolf side, so even if kyan has
an issue with you doesn‘t mean his wolf will. I think just like his father, he is perce
ived i na certain way, one that isn‘t in his best interest sometimes what
we see and what

na certain way, on at isn‘t in his best interest,
sometimes what we see and what is aren‘t the same,” my father says. 4

That feeling I knew all too well, I too was good at hiding things; maybe Kyan and I
aren‘t so different after all. Kyan‘s text message had me worried, and I wondered
what he meant and what would happen the next time I saw him.

My mind also drifted to Jonah and how it would affect Jonah and Kyan‘s friendshi
p, suddenly realizing how foolish we were. Looking down at my phone, I finally re
ply and pathetically. Sorry, all I typed. I had n o idea what to say but saying nothin
g and not acknowledging his message suddenly felt wrong. It was only moments
before he replied

Kyan: Not yet, but you will be.

I stared at his message, trying to figure out what he meant by it, yet I felt nothing
from him since I hadn‘t marked him or him me.

Kyan: I will see you Saturday since apparently, you will be coming back to the Casi
no for Rose‘s birthday on the weekend

VCCRCTI.

Shit, I forgot her birthday was this week, my
stomach dropped, and my mood plummetted further. I promised I would g o but
would have said no if I knew where i t was held. My father looks over at me befor
e looking back at the road.

“Kyan?” I nod to him when another text message comes through.

Kyan: Don‘t make up
some excuse not to g o either. I will come and get you if I havet o, and you don‘t
want that. Kaif is not happy, and neither am I. 1



Me: Kaif is your wolf right, Jonah mentioned his name.

Kyan: Jonah mentioned many things to you; just remember Marabella, he can onl
y tell you what I allow, nothing more.

Me: Then tell me, Kyan, because if you don‘t want me, at least reject me because I
won‘t just be your doormat.

Kyan: You have been a doormat all your life
Marabella, maybe when you see that, you will stop letting people walk all over yo
u.

Me: People like you?

e Teople Tre you

Kyan: The world, yourself. You are scared of yourself. If you are afraid, why would
n‘t everyone else be? You hide behind your brother. Maybe it‘s about time you
stop hiding.

Me: You‘re a hypocrite, you tell me not to hide, but that is exactly
what you do. You are the same, always hiding behind the image you built, so what
‘s behind it, Kyan? Don‘t tell me not to hide when you hide better than I do.

Kyan: I hide to protect those around me. You hide to protect yourself from those
around you; there is a difference.

Me: You are wrong.

Kyan: No, I am right and you know
I am. I will see you Saturday and leave those ridiculous gloves at home. You don‘t
need them with me around and don‘t think I won‘t come and get you if you try an
d bailout.

That would have to be our longest conversation
yet,” Kora says, and I roll m y eyes at her

“What it is, progress. Say it with me,”

“That would have to be our
longest conversation yet,” Kora says, and I rol y eyes at her.

“What it is, progress. Say it with me,”

“You‘re delusional. He still hates us,”

“At least he is talking to us,”

“Talking at us, not to us, AT” 1



“Talking is talking,” Kora shrugs, wandering off. I shake my head, turni back to th
e window, dreading having see my mother after our argument a now dreading Ro
se‘s birthday.
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My skin itched and burned fiercely at her betrayal, anger coursed through me, ma
king my blood
boil. She was mine, and I never expected her to do such a thing. And with my best
friend of all people.

“You mean your only friend? I told you to mark her,” Kaif snarls in my head. I

expected more of her; we were mates. Jonah, I knew he had feelings for her. It is
evident in the way he never shut up about her. It honestly didn‘t shock me. Howe
ver, how strong Marabella‘s feelings for him in return did.

I was more shocked that she still had feelings for him after finding her mate. I tho
ught it was a crush she had, she had always been rather shy, and I
knew there was something there, but for it to be so

strong after realizing I was her mate astounded me.

Jonah did warn me he wouldn‘t stop pursuing her, but the fact she reacted to him
still really ground my gears. Jonah, however, was full of happiness and bubbly as
fuck; I knew he would be annoying as

hell when he got he could feel him getting closer, and he wasn‘t the least bit apol
ogetic. Kaif growls, feeling Jonah‘s emotions so heightened.

I stare down at my last message, she better show up and be brave enough for onc
e to confront me, or I will drag her ass here, kicking and screaming, and lock her a
way in my basement. 1

“No, next time, you will mark her and keep her before Jonah takes her from us,”
Kaif snarls.

Kaif stirs angrily under my skin when Jonah‘s car pulls up outside, and I find myse
lf stalking out of my room and jogging down the steps. Kaif wanted to kill him, an
d so did I, though I knew that wasn‘t an option since he was tied to us. 1

Jonah lets himself in with his key just as I reach the
foyer. A growl escapes me and echoes around us; he raises an eyebrow at me, unf
azed by me rushing toward him. M y fist connects with his chin and lip when I pun
ch him. Blood gushing out and spilling down his chin and onto his shirt, making Jo
nah glare at me.

He growls at me before wiping his mouth



the back of his hand

“I fucking liked this shirt, dickwad,” Jonah snaps at me. Looking down at his grey
shirt with some emblem on the front. He groans, tugging at his shirt to see the bl
oodstain on the front along the neckline. He huffs, and I ball my hands into fists,
Kaif pressing beneath the surface, his aura washing over me as he tried to settle
down; if I didn‘t punch him, Kaif may have come out and ripped him to pieces agai
n, though he seemed to relax a little his thoughts on Marabella and the pull to go
to her was more potent, he wanted to bring her here where he could watch her a
nd keep her away from Jonah,
but something was nagging at him also, something he wasn‘t willing
to share even with me. 1

“Do you have any
idea how hard blood is t o get out of clothes?” Jonah snaps, tugging it off with on
e hand and tossing it at me. The shirt hits me in the chest, and I grab it.

“That‘s it, that‘s all you got to say?” I ask him, and he smirks, folding his arms acro
ss his chest. Kaif fought against the urge to shift as fur replaced skin on my

arms yet he was mo angered at me than Jonah, which I didn‘t understand. He bla
med me for letting it happen, which angered me more; I never told him to kiss her.

Jonah rubs his chin thoughtfully. “Hmm, Oh yeah, I kissed your mate. Do you wan
t details now? Or did you feel it? You felt it, huh? By the way, My sister punches h
arder than that,” he says, punching my shoulder on his way past me and heading t
oward the kitchen.

Kaif growls at him furiously at his lack of care, yet still, he blames me and not Jon
ah.

“Enough, Kaif,
I ain‘t got time to deal with your homicidal ass, get over it. Blame fuckface, he sh
ould have marked her,
but I probably still would have done i t, not as if I kept it a secret from you; I am h
ere, aren‘t I?” Jonah says, slipping into the kitchen.

I push through the double doors after him, and he rummages through my fridge b
efore grabbing a can of coke out, he slides one across to me on the island bench,
and I grab it before it slides off onto the floor.



“You seem to be ta ng it pretty well,” Jonah comments, and I glare at him, which
he shrugs, infuriating me more before I sigh.

“More at her,” I admit; I honestly expected Jonah too, he was never subtle about
what he wants and I knew he wanted Marabella.

“Why at her, I kissed her not the other way around?”

“Well, for one, she kissed you back, and secondly, I can‘t kill you. Marabella, on
the other hand, will be punished,”

“Punished? What are you going to put her over your knee and spank her, ooh can
I watch?” Jonah asks, and I growl at him.

“Hey, if there is spanking involved, I want to watch. Then I can rub it better be
the good one, while you.... You just be you. I will win, either way, so keep up the d
ouchebag act. It‘s really working wonders for
you,” I chuckle at him as he wiggles his eyebrows; he just kissed my mate and was
acting like it was nothing

If it were anyone other than Jonah, they would be dead by now. Kaif was still

undecided about insting pain on him, but he also knew he would inflict pain on hi
mself. Still, Marabella‘s feelings for him had him convinced he would only be hurt
ing her by doing something to Jonah, which astounded me he would come to that
conclusion at all. Why wasn‘t he trying to tear me apart to get to him? It had me
baffled.

Kaif wanted her, and
he didn‘t care how h e got her, but he kept something fromme, which had me wo
rried because it wasn‘t directed at Jonah but Marabella.

“She didn‘t care about our feelings,” I tell Kaif as he observed Jonah through my
eyes; he snarls before I am suddenly sprayed in coke when my claws slip out and p
uncture the can I was holding, spraying coke all over me. I jump, rushing to the sin
k to discard the can, and I growl at Kaif.

“Should have marked her,” Kaifs hisses a t me while Jonah hands me a tea towel,
and I snatch it from him, wiping my face and the front of my tank top, the crotch
of my grey sweats saturated, making it look like I pissed myself.

“Chill, bro, it‘s juste. Go change them,” Jonah says while I fight the urge t o go sh
ower the syrupy mess off me. The desire becomes too strong, and I hear Jonah la



ugh as I walk out of the kitchen; Kaif knows I‘m not too fond of mess, and now I fe
el sticky. He deliberately did it to get on my nerves.

Walking into my ensuite, I turn the shower on. “You seriously going to shower? Ju
st get a wet cloth and wipe yourself clean, geez.”

“It won‘t help,” I shudder, kicking the door shut but leaving enough of a gap that I
could hear Jonah easily as he moves around in my room. I yank my clothes off, ch
ucking them in the hamper
before stepping in and instantly reaching for the soap. I washed quickly before sh
utting the water off, grabbing a towel, and wrapping it around my waist.

Walking into the bedroom to get dressed, Jonah was lying on my bed, wrinkling t
he straightened comforter while flicking through the pages of one of my family‘s
grimoires, Celeste‘s one. The pages were old and delicate, and he didn‘t have glo
ves on. Walking over, I take it from him,

–tight box, and

setting it back in its Jonah sighs loudly.

“It makes
no sense; Celeste created Kaif; why curse him to your bloodline every twelve gen
erations?”

“Because my bloodline was his first vessel, and because he killed Luna,” I tell him,
wondering why he was suddenly taking a keen interest in the Octavian Curse. He
rarely asked questions, just trusted I knew about what I told him.

“But she created him; how could you curse your own creation?” Jonah asks.

“She didn‘t. Do you not pay attention,” I ask him before sighing.

“Why the sudden interest in my family‘s curse anyhow,”

“Well, if we are sharing a mate, I want to ensure you don‘t kill her, or Kaif does,”

“We are not sharing a mate; Marabella is mine, and I won‘t share, neither will Kaif.
”

“What‘s kaif say, still a definite no?”

“Yes, fucking no, she is mine,” Kaif growls and answers before shoving



growis
and answers berore shoving forward angrily, an I struggle to force him back. Jona
h pores emit the scent of his fear before he stifles it, knowing it would fuel Kaif if
he got a good enough whiff of it.

Kaif settles and seems to think for a second, his mind working
overtime as he thinks of the situation and his
anger dwindles slightly; he hated the idea of Jonah touching Marabella, yet at th
e same time, he worried Marabella would hate us more if he hurt him.

I trusted no one more than I did Jonah. He would keep her safe from us, yet I kne
w it would never work. Kaif wouldn‘t handle seeing them together; feeling them
through the bonds was one thing, but seeing it, he would be uncontrollable. Mara
bella‘s feeling for Jonah stumped him, and he seemed in shock just how strongly
they both felt towards each other, his mind going to Luna and what h e did. The a
gony of her death, I couldn‘t risk either of them like that, and
for oncewe both agreed on something, he knew h e was a monster, and he tried
not to be, but instinct always won with Kaif, he knew it, and I knew it.

Kaif sighs, realizin too; it is what
his curse is about, after all, this was his punishment. To be forever alone, to know
love only to have it taken away and lose it.

“Your thinking about something?” Jonah says, and I shrug, pulling on another tan
k top before tossing him one.

“Put it on, so I don‘t have to look at those damn nipples,”

“Careful I may pierce yours while your asleep next,” He tells me before pulling th
e top on.

“Don‘t fucking touch me in my sleep,”

“Yeah, yeah. It would be worth it though,”

“Really, you want another
broken arm?” I ask him, and he shudders while remembering the last time he star
tled me i n my sleep. Kaif‘s reflexes are always quick, especially when I am asleep.
Kaif broke his arm in three places and accidentally dislocated his shoulder, thinki
ng we were being attacked again.

It‘s been twenty years, and that day constantly played on my mind, how things co
uld have gone differently if dad had not got there in time; he started

training me after thlay, every morning and every afternoon, Lucas taking over wh
en he died, the



same routine. Morning and night, and I still did it daily, but mainly with Jonah, Lu
cas feared me, and h e should.

He could never match me; no one could. Jonah only
by the bond because it weakened Kaif, tying our life to Jonah‘s had consequences,
but it was for the best, especially without my talisman. I needed some way to hel
p restrain him. It was initially meant to be Lucas, but with him aging and his outri
ght fear as I grew older, he would have only angered Kaif killing us all.

“Should I be worried about the party on the weekend?” Jonah suddenly asks, pulli
ng me frommy thoughts.

“Why everything is organized, I saw to i

t,”

“I mean with Marabella being there, Kaif ... I mean, you won‘t do anything, will

you?”

“Just keep away from her,”

“You know I won‘t do that, Kyan, so why

ask?”

“Just do it for now, but I figure something out,”

“You know you could always tell
her, tell her what Kaif is, what you are. Marabella won‘t care; she will still want yo
u,”

“That is exactly why I can‘t tell her; it will end badly, it always does for Kaif; he ca
n not be tamed,” I tell him.

“Yes, but this is the first time Kaif has had a guardian; I won‘t let him hurt her,” Ka
if seemed thoughtful for a second.

Optimistic for once, he didn‘t care who he hurt to
have her; there was only one problem it was always his mate and himself. He wou
ld be his own destruction.

If history was anything to go by, it continuously repeated, and I couldn‘t allow tha
t until we broke the curse, not until we knew for sure she
was strong enough to survive him. Because if he marks her, he will mate her, whic
h will kill her; his love for her would be her end.



Jonah‘s phone starts ringing, and he moves around fetching his phone from his b
ack pocket. He looks at the screen before showing me, and I growl when I realize i
t is Marabella. I wave at him to

H

answer it, and he do Kaif wanted to snatch the phone from him to scold his mate
about kissing him, but upsetting her more held him back. I honestly couldn‘t unde
rstand him; he wanted to
kill Jonah but blamed me; he wanted to punish Marabella for her betrayal but did
n‘t want her to hate him. I was getting a headache from his whiplashing emotions,
none I could understand.

However, when Jonah answered, and her frantic voice came through the phone,
warning Jonah to stay away fromme, he snapped, lurching forward before I even
registered he had control, her concern for Jonah sending blind rage through him.
Jonah jumps also thrown off guard as Kaif shifts, tearing my skin off to shift faste
r before lunging at Jonah while I tried to hone him in, yet I was fighting a losing b
attle as I felt us start to merge, his instincts becoming mine. The sliver of our hum
anity I clung to gave away, as those instincts were telling us to kill him for touchi
ng our mate.
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We were about ten–fifteen minutes from home. My stomach twisted with Kyan‘s l
ast text message, and it was all I had thought about the entire way home. Yet, I b
elieved he would
go through with it. I believed he would drag me there himself i f I didn‘t show up t
o Rose‘s birthday when another thought occurred to me. Jonah.

When he said I would regret it, did
he mean by hurting him? That was the only way to get even, my family was untou
chable, but Jonah wasn‘t.

“Well, ring him,” Kora hisses at me, and I fumble with my phone; I start typing wh
en Kora starts to worry, insisting I ring him to be sure. Her worry made my alread
y heightened anxiety so much worse.

“You ok?” my father asks, and I nod, dialing his number.

“Yeah, just want to check on Jonah,”

“But you just saw him. He will be fine,”

“But if he goes to Kyan‘s?” I chew my lip

nervously.



“Did he threaten Jonah?” My father growls, and I shake my head because he hasn‘
t. Still, the worry ate at me.

“Marabella?”

“No, but he wasn‘t happy. What if he does something to Jonah?”

“Not likely. Those two seem close, always have been, but if it makes you calm do
wn, just ring Jonah,” My father says before yawning. He covers his mouth with th
e back of his hand, and I suddenly felt guilty for making him pick me up.

“Jonah?” Kora mutters, and I shake my thoughts away, hitting the call button. Th
e phone rings as my father pulls into the service station just outside of town. The
first time it goes straight to voicemail.

“I need coffee, want one?” my father asks, and I nod to him before redialling Jona
h‘s number. My heart rate increases the longer it rings, and Jonah finally
picks up, and I let out a breath of relief.

“Told you he is fine,” My father says before getting out of the car.

“Jonah?” I yelp, relieved to hear his voice.

“Hey, what‘s up? I am.”

“Don‘t go to Kyan‘s Jonah. Promise me you will stay away from him,” I shriek
in panic. I didn‘t know if Kora or I spoke. Our thoughts felt like they were muddlin
g into one.

“Huh, I am with....” I hear a growl that is more like a roar as Jonah‘s words are cut
off.

“Oh fuck,” Jonah says before I hear a crashing sound and
snarls booming through the phone.

“Mine,” Comes a deep gravelly voice that raised goosebumps on my arms. Whose
voice was that? I wondered when more crashing sounded in the background.

OOO

“Jonah?” my voice trembled, I could more bangs and crashing sounds.

“Kaif, stop,” I hear Jonah‘s voice stammer out before the sound
of glass breaking reaches my ears.

“Jonah!” I shriek, ripping the phone away frommy ear. Kora pushes against my sk
in, and my claws slip into my father‘s



SKIn, and my claw momy father’s car
seat, and the phone slips through my fingers as my gloves tear off my hands.” Kor
a,” I grit out, trying to stop her from shifting

Snatching my phone from where it fell in my lap, more crashing can be heard befo
re I hear a long, harsh wheeze come through the phone before hearing another v
oice, not Jonah‘s or Kaif‘s.

**********

Jonah POV

“Jonah?” Marabella shrieks
through the phone, and I pull it away, my ear ringing from how high–pitched her v
oice rang out. Placing it back to my ear, I answer her.

“Hey, what‘s up? I am–”

“Don‘t go to Kyan‘s Jonah. Promise me you will stay away from him,” Marabella r
ushes out, not letting me finish.

“Huh, I am with...” A furious growl erupts behind me and makes me turn to look a
t Kyan, only to see Kaif had forced forward.

“Oh fuck,” I curse, trying to jump up off

“Oh fuck,” I curse, ying to
jump up of the bed just as Kaif lunges at me, his claws slashing down my chest as I
roll off the bed
and smash against the floor. The phone slid across the floor, and I could hear Mar
abella‘s frantic voice screaming out to me, but I was distracted and unable to ans
wer when Kaif‘s foot went to stomp on my head

“Mine,” Kaif‘s terrifying voice booms loudly, and I only just move my head to the s
ide before his foot crushes my skull, his heel coming down on my shoulder, and I
groan before punching him between the legs as he stood over me. He growls, but
his knee gives way as he lurches forward, stumbling over the top of me.

I start to shift when Kaif kicks me, sending me flying into
the wall and books topple down off the shelf smashing on top of me. His kick to
my stomach winds me, and I gasp for breath as I crawl to my feet.

“Kaif, stop,” I scream at him when he grabs me by my shorts, his claws on his othe
r hand sinking into my shoulder before he tosses me into the dresser mirror.

The mirror shatters before the frame falls

on me, and I roll off the dresser. Marabella screams my name through the phone,
which only angers him more as he looks around frantically for her voice.



Giving me a moment‘s reprieve as I prepared to shift. A large chunk of the mirror
was embedded in my shoulder blade, and I yank it out with a pained groan. Kaif, h
earing it slaps at his back as the line slices through him, and his back arches from
taking on my wound before quickly healing himself.

“Jonah, Jonah,” Marabella cries into the phone, and Kaif growls, upturning the be
d as he looks for the phone when the door bursts open. Lucas rushes in with a bat,
a god damn bat.

“Jonah, run,” Lucas yells at me.

He swings the bat at Kaif, letting out a war cry, and Kaif pivots on his heel, grabbi
ng i t mid–swing and prying it from his hands before launching him back out the d
oor in which he came in. Kaif stalks after him, and he slashes the door frame with
his claws. 1

I clamber to my feet unsteadily, urging

Jax to shift, and I feel my bones start snapping when Kaif freezes when Marabella
calls out his name. He
spins around, snarling, and smacks his head on the door frame forgetting to duck.
He groans, his giant hand raking down his face as he rubs the spot he struck on t
he door.

“Keep calling him Marabella,” Lucas calls out breathlessly. She must have heard h
im because she started calling Kaif‘s name, his eyes scanning the floor before h e
barges me out of the way, scooping up the phone off the floor where it
landed next to the ensuite. His fingers are too big to work the screen, and he gro
wls in frustration. 1

“Kaif, can you hear me?” Marabella asks. Her voice stammers out shakily, and Kaif
prods the phone, his claws getting in the

way.

“Why can‘t I see? Why does it not work?” Kaif growls; his claws scratching my pho
ne screen that had a crack down the screen.

The phone starts beeping, and I recognize the noise and realize Marabella heard

him. The phone signally she was trying to change the call to a video one.

“Give it to Jonah. Jonah can do it,” Marabella tells him, and Kaif growls, spinning
to look at me.

“You, you do it. Make it work my fingers n o good,” Kaif says, gripping my arm and
thrusting the phone in my chest, and I grab it, pressing the touch screen for it to
connect.



Marabella‘s tear–filled face appeared on the screen, and she seemed to be in her
father‘s car still when Kaif snatches the phone fromme. His hands stroking the sc
reen and cutting off the picture, and I take it from him. He growls, reaching for i t,
but I pull it away.

“You can‘t touch the screen; it will hang u p,” I tell him, offering it back to him bef
ore collapsing on the floor at his feet. 1

“No, touching screen,” Kaif mutters to himself. 1

“Where did she go?” Kaif suddenly booms, and I roll my eyes when Lucas hesitantl
y steps in the room, hands up as

he moves along the wall. The
movement does not go unnoticed by the eight–foot monster staring at the phone
screen.

“I can fix it,” Lucas says while holding his hand
out for the phone. My heart beats faster as Kaif continued to stare at him for a fe
w tense seconds.

“Hello, are you there?” Marabella calls out, and Kaif looks down at the screen.

“You fix,” he tells Lucas, who nods, reaching out and taking the phone from Kaif‘s
grip. He fiddles with the phone, and the phone must go back
to the video call because Marabella speaks.

“Lucas, where are Jonah and Kaif?”!

“Right here, but um Kyan is, um Kyan isn‘t in control,” Lucas stutters out as Kaif g
rowls at him, reaching for the phone.

“Let him hold it; you will cut the phone out again,” I tell Kaif. Lucas holds the pho
ne, turning it to face Kaif, who leans down, squinting at the screen, and I see Mar
abella‘s startled expression. She must houa baan
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have been expecting Kyan‘s appearance with Kaif in control. By the look on her fa
ce, I know she wasn‘t expecting to come face to face with his Lycan form. Marabel
la gasps, and her eyes dart to the side. I hear Ezra‘s voice in the background soun
ding startled.

“What the fuck is that,” 4

“I think it‘s Kaif,” Marabella answers her father.



“You come here. Here now. You are mine, not Jonah‘s,” Kaif tells her.

“Here now, you come to me,” Kaif growls at her, and her mouth opens and closes
as she glances away for a second.

“You can talk while like that. But you... you are?” Mara doesn‘t finish, and I watch
her on
the screen as she stares at Kaif, he stands upright, and she gasps again. Lucas‘s ha
nd holding the phone shakes, and Kaif‘s chest takes
up the image of him on the screen.

“How do we get her here? You come when Kyan rings you this way,” Kaif says, loo
king down at me next to his feet.

“I live down the road from you Kaif, Marabella went home. She isn‘t in the City,” I
could hear Marabella whispering with her father, her face turned
away from the screen.

“Jonah, are you ok?”

“I‘m fine, Mar–” Kaif‘s growl cuts me off, and he reaches for the phone, and Lucas
jumps, pulling it away from him and pressing further into the wall.

“Your claws Kaif, you can‘t hold the phone. You need to shift back,” Lucas blurts o
ut.

“No, Kyan can‘t, he won‘t. He fuck things up again. I won‘t let him; she is mine,”

“Yes, yes, I am yours, Kaif, but you can‘t stay like that. You will hurt Jonah,” Mara
bella says, and I see her look away for a second before shrugging on the screen.

“He touches you, he deserves pain, you are mine, he put his peasant lips on you,”
Kaif tells her. I roll my eyes at him. 1

“He is your friend,” Mara tries to reason, and Kaif huffs, baring his teeth at me.

Mara shook her head, and I was pretty sure she would tell him anything right now
to ensure I was alive.

“You let him,” Kaif roars, ripping me up off the ground, and Marabella shrieks as
Kaif gripped my throat.

“You come here, or I hurt him, make you watch,” Kaif snarls, his grip tight as his cl
aws slipped into my collarbone before I hear it crack. Kaif groans and drops me, cl
utching his shoulder, my pain becoming inflicted on him.

“I will come to you on Rose‘s birthday, but you need to
shift back, or I won‘t visit, leave him alone, you....you,”



“Lycan,” Lucas offers.

“I thought they didn‘t exist,” Marabella mutters, looking away.

“Well, how the heck else you explain that,” I hear Ezra‘s voice.

“Did
you know?‘ She asks her father, becoming distracted, and Kaif growls low i n the
back of his throat when Ezra scoffs.

‘No, how could I know? I don‘t even think

your mother knows this one,

“Who is with you, who is that? You kiss him too?” Kaif snarls, and Marabella‘s face
turns back to the screen, looking appalled.

“What no, he is my father,”

“You not kiss him then?”

“No, definitely not, well maybe on the cheek, but not like Jonah,” Marabella says,
and Kaif nods before scratching his ear making it fold over on top of his head.

“You do not kiss Jonah anymore, only like father,” Kaif glares down at me. This un
civilized brute was impossible. Right now, I needed Kyan back. Just beneath my s
kin, Jax was ready and alert since Kaif wasn‘t willing to shift back
and give Kyan the ultimate control.

However, Kaif almost seemed normal right now. Besides the hairy monster standi
ng over me, we managed to
speak with him, which was the most I had seen him speak. Not that he couldn‘t, b
ut in this form, usually Kaif just growls and grunts.

This animalistic side is unreasonable and unmanageable; his injuries are the only
way to force him to let go of control. Though Marabella had pulled him back, h e s
eemed almost human, despite being in this form.

“No, no kissing, but can you give Kyan control?”

“You like Kyan?” Kaif asks, and Marabella bites her lip and nods, clearly lying.

“Me no like him either. He has shit for brains and washes his hands
too much,” Kaif huffs. 5

“I give you Kyan; you come here on the flowers birthday,”

“No, Rose! You simple–minded brute, my sister,” I tell him while shaking my head.



“The dwarf with the rainbow in her hairs?” Kaif says with a huff.

“Yes, Rose, you have met her heaps of times,”

“No, Kyan meets her, I only meet you and him,” Kaif says, pointing a sharp curved
claw at Lucas, who pulls away.

“Kaif, change back, please” Marabella begs.

“Then you come here; you stay with me

here,”

“Mm–hmm,” Marabella hums, nodding her head to him. Kaif seems unsure as he fl
exes his hairy fingers, and I feel Kyan shackled within Kaif. The same monster, an
d warlock merged into one, creating a bigger more threatening beast. Still, there
was only one Kaif, and this was his proper form, one Kyan only understands as ins
tinctual barbaric and purely Kaif.

Usually, the slivers of Kyan I get were just fragments, while
Kaif is almost calm. I realized Kyan subconscious was constantly at battle with Kai
f‘s urges, making me wonder if Kyan realized how much he fought, or did he think
they were one in the same because I could feel two sides to Kaif, Kaif being the
most dominant. Still, Kyan, I could feel beneath the surface, I just never realized
before.

“Ok, but you come to me soon,” Marabella
nods her head, and Kaif shifts suddenly, and Marabella shrieks, her lips pressing i
nto a line, and I see a hand go

over her eyes. I realize Ezra had covered her eyes by the wedding band on his ring
finger

“Point the camera elsewhere,” Ezra booms, and Lucas jumps, scrambling with the
phone and turning it around. Kyan cracks his neck and back before shooting a glar
e at Lucas. He stalks over to him, snatching the phone from his grip.

“What did you do?” He bellows at Marabella.

“Nothing, I rang Jonah, not you asshole,” I was shocked by her words; I never hear
d her speak back to anyone, let alone with the tone she used.

Kyan growls, and I hear the phone cut out as she hangs up on him.

“What happened?” Kyan demands while turning to face me.

“Wait, you don‘t know?”

“Would I be asking if I did?” Kyan snaps. Lucas and I look at each other.



“See, this is exactly why we can‘t share her. When it comes to Marabella, all bets

ner. when it comes Marabella, all
bets are off. He will take complete control of m e when it comes to her. He block
ed me out, he never does that, we merge, but he doesn‘t block me out, she is my
weakness, can‘t you see that?” Kyan snaps, pointing at me.

“Kyan?”

“Shut up this has nothing to do with you,” he snarls glaring at his uncle over his sh
oulder.

“He listened to her, Kyan; he stopped because of her,” I snap back at him, and h e
pauses, his mouth opens with his next rant before
he closes his mouth, clearly stunned.

“That‘s not possible,” Kyan murmurs, looking at Lucas, who nods to him.

“Just like your father said, Mara is Kaif‘s redemption,” Lucas says.

“Not at the cost of her life; she won’t be,” Kyan says before stalking out of the ro
om.
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Hanging up
the phone, my father stared out the windscreen. His mouth opened and repeated
ly closed, trying to find his words and I was honestly just as shocked a s him. 3

“I didn’t imagine that; you saw an oversized dog on two legs too, right?” He asks,
turning his head slowly to look over at me. I quickly nod, clutching my phone t o
my chest. 1

“Good, I thought I was going mad, that your mother‘s crazy was rubbing off on m
e,” He says, letting out a breath. I raise an eyebrow at him. 2

“That’s it? That‘s all you have to say,”

“Well, it could have been worse. Kyan could have shifted into a donkey or unicorn,
something, at least
he is kind of the right species,” I chuckle at him, and m y father scratches his chin,
thoughtfully muttering under his breath before blinking rapidly and shaking his h
ead. 3

“How, though? And he spoke, not well but

it could talk,”



“Mum can talk in wolf form,” I remind him.

“Exactly Marabella, wolf form, he was in ... In... like in beast mode on steroids. He
definitely ate his weetbix. Did you see the size of him,” I roll my eyes at him.

“Should we tell mum?”

“We should definitely tell mum, wait, are you two on talking terms, I know you ha
d a fight, but you must tell her; she may be able to do her Moon Goddess voodoo
crap and
find something out,” I sigh. He appeared to be in shock; I had never seen him ram
ble so much. 3)

“What does Maddox think about him?” I ask.

“He
thinks if we gotta fight that monster, we gonna need ya fathers help, will havet o
tag team that thing, I will get him from the top, ya dad can take the torso,” he say
s, and I snort, covering my mouth with my hand to try to stifle my laugh. 1

“I’m being serious; he was huge,” he says, starting the car. 2

*************

We told mum, well, dad did the moment w e got through the door. Both mum and
dad sat listening to him ramble on, asking random questions, and I eventually sn
uck off, unable to listen to them discuss Kaif. I felt they were wrong about him. K
aif, to m e didn‘t seem that bad.

Kora remained quiet, and I could tell she was actually scared of Kaif. We actually f
eared something more than our mat. Instead, I feared his Lycan more, yet I could
n‘t help but think I was missing something, something important. Kyan was a witc
h, yet a Lycan, apparently. How was it possible to be two things at once, let alone
an extinct species. Hearing my door open up, I see my mother pop her head throu
gh the crack of my open door.

“Good, you‘re awake,” she says, pushing the door wider before stepping into the
room. She walks over to my dresser and grabs my hairbrush before sitting on the
edge of the bed

“I already brushed it,” I tell her, and she gives me a look, and I roll my eyes before
sitting between her legs on the floor. She tugs my braid out when
Eziah comes into

the room

“Yes, Eziah,” He ignores mum sitting on the floor beside me, and my mother sighs.
She reaches over and chucks him a pillow, and he lays down on his side propped u
p o n his elbow.



“Take it, dad told you?” I ask him.

“Yeah, he never talks that much, and I have never seen him look frightened befor
e,”

“Great, I am doomed then,” I huff.

“You are not doomed, don‘t say that,” My mother scolds.

“Did you know about this too?” I ask, looking up at my mother over my shoulder.
She brushes my cheek gently.

“That I did not know, I knew his family came from Salem witches, but that was it, I
had no idea he was a Lycan,”

“If you knew she was his mate, why do you always push her towards Jonah?” Ezia
h asks, and my face heats at his words. My brother shrugs.

“Well, she does; it‘s not like it is a secret; she isn‘t very subtle about it,” Eziah say
s.

she isn’t very
sud Gosh, Eziah looked like my father, had the same goofy personality, and was al
ways bubbly. My other father was like the king o f the kids. Eziah gets that
outgoing personality from him, while I got mum‘s curses and my father‘s more res
erved nature, quiet but not of my own choosing. I wish I was more like Eziah, not
having a care in the world, able to have friends. It sucks always living in
his shadow. Still, shadows hide monsters, and that is what I was; it seems fitting I
would be mated to a monster too. 2

Mum runs the brush through my hair a few times before speaking.

“When Seline was teaching me how to make the bonds, I asked about both of you
rs. Some fates can‘t be chosen; I would have chosen Jonah if I had a choice. I tried
to merge your bonds so many times; Jonah‘s chased
yours, but Kyan always stopped him, merging back with you, and you sought him
out too. Another fate seemed to decide for you both, a fate I couldn‘t tamper
with,”

“So you really tried?”

“Of course I did, so did Seline. She

couldn‘t explain it either, and I researched Kyan‘s bloodline multiple times, looki
ng for answers but found nothing, except that his bloodline came from Salem wit
ches, ancient strong magic, magic that doesn‘t exist today, or you would think an
yway. I knew it existed, though. Kyan‘s father possessed the same dark energy th
at has always surrounded Kyan,”



“Dad said Dominic was a better man than he gave him credit for, that his father di
ed for someone,” Mum nods her head, and Kora and I had wrestled with it all afte
rnoon until I went back through my text messages, finding the first one Kyan eve
r sent me and it suddenly made sense.

“It was me, wasn‘t it? Dominic died to save me,”

“It‘s not your fault Marabella, you didn‘t kill him. He chose to save you; he knew y
ou were Kyan‘s mate. Dominic knew from the first time he met you that you woul
d both be mates,”

“Is that why her mate hates her?” Eziah asks, and I look at my carpet beneath me.
I knew some part of him would hate me

I knew some per for being why his father is dead.

“Kyan doesn‘t hate her; you can‘t hate your bonded,” I snorted. That was obviousl
y a lie.

“He hates me, mum, he told me himself,”

“Maybe he doesn‘t hate you but hates what you mean to him, what you could bet
o him, Marabella,”

“Then why Jonah than,”

“Jonah should have been yours,”

“But he‘s not,” I sigh, already knowing that. My mother stops brushing my hair, an
d I look up at her when I notice Eziah is watching her.

“What?” I ask, seeing her expression turn clouded.

OAA

“Fates forgive me; I have to give her something,” She whispers almost too low for
me to hear. Eziah‘s brows furrow, and he picks at the carpet, looking down at the
floor with an intense look on his face.

“Jonah has no mate, Marabella. We never bonded him, we left him to choose his
own mate, hoping you would choose him

own mate, hoping y would choose him over Kyan and that he would choose you,”
my mother whispers.

VIA



“So you left him to be on his own? How could you do that to him?” I ask, pulling a
way from her, that was my worst fear. I feared it more than my mate hating me. F
eared having no one to be mine.

“Because he deserves the one
he was chosen for, Jonah deserves you, he is your opposite, and his soul matched
yours perfectly; he took away the darkness,

“What about Kyan‘s? We must be the same for the fates to decide,”

“Darkness attracts darkness, craves it, Marabella,”

“So you are saying if I don‘t choose Jonah, I will turn dark?”

“No, I am saying your future will be dark,”

“Kaif won‘t allow it, mum, Kyan would never allow it,”

“That‘s the beauty of
choice, just because Kyan and Kaif forbid it doesn‘t mean you have to accept it,”

They’ra bant fui

11

They‘re best friends; they have a ,“I pause. Was this something I was allowed o sh
are? I had a feeling it wasn‘t. That Jonah and Kyan didn‘t want anyone to know ab
out the bond they shared.
Kyan already hated me. One secret of his was out, and I wasn‘t about to tell anoth
er to the world.

“They have a what, Marabella?”

“They are best friends; I don‘t want to come between them; who would Kyan hav
e left if I took his friend away?” 1

“Sometimes the
best choices to make are t o not make any Marabella, don‘t choose then, keep the
m both. Who knows, maybe their bond will save them, save you,”

My head whips to the side to look at her.

“You know they have a bond?”

“I am the Moon Goddess. I noticed Jonah‘s aura changed. It had flickers of Kyan‘s
through it; I thought it might have meant they were like your fathers, but I realize
d it must have been something to d o with Witchcraft because it seemed at certai
n intervals, Jonah was taking more before returning it to Kyan like he filtered



“On the contrary, I you too much, a m
not meant to meddle, and if you keep pouting like that, I may just go meddle with
your mate, mate you to german shepherd if you take that whiny tone with me ag
ain,”

“What? She gets a cool ass Lycan I get an actual dog? How is that fair?” I laugh at
him, and my mother chuckles when he storms out of the room.

“I never said I did meddle, yet,” Mymother whispers and laughs.

“That boy, good thing he‘s good looking like his dad because he ain‘t the sharpest
tool in the shed, that‘s for sure,”

“Yeah, I feel sorry for his mate when he finds her, be like having a kid instead,”

“Your brother‘s future is bright, though first, he needs to get past the dark parts.
Seline did tell me that much,”

“Well, that doesn‘t sound very bright,” I tell her. She nods but doesn‘t say anythin
g more on the matter as she quickly braids my hair again before kissing me goodn
ight and leaving my room. Climbing in bed, I set my alarm on

room Climbing in c. 1 set my alarm on my phone. Rose was coming over tomorrow,
and I was excited to see her.

Mum said Uncle Adrian
was having trouble with her, so mum offered to have her for a sleepover, though
I wasn‘t too keen on her and I sneaking off to the City t o some party she
invited to, parties weren‘t my thing, but she said if I
didn‘t g o, she would go by herself.1

Rose also said if
I dobbed her in, she wouldn‘t forgive me, that I should learnt o live a little, so I de
cided to take one out o f the Rose handbook and try and have fun, besides no one
will knowme there, maybe it would be fun. 2

Setting my phone down, I hesitate before picking it back up, opening my message
s, and sending Kyan a text message.

Me: I am sorry your father died for me. I‘m sorry I‘m the reason you are alone.

I didn‘t expect a reply, so I was a little shocked when my phone buzzed in my han
d as I sat it down. My hands
shook as I opened the text, wondering if maybe I shouldn‘t have said anything,

Kvan. Ilm sorry he died too but he did the

delet
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UTIVE SU

Kyan: I‘m sorry he died too, but he did the right thing when saving you. I don‘t bla
me you, not anymore. Now
try and sleep, and I will see you on Saturday, goodnight Ella.

Kora presses forward and reads the text message, and I feel she has the same str
ange feeling stirring in her stomach; for once, it was warm and not the usual cold
ness I got when near him.

Pulling the blankets up, I tuck myself in, for once not feeling so hopeless, only wh
en I drift off, I dream of that voice again, the one that used to comfort me when I
was younger. The one that used to tell me it would get better.

“Don‘t let him go, fight for him, Bella, and he will fight for you too. You just need
to show him you‘re strong enough to survive him. Your fate isn‘t over yet,” the vo
ice tells me. 3

One that was familiar, and I couldn‘t figure out where else I had heard it besides
my own head, the whispers behind my ear, the nagging voice that kept me from e
nding my life before Kora came to me. It was that man‘s voice that

besides my own head, we whispers behindmy ear, the nagging voice that kept me
from ending my life before Kora came to me. It was that man’s voice that kept me
sane when no one would listen, a figment of my imagination, yet something told
me it was more than that.
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The
following morning Rose bounded into the house like her ass was on fire, her body
barging into me the moment my mother opened the door as she engulfed m e in
a hug. Rose
was like a burst of rainbow sunshine, bright and bubbly with a dash of crazy.

She was one of those people you looked at and wondered
what she was up to now. The wild child, yet she was also a tomboy. Jonah walks in
behind her, carrying a mountain load of bags and covered in a vanilla milkshake a
nd not looking very impressed at all.

“What‘s happened to you?” I ask.

“One guess,” he says, glaring at his little sister.

“Come on, bro, it was an accident,” Rose says, batting her eyelashes at him.

“You threw it at me,” I chuckle, watching them bicker, and Rose gives him puppy
dog eyes, and he rolls his.



“But I‘m your favorite sister; it was an accident scouts honor,”

“Your my only sister, and you‘re not a girl scout,” he says, shooting her a look.

“You tipped it on me first and called me a brat for spilling it on the seat,”

“I was braking. Would you rather I hit the car in front?” Jonah scolds, and she shru
gs.

“Where is Casen? Isn‘t he usually assigned to Rose?” I ask.

“Right here,” Casen says. He did not look impressed walking in behind Jonah with
his own bag.

“You moving in?”
I ask Rose, looking at the amount of luggage she brought with her.

“No,” She says as Casen walks over to her.

“Put it in Marabella‘s room,” Rose says, and Jonah glares at her.

“I am not your slave; why
do you need all this stuff? You are staying for two days and one night,” Jonah huf
fs before kissing my mother‘s cheek on his way past, heading for the stairs.

“Eziah, where you hiding, pretty boy,”

Rose calls out, stalling past me toward the Kitchen

“Uncle Mateo,” Rose squeals and greets him with a slap on the back. My
father arches his back, and Rose chuckles.

“God, help us,” He mutters, walking over t o shake Casen‘s hand.

“Mara,” Jonah hisses nodding toward the stairs.

“Doors remain open,” my father calls to m e as I trudge up the stairs after Jonah.
2

“We aren‘t doing anything,” I hiss.

“Yet,” Jonah calls over his shoulder. 4

“You little – big, ah, 1.5–meter rule Jonah, whatever you do to her, I will do to you,
”



“Oh, la la, daddy Kink,” Jonah taunts, and my father growls as we disappear aroun
d the corner. Walking down the hall, I spot Eziah peeking out one of the spare be
droom doors.

“Psst,” He hisses at me as I pass him.

“What are you doing?” I ask him. Eziah glances over my shoulder.

“She still down there,

“Mum, yeah, she is talking to Casen and Dad,”

“No, Rose,” he whispers, glancing about like she will pop out at any minute.

“Oh my god, what did you do?”

“I visited Uncle Andrei last; I sprayed her and her friends in mud and puddle water
when I took off,” He snickers before he suddenly shrieks, eyes going wide as sauc
ers before nearly knocking me over as he takes off running

“There you are, you wanna run Eziah,” Rose says, chasing him down. She tackles h
im into the wall placing him in a headlock.

“Mum, Mum,” Eziah squeals as she bends his arm back while wrapping her legs ar
ound his torso. Jonah shakes his head, continuing to my room.

“Be nice to your cousin, Eziah,” My mother calls back, and Rose laughs at him. 2

“Don‘t just stand there, help me,” Eziah hisses as she starts yanking
on his hair. Eziah bites her leg, and she wails,

Eziah bites her
les punching into his arm. “No fair, I can‘t hit you back,” Eziah yells at her.

“You punch like a pussy anyway,” Rose says, putting him in a chokehold.

“Casen, fetch the brat,” Jonah calls over his shoulder, and I hear a groan downstai
rs before Casen starts stomping u p the steps toward us.

“You little turd, you bloody covered us all. That was my favorite shirt. You embarr
assed me,” Rose says while Eziah squeals trying to untangle her limbs while squir
ming on the ground like a slug. I hurry after Jonah, knowing a brawl is likely to st
art when Casen grabs her. 2

“Thank god she is staying with you for the night; she is already driving me nuts,” J
onah says, dumping Rose‘s bag on the end of the bed.



“She is alright, she is just,” My
words are suddenly cut off by Jonah‘s lips as he grabs me, ripping me toward him
and crushing me against his chest, his lips crashing against mine.

“Jonah, Kyan,” I mumble against his lips.

“He will get over it,” Jonah says, pecking my lips and squeezing me tightly when t
he door opens, and we quickly pull apart. My cheeks heat, but Jonah doesn‘t let
meg o instead of sitting on the edge of my bed and pulling me on
his lap while my brother collapses on my floor. I could hear Casen and Rose argui
ng in the hallway.

“Lock the door,” Eziah chokes out when Rose comes in, and Eziah shrieks darting
u p off the floor and jumping
on the other side of my bed and hiding behind Jonah.

“Rose!” Casen says, leaning on my door frame with his arms folded across his ches
t. He glares at Rose, and
she rolls her eyes at him and huffs. My face heats at everyone walking
in while I squirmed on Jonah‘s lap, trying to get off him, but he held me in place,
burying his face in my neck. 2

“I will drag you back home, Rose,” Casen warns her, and she growls.

“Fine,” Rose huffs. She turns to look at Eziah and her eyes narrow at him.

“I‘m sorry you fight like a girl and squeal like bitch,” Rose tells Eziah. Her hair was

every color of the rainbow, and she ran her fingers through her long hair before l
ooking at her black fingernails. Casen facepalms himself, “Goddess, give me stren
gth,” Casen mutters, and Rose pokes her tongue out at Eziah.

“Happy,” She
asks Casen, and he glares at her, but she pushes past him; he growls, following af
ter her.

“She needs Lobotomy,” Eziah mutters.

“Sorry, cuz, glad she is your sister and not mine,” Eziah says, tapping Jonah on the
shoulder before climbing off my bed and sticking his head out the door to make s
ure she is gone before darting off.

“If Rose gives you any trouble, ring me, and I will come to get her,” Jonah says, m
aking me look at him.

“You‘re not staying?” I ask him and he shakes his head.

“No, I have to get back to the pack. We are doing the Alpha challenge on
Sunday when we get back from the City after Rose‘s party. Dad wants me to train



with him tonight; your
mum said she would take Rose to the City and talk with her,”

Talk with Rose, what for,”

“Her and mum have been clashing something shocking. Dad asked me to take her
into the City for a few weeks after her birthday to give mum a break, Casen disag
rees, but he always does when it comes to actually punishing her for her behavior,
”

“Casen didn‘t seem too happy with her,“I admit remembering the look on his face
when he stepped inside.

“Yeah, he thinks we should just tell her, let him handle her,”

“Tell her what?” 5

“Shit, I forgot you don‘t know, forget I said anything, and don‘t say anything to R
ose,”

“Tell her what?” I ask, and he sighs.

“Just forget I said anything. I need to leave but ring me if she becomes too much.
Casen is staying, and he can usually wrangle her under control,”

“She will be fine; she is always good with me,” I tell him, yet I was also debating w
hether or not to tell him her plans, but

Jonah kisses my cheek and lets me go, and I hop up.

“I gotta go, but I will see you at her party, and are you coming to the Alpha Challe
nge?”

“Of course, but are you sure you want to challenge your father,”

“No, but it is expected, and I have been training for it since I was a kid,” He shrugs,
and I follow him out. 2

**************

Later that evening

**************

Rose passed out asleep while watching a movie, and Casen picked her up and put
her in
my bed. Yawning, I decided to head t o bed early too. The sun had really got to m
e. Rose and I spent all day at the river, it was stinking hot, and we spent all day tal
king and floating around, Casen watching from the shadows wherever we went.



I was glad though, because her falling

asleep meant we would be staying in, and I didn‘t really feel like sneaking off wit
h Rose to get up to whatever she
had planned. Casen had just left to head to the guest bedroom, and I
was slipping my pajamas on when she suddenly sat upright.

“He gone?” She says, and I jump, not expecting her to suddenly sit up.

“Yep,” I yawn, pulling my pajama bottoms up

“What are you doing?” She whispers to m

“Ah, going to bed, it is nearly eight o‘clock, and I am beat,”

“Good, he falls asleep quickly, give him twenty minutes, and he will be out, quick.
Let‘s get dressed,” I blink at her. She can‘t be serious.

“Come on, Mara,” Rose whines.

“Rose, it would be near ten o‘clock by the time we get there,‘

“Good, that‘s when the parties start to get good,” she says, pushing her pajama

Pants down her legs

“You can‘t be serious,”

“Come on, please, before they put me in lockdown again, I never get to leave the
pack,” she says while sending a text message.

“Yeah, because you got picked up by the police last time,”

“That was last year, and I am sick of being locked away. Mum‘s paranoia is suffoca
ting, no one will kidnap me, and I can defend myself, please Mara. I will never ask
again. I just need to get out of here without being smothered for once,” I smile at
her sadly.

Rose always expressed how she felt smothered. My uncle and Aunt were a lot stri
cter with Rose. She never went anywhere without a guard or Casen. I understood
her need for freedom. Still, her idea of fun and
mine were two different things, yet I could also relate.

It sucks living in another‘s shadow, so it must suck even more being front and cen
ter of everyone‘s attention having your every move watched. I understood Aunty
Sage‘s fear. She feared Rose would b

Aunty Sage’s feat.



S eared Kose would
b e kidnapped and have the same tortured life she had before Uncle Andrei rescu
ed her, but even I thought they were a little too strict.

Rose couldn‘t go to her high school dance without a guard or attend anything by
herself, not even birthday parties; she always had someone over her shoulder wa
tching her when we were little. Mostly Casen, and after spending the entire day
with her, I could see how not being free to do anything could be suffocating.

“Fine, but we don‘t stay long, and you remain with
me at all times, your parents will kill me if anything happens to you, and we have
to be back before my parents wake up,”

“And before Casen gets up, I will be fine, you will be there, and I can kick ass, and
all you gotta do is touch them with your grim reaper hands,” She shrugs, and I roll
my eyes at her. Why did I think this was a bad idea?
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Rose starts rummaging through her bag
when her phone pings in her pocket; she pulls it out.

Ten minutes and Maya will be waiting down at the entrance to your place,”

Oh, great, Maya was trouble, but she was Rose‘s best friend

“Whose party is it anyway?” I ask, wondering what to wear. Most of my clothes ar
e sweat pants and oversized shirts. Finding a pair of jeans, I slip them o n before g
rabbing a tank
top and Jacket.” Maya‘s brother is in a band they are performing in the City than
having a party afterward for Henry‘s birthday, which was yesterday,”

“You‘re wearing that?” She asks.

“Hey, I wanted to stay home, and I am not freezing my ass off,”
I tell her pulling my knee–high boots on.

Rose rummages through her bags before pulling out a blue skin–tight little dress
and some heels.

“No, you are not wearing that. Where did

“No, you are
not we ing that. Where did you even get that?” I ask, pulling my gloves on and fle
xing my fingers inside them.

“Borrowed it fromMaya, pretty, don‘t you think?”



“Pretty short, I can almost see your bum, “She shakes it at me. I try to tug it down,
and she swats my hands away.

“Don‘t, I like it,”

“I can see everything,”
I tell her, while trying to tuck her cleavage back in her dress.

“Kind of the point, it‘s a party, and it will probably be the only one I get to go to,”

“You go to parties all the time,”

“Yeah chaperoned parties with Mr cranky pants, you try having fun with him brea
thing down your neck, and when I do manage to sneak off, I am dragged home wit
hin minutes,” Rose mutters. Her phone pings again, and she walks over to the win
dow and tosses her shoes out. They land on the grass with a thud.

“Come on,” She whispers.

UUTTUUN, DIT WITSTUTS.

“We have a door,‘ I tell her.

“What if someone is awake?” I sigh before following her, careful as I use the vines
and climb down. 1

********

***

It took two hours to drive into the City and took only two minutes to lose Rose a
mongst the crowd inside the overfull house. I have spent the last hour and a half
hunting her down as I walked around. I was about to pull my phone out and ring J
onah or even Casen when I finally spotted her.

Stalking over to her, she swayed, and I gripped her arm, taking the plastic cup fro
m her hands. I sniffed it, finding it contained vodka.

“You aren‘t old enough to drink Rose, you are sixteen,”

“Nope, seventeen,” She slurs, tapping her phone. “And I have been seventeen for
an entire,”

She squints at her phone swaying, and I take it from her, glancing around for her f
riend Maya only to find her passed out on

a table.



Fucking hell, she was supposed to be the designated driver, and I was a
nervous driver. I hated driving Walking over to her, I rummage through her pocke
ts for her keys and come up empty. Maya groans, and I tug her up when she shove
s me away.

“Leave me. I am fine,” She snaps,
and I clench my jaw, Kora was on edge, and the vibe I was getting didn‘t feel right.

“Maya, where are your keys?” I ask her shaking her arm. I would put up with the n
ames, but if she thought I was going to leave Rose in some random person‘s hous
e, she was mistaken.

“Hey, leave her be,” says a man who shoves me, and I nearly trip. A growl tears ou
t of me, and Kora pushes our aura out i n warning, and
he steps back with his hands up. Everyone stops around me and stares. I was not i
n the mood to deal with this shit show.

“Woah, woah, it‘s her brother Henry,” Rose slurs, hanging off me completely shitf
aced.

“How much have you drank,” I snap at

her, and she shrugs

“I am ringing Jonah or Casen to come to get us. You were supposed to stay with
m e, not take off,” I scold her.

“She is fine; you don‘t have to leave, let her sleep it off upstairs,”

“No! Maya, your keys now, we are leaving,

“Settle down, just stay. We will drive you both back in the morning. I won‘t let an
ything happen to ya‘s you‘re freaking out for nothing,‘‘ This Henry person says, an
d I glare at him.

“Won‘t let anything happen? You let two underage girls get shitfaced; what kind
of brother are you? She should not be passed out around all these people and
all these unmated wolves. Maya, get up,” I tell her shaking her arm. I knew this w
as a bad idea, and I deserved the scolding I would get when I got home. I just hop
e Jonah forgives me for my stupidity. Her parents were going to kill me.

“You want to go, go. But my sister stays, Samson,” Henry yells, and another man c
omes over

comes over.

“Put Maya upstairs for me and make sure the door is locked,” he tells the
man before wandering off. I watch as he scoops Maya off the
table, shaking his head.



Fuck, now what? I
thought, looking around. I glanced at my phone and knew n o one would get here
for hours.

“What about that hotel we passed, you have the emergency credit card your fath
er gave you,” Kora says, and I nod to her before gripping Rose‘s arm, and she tries
to struggle against me.

“No, I want to stay,” Rose argues.

“No, we are leaving,”

“Rose!” I growled when she tried to shove me away. She falls silent as Kora pushe
s the command over her, and Rose whimpers.

There is a Hotel down the end of the street, we will stay there, and I will find a wa
y for us to get home in the morning,” I tell her.

“So you aren‘t ringing Casen or Jonah?”

“It will be too late by the time they get here and I dont want to enand house

“It
will be too late by e time they get here, and I don‘t want to spend hours here wait
ing, come on,“Itell her, tugging her, and she stumbles, falling flat on her face. I
groan, bending down and ripping her heels off before tossing them to the side of
the room and hauling her to her feet.

“Lead the way,” She slurs, and I roll my eyes, tugging her out of the house.

The fresh air smashes against me, making me realize howmuggy it was inside. I h
ung on to Rose while walking the path down the street, we
passed Jonah and Kyan‘s Hotel on the way here, and it was around the block on t
he main road. I pulled Rose along with me forcing her feet to move. 1

Kora was on edge and alert as we walked along the path, I had never been on this
street before, and it was similar to the main, filled with pubs and clubs. Comingt
o the pedestrian crossing, I look both ways down the darkened street when a gro
up of men comes up behind us. They were
chatting amongst themselves and clearly intoxicated.

The road was clear and I crossed with

The road was clear I crossed with Rose staggering and muttering beside me. Comi
ng past a small park, I went to cut across it when I heard that voice again, the sam
e voice I always hear, the same one from the video recording. I swear it sounded li
ke Dominic‘s, Kyan‘s father‘s voice.

After learning he died for me, my brain conjuring him up; it must be
my guilty conscience. But when



I hear it again, I stop. Goosebumps rise on my arms, and the
back of my neck prickles.

“Not through there, back to
the light, stay in lit areas,” the whisper says. Rose whines, and I turn to tug her to
ward the street lights instead of taking the shortcut. The men behind me are still
following, but I turn down the next corner when I reach the end of the road.

“Not that way,” the voice says, and I freeze. Turning around, I looked up at the str
eet sign. I could have sworn I went the right way, but I didn‘t recognize this road,
and we were only one street away from the main, weren‘t we?

“But we zipped up all those alleyways; maybe we are further than we thought w

“But we zipped up a lose alleyways; maybe we are further than we thought. W e o
nly saw the rooftop sign. It might have been further away,” Kora tells me.

“Which way,” I whisper under my breath.

“Maybe we head back, ask someone at the party for directions,” Sighing, I turn ar
ound, the whispering voice telling
me to run when I am hit in the side of the head.

My vision goes black for a second, and I stagger, barely remaining upright when I
see the men from the crossing, Rose‘s scream fills the air, and I growl before stop
ping

“We can‘t shift; they are human,” Kora shrieks when one pulls a blade,

“Fuck that,” I tell her, not giving a damn when the
blade is suddenly at Rose‘s throat.

“Stay back bitch,” The man‘s voice says a s he clutches her hair. I watch the other t
wo men circle around behind me, and Rose elbows the guy holding her in the sto
mach, he grunts and lets her hair go and she stumbles drunkenly.

I reach for her when the man suddenly

I reach for her whthe man suddenly punches her, knocking her
out cold, and she is left sprawled on the concrete. Kora presses forward, and I scr
eam at her to shift,
a growl ripping out of me, but my aura has no effect on humans. I feel my bones s
tart snapping when of them speaks.

“What the fuck,” he yells when the other two lunge at me at the same time. I scre
am and swing at one, not given enough time to shift.

“Your gloves, your gloves,” Kora shrieks a s we try to remember our training.



Drilled into us at a young age, yet I was never allowed to train with the rest of th
e students. It was far different than learning techniques. A foot connects with my
stomach, and it winds me. I cough, hitting the concrete, and gasp for breath. I see
the other man yanking at Rose‘s dress out of the corner of my eye.

The two men laughing and I
growl, peeling off my gloves, when one of them grabs my hair, ripping my head b
ack. One glove off, I reach back, gripping his hand, and he gasps, his hand letting
go, and I look over my shoulder at him. The other

look over my shoulat him. The other man stares at his friend, grabbing his arms.

“What is it?” He shrieks as the man chokes, black tendrils licking up his arms as he
tries to breathe before he starts pawing at his throat like invisible hands strangl
ed him before he suddenly drops o n the ground. The other man looks at him bef
ore looking at me, his lips pulling back i na snarl.

“What did you do, what you do?” He screams before swinging at me. I duck before
coming
up and palming him the chest, the motion lifting him with a force that shouldn‘t b
e possible as he was sent into the bricks of the building, his
body becoming impaled on a piece of pipe going through his chest. Black mist
rushed out o fme and seeped along the ground, something I had never seen befor
e or knew I could do.

“Pull it back, pull it back, don‘t let it touch Rose,” Kora screams, yanking on the p
ower I didn‘t realize I had, not at this magnitude anyway.

The mist evaporated, and the man stood u P, his mouth agape at his two friends

p, his mouth agape is two friends lying dead. Rose‘s panties in his hands and I felt
the darkness envelop me, feel it searing hot and burning with a wave of anger so
violent I blacked out.

“Enough, enough,” Kora cries out to me, and I try to find her in the darkness. I had
no idea what happened or how long I was out for, but I felt it consume me before
suddenly I was back in the street. Rose lay unconscious a few feet away fromme,
and I glanced around, trying to figure out what happened before looking down.

My hands shook, and I could hear my phone ringing in my pocket when I noticed
my hands were coated in blood, m y clothes drenched in it like I bathed in it. The
man‘s face was
caved in, his brains splattered on the pavement below, completely unrecognizabl
e, his facial features no longer existed.

“What have I done?” I whisper. Kora tried to soothe me, but I could feel her fear.
She feared me, feared us.

“We need to get out of here,” She stutters i n my head

“I killed them,” I gasp, falling on my butt



“I killed them,“Iga falling on my butt and scrambling away from the man‘s mutilat
ed body.

“We need to get Rose out of here, Marabella,” Kora stammers, her shock making
mine just as bad.

“Marabella,” Kora roars in my head as I continue to stare at the man‘s corpse. I no
d my hands shaking as I fumbled for m y phone to call someone.

“Ring dad, or Jonah, they will fix it,” Kora whimpers.

“They will make it go away,” She sobs.

I tried to unlock my phone, but my
hands were drenched in blood, and the shaking made my fingers slip over the scr
een. I wipe my hand on my pants and sniffle, managing to unlock my phone.

“I‘m going to Jail. Everyone will know,” I sob as I start going through my contacts
when I hesitate, coming across his number.

“Call him, call him, he will know what to do o. He handles this sort of stuff,” Kora
urges and my finger hovers over the screen before hitting call.

screen before hittinll.

I glance at Rose, her chest falling and rising, and I wipe my face with my hand, list
ening to the phone ring. Tears trekked down my cheeks and I shook uncontrollabl
y.

“Where are you?” Kyan asks, h voice a growl through the phone. I sputter, unable
to speak through my crying.

“Ella, where are you? Tell me I will come t o get you,” Kyan says, and I could hear t
he sound of his car‘s engine in the background. 2

“I‘ll find you; I can feel your not far, just stay on the phone to me,”

“Kyan, I..... I did something bad; I killed them” I looked at the men‘s bodies, lives I
took as I looked down at my blood–soaked clothes. 4
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“Kyan, L.L... I did something bad; 1 killed them,” Marabella says; I could
feel how scared she was, feel her anguish. I knew she was in the City. That is what
woke me; she was close enough to me that it alerted me through the bond
that was in trouble; the bond she was unaware we already shared.



“Marabella?” I called out to her, but all I could make out was that she was sobbing;
my heart felt like it split it two. 2

“Pull over, I will find her quicker,” Kaif said, but the thought of letting him out fri
ghtened me.

“Just tell me where,” I tell him cracking down the window. We were wasting time
pointlessly driving around in a circle.

“Left,” Kaif says, when I nearly drive past it, ripping on the wheel, the back end of
m y car hit the light pole, scraping across the trunk.

“Marabella, are you there? Speak to me, please, just keep on talking,” I tell her,

please, just keep o lking,” I tell her, but she was rambling nonsense when I heard
a name I did not expect.

“Rose, please wake up, wake up,” Marabella whispers before sobbing again.

“Left again, she is on the next street,” Kaif roars, pressing beneath my skin. I turn
the corner, the headlights lighting up the narrow street, and I nearly choke when
I try to breathe. The car skids to a stop as I slam the brakes on.

Marabella was sitting on the ground drenched in blood, Rose‘s head clutched i n h
er lap as she rocked back and forth. She hadn‘t seemed to notice the car had pulle
d up beside her, but when I opened m y door, a savage growl tears out
of her, her eyes snapping to mine, but they were pitch black and demonic–lookin
g before she chokes on her sob.

“I didn‘t mean it,” She murmurs, her lips quivering, and she bites her bottom one,
glancing around before dropping her head. I peek at Rose for a second panicked;
she killed Jonah‘s sister, yet she was breathing, and her pulse even. Marabella str
oked Rose‘s hair and face, tears running down her face and dripping

off.

Her eyes went back to their usual color. Looking around, I find a man lying dead a
nd black veins riddled his skin. I crouched
next to him, and I could smell the scent of death, not just his corpse but the smell
of black magic. Her handprint burnt into his wrist as if she had grabbed him. Stan
ding up, I didn‘t notice the other man until I turned to walk to the other, but ther
e he was impaled on the wall about ten meters up.

A drainage pipe stabbing through his chest was holding him in place, blood soake
d the brickwork below him, leaving a puddle on the ground.

Walking over to the other man, Mara whimpers, making me glance at her.



“I‘m right here; nothing will hurt you,” I tell her, stopping beside her,
she stared at me desperately, but I had to see. I had to see so I could watch what
happened.

Walking over to the other man, it looked like Kaifs handy work, the man‘s face cr
ushed into the pavement, brain matter spilling out his ears, and the top of his hea
d burst open. His facial features were

expunged entirely.

Turning back to the scene, I feel my magic
ripple, and Marabella‘s head snaps up like she could sense it, I had no doubt that s
he could

“Close your eyes for me,
Ella” I tell her, not wanting her to see the ghosts of the past playing out for her t
o relive. She didn‘t need to witness it when she had already endured it. For once,
she actually listened to me, tucking her face into Rose‘s neck.

The vibration of my magic passes through me. Kaif wanting to see also
presses forward; he
was better at identifying power. Kaif was the oldest thing currently living and ha
d seen plenty of magic in his time.

“Déixame ver,” I murmur,

Ghostly figures of the men that lay dead and
the ghost of Marabella‘s past rewind before I pause as she comes around the corn
er only to stop. My brows furrowed when I noticed a strange mist behind her. I t l
ooked like it was coming out of her but not like it was attached to her. It wasn‘t h
ers that much I knew; it was a grey–like

hers that much I ki , it was a grey–like substance. Her magic was black as coal, just
like mine.

“Apparition maybe, its magic I know that much,” Kaif says, and I force the scene t
o move forward, and she goes to turn back when she is punched in the side of the
head.

A growl tears out of me, and Marabella looks up, her eyes snapping to the ghostl
y figures, and I move toward her, crouching beside her before grabbing her face.

“Don‘t watch,” I tell her, tucking her head into the crook of my neck while I contin
ue to watch the scene. Turning, I look back to see the man grab her hair.

Her screammakes me grit my teeth when she tosses her glove off and grabs his h
and, her magic expelling out her and rushing up his arm before he
drops dead, only for the other man to attack her.



“She has poor form,” Kaif says, and he was right. She fought blindly on basic insti
nct, but it did the job.

“Shouldn‘t she be trained, given who her parents are?” Kaif asks.

parents are all ang “I‘ll fix it; just quiet,” I tell him. She ducks under the man’s arm
when he swings at her, her hands coming up under his chest, and she launches hi
m. I gasp as a black forcefield bounces off him, sending him flying above my head
and impaling him. Marabella‘s eyes were behind me, and I looked to see the other
man trying to rape Rose. Black mist scooting across the ground when she sudden
ly absorbs it, taking it back into herself before he suddenly stands clutching Rose‘
s panties.

“What magic is that, Kaif?” I ask, and he seems shocked for a second.

“Death magic, necromancy I think, killing fuels it,” He says.

Turning back to Marabella‘s ghostly figure, she roars, her canines slipping out as s
he pounces on him. He stood no chance once she was on top of him. She gripped
his face, her fingers going through his eye sockets as she melted his face off befo
re pushing it inward.

Marabella jumps in my arms when I hear the pop sound of his skull against the

the pop sound of his_ull against the pavement, yet she still dug her hands in usin
g both, and his brains start spilling out of his ears before she starts pounding on h
im, obliterating what‘s left. While screaming, don‘t touch her. She freezes sudden
ly, shaking her head and black mist comes away like she was jostling off the dust.

“And that?” I ask him. Seeing the demonic mist spill into the air around her evapo
rating

“It can‘t be,” Kaif whispers.

“What is it, it feels like–,”

“Like ours,” He states what I was thinking.

“That‘s not possible, though,” I tell him.

“No, it‘s not, that magic comes from your bloodline and only yours; you are all tha
t‘s left that shares that magic,”

I wave my hand, banishing my magic and settling back in the
present. Marabella shook in my arms. Her entire body
trembled violently, almost like she was seizing. 1

“I got you, you‘re okay, I can make it go away,”



“Rose,” She sobs, and I reach down, brushing Rose‘s hair away.

“She won‘t remember this, not what happened here,” I tell her, and she pulls back
to look at me.

“Let‘s get you out of here,” I whisper to her. I have to pry her hands from the fron
t of my shirt.

“I have to grab Rose,” I tell her, and she reluctantly lets me go. I grab
Rose, placing her in the backseat of the car. Turning around, Marabella was rubbi
ng her arms, staring at the dead men, and I walked over to her rubbing her arms a
nd drawing her attention away.

“What about their bodies?” She whispers.

“Hop in the car. I will take care of it,” She looks back at me, her eyes scrutinizing
m y face making me wonder what she is looking for.

“She is probably wondering why you aren‘t being a snollygoster.”

arent bemg a shollyester

“If you are going
to insult me, at least use words from this era, that I understand,” 1 snap at him.

“Hmm, forgot you‘re a simpleton; what about a cunt? Asshole? Them words you s
hould know, and describe your unsavory personality perfectly,” Kaif huffs, and I g
rowl at him.

“Bloody cretin,” I hiss at him. Kaif huffs, snarling in my head. Marabella‘s voice pu
lled me away and back to her. 1

“Why, why did you come, why help?” Did she really think that little of me?

Marabella may think I don‘t
want her, but I would never allow anyone to harm her, not even myself. If I was se
lfish, I would give in to the mate bond, but I know the harm that will come to her i
f I do.

I would always come for her; she just hast o ask. I don‘t care what she thinks of m
e. How much we argue, how much she hates me, that would never change. I woul
d always fight alongside her, with her but always for her. 1

“Because your mine, you‘ll always be

“Because your mineu‘ll always be mine,” I tell her; stepping closer, I press m y lips
to her forehead. She clutches the front of my shirt, and I pull her toward m y car,
placing her in the front seat and shutting the door



Looking at the street name, I sent a few text messages to have this place cleaned
u p. It was late enough in the night no
one would be passing down this street, there were no houses here, and the end o
f this street turned into a dead end. The clean–u p wouldn‘t take long anyway, no
t for my men, who assured me they would be here i n five minutes.

I thought about taking her to the
Hotel as I got in the car. Marabella stared vacantly out the windscreen, and I touc
hed her hand with mine. She jumps before blinking and looking at me.

“Will you take us home?” She asks, and I shake my head, starting my car.

“No, you can stay at the manor with me,” I tell her, and she looks over into the ba
ck seat at Rose.

“She is fine, I promise. I can hear her heart beating,”

“Jonah will hate me,” she whispers, and 1 bite the inside of my cheek.

“He doesn‘t need to know; I picked you and Rose up,” I tell her, and she looks bac
k at me.

“But we snuck out; we weren‘t supposed t o be in the City,” she says, and I raise a
n eyebrow
at her. She didn‘t seem like the type to sneak out. No, I knew she was not the typ
e that snuck out in the middle of the night, so that left this idea to be owned by R
ose, which did not at all surprise me.

“Where did you go?” I ask her, and she tells me the name of Henry, apparently his
birthday party. It irked me that she went along with Rose‘s plan; she should have
known better.

“Fine, you went to this party, and I met you there, and you stayed at my house. Th
at is what you tell Jonah, and that is what Rose will believe. She doesn‘t need t o
remember anything else,” I tell her. She nods, and I pull onto the highway headin
g out of the City. We drive for fifteen minutes before we pull in through the wrou
ght iron gates. 1

wrough

Oil gates.

“You live here?” I nod, driving down the long driveway

“It..It looks haunted,” I chuckle
at her words; Jonah always says the same thing, that the shadows spook him.

“It is,” I admit, and she looks at me before looking back at the old Manor.



“This place is older than the City; it used t o house the Octavian Coven when it wa
s built,”

“So witch souls are here,” She asks, and I
could smell her fear as I parked out the front and the way her heart skipped a bea
t at my words.

“Kind of, their energy remains and can be used, but do you know where the Octav
ian name comes from?” She shook her head, and I had no idea why I was telling he
r this, why I wanted to share this with her, but the words spilled frommy lips, and
I found I didn‘t regret speaking them. 1

“Moon Goddess Celeste, her married name was Octavian, my bloodline stems fro
m the original Moon Goddess,”

“But your magic dark?”

Dut your magic uark:

“My magic is something else entirely, similar to yours, which makes me wonder w
hy you contain it, it belongs to the Octavian Coven and is passed down through th
e generations, I am the last living relative left, the last of its power, yet Kaif reco
gnized it and so did I when I watched what happened,”

“What does that mean?” 1

“I don‘t know, but you need to be careful with it, try not to use it until I figure so
mething out,”

“So if you are a descendant of the Moon Goddess, why aren‘t you the Moon God t
hen instead of my mother?” I don‘t answer, and she sighs.

I couldn‘t tell her why, though a part of m e wanted to, but she feared me enough.
She didn‘t need to fear where my dark magic came from. She didn‘t need to fear
the magic she somehow contained.

“There are some things I can‘t tell you; it‘s why I can‘t be with you, Ella,” I whisper,
and she looks at her
blood soaked hands. Kaif growls at my words but he knows I speak the truth. He k
nows

but he knows I spea he truth. He knows being with us will kill her, but a part of hi
m doesn’t care; he wanted her anyway.

“So tomorrow, everything goes back the way it was?” I look out the window hatin
g the sadness in her voice.

“It has too, I won‘t put you at risk,”

“Risk of what?”



“Of me, history repeats; it has every time, you will be
no different. Kaif‘s fate will be no different,”

“What about Jonah then,”

“What about him?”

“He has no mate. My mother
left his bond open to choose. If you don‘t want me, at least let him have me,”

“You think I don‘t want my mate, that I don‘t want you? I am not doing this becaus
e I hate you, Ella; I am doing this because I love you,” I tell her.
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Kyan placed Rose in the spare bedroom o n the main floor. The house was huge, a
nd I understood the haunted vibes. Stepping into the dark, gloomy house made m
e shudder. The house itself felt like it rippled with energy, or maybe I spooked m
yself, I couldn‘t be sure. Yet, I somehow knew Kyan spoke the truth. There was so
mething off about this place. It was tainted. Tainted in the same darkness that lo
oms over me, it was a depressing, awfully lonely feeling.

“I‘m not lonely,” Kyan mutters, and I glance at him.

“I never said you were,” I told him, rubbing my arms. I felt cold and
chilled to the bone; unease rolled over me.

“I know you didn‘t, but I could feel it through the bond,”

“We haven‘t got a bond; you never marked me,”

“We have a bond. I just don‘t let you feel It formed the day I brought you back,

Ot formed the day I brought you back, bonded us together,” he says before stopp
ing. He curses, and I observe him wondering what he means.

He falls quiet when suddenly I am smashed with an overwhelming feeling that fel
t foreign, a mixture of relief, fear before anger, but it felt more inward than was
directed at someone, just like when you wake in a bad mood yet can‘t explain wh
at you‘re mad about.

“See? Bonded, I couldn‘t let you die,” he states. And the feeling suddenly vanishe
d as quickly as it appeared. Making me
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realize the feeling was his, not mine.

waited for him to explain, but he didn‘t.

Instead, he hovers
over Rose with a look o f deep concentration on his face. Kyan runs the tips of his
fingers down her facet o her chin before back up to her temple. H e murmurs som
ething when I see what looks like a mini–tornado with glimpses o r flashes of pict
ures swirling through its mist. He pulls his fingers back, the small tunnel–like thre
ad zapping into his hand

before disappearing What did you do?”

Jally Lay

WIE LIU YOU ! “Took her memory and replaced it,” he says, tucking her in.
Rose mumbles but doesn‘t wake; she rolls over and snuggles deeper into the blan
kets.

“Now you,”

“What?” I ask, taking a step back.

“You should shower,” he points to my clothes and hands, and
I let out a breath, looking down at my blood–stained clothes. 1

“I will find something for you to wear,” h e says, walking out of the room.

I watched him leave the room before he came back, looking into the room at me.

“Are you coming?” He asks.

“Oh right, I thought you wanted me to wait here,”

“This room has no bathroom; you can use mine,” he says, wandering off, and I quic
kly follow after him.

Passing through the long halls, Kyan walks to a set of stairs, the clock chiming



as I walk past it, and I jump startled, cluiching
my chest in fright, trying to get COM

my rhythm back to normal.

“It‘s a clock,”

“I know what it is, your house is creepy, and I didn‘t expect it,”

“Wait until
1.11 am; that‘s when things get creepy around here,” he says, stalking up the step
s.

“What?” I chase after him, and he chuckles.

“That‘s when the poltergeist comes out t o play, oh and my grandmother‘s ghost,
i f you hear
walking around, it‘s just her,” he states, and I rush up the stairs faster, nearly run
ning into the back of him. He laughed while I looked down at the darkness of the
foyer below.

“I‘m joking Marabella, it‘s just the energy of the place; there are no ghosts,” he sa
ys.

“Would it kill you to put a light on?” I ask. He sighs before moving away, and I stu
mble to keep up with him. He stops by a wall and flicks a switch. Light brightens t
he stairs, and I gasp.

Better?” I nodded, looking around and

then looking up, a huge dome sat on the

…

On looking up, a huge dome sat on the roof, and I could see the moon through its
glass. I thought the place was three floors, but I could see another two levels, ma
king it four.

Making my way to the next landing, the walls are covered in photos and
old paintings of men and women. Each division between doors had a man and wo
man, making me curious if they were family members.



“This place is huge,” I breathe, and Kyan hums in agreement.

Stopping next to one of the paintings, I see a man with a startling resemblance to
Kyan. In fact, all the men looked almost the same, just slight differences. The wo
man in
the Massive picture had a huge round belly and was definitely pregnant. They bot
h smiled, and the man was side on, clasping the woman‘s hands before I realized i
t was a wedding picture. He was placing a ring on her finger.

“That‘s my parents,”

They look happy,”

“They were but like everything else that

ey were DULIRE evelyLILLELB ese ldl ended too,”

“What happened to her,”

In

Bai

“I was born; that‘s what happened to her, “Kyan says, walking off down the corrid
or, so many doors making me wonder how many people lived here. I should have
been paying attention, the place was
huge, and I wandered aimlessly looking for which door he went into before he
disappeared.

Stopping next to the stairs leading to the floor above, I stopped. Trying to fight o
ff the shudder that ran through me, a strange urge to go to the floor above temp
ted me, and my feet halted, my hand gripping the banister.



“Ella?” Kyan‘s voice pulls me away from the steps, and I glance down the hall. He
was watching me curiously, his head tilted to the side, and his eyes darkened for
a second, shadows falling over his face.

My heart did flip–flops at the name. I

couldn‘t explain it. Yet when he called me omMarabella, I felt like I was being sco
lded.

.O REDMKElla sounded more familiar for some

Oh sounded more familiar for some

reason

“What‘s up there?” I ask, and he walks over to me,

“The past,” He says.

“Your family‘s past or Kaif‘s?”

“Both,” Kyan states, his eyes looking up the steps at the door at the top. It had so
me strange inscription marked into black wood.

“Come, get
cleaned up, and then you should rest and I have to take care of a few things after,
”

“Like what?” I ask, wondering what he could possibly need to do at this ungodly h
our.

“Clean up the mess left in the
city, damage control, before the human media gets a hold of anything, there are
camera‘s everywhere in the City, the last thing we need is one of them getting fo
otage of what happened tonight,”

“I thought most of the City was aware of



what you are,” mey are it‘s unspoken of vet the City

Ohey are it‘s unspoken of, yet the City sometimes gets newbie reporters in trying
to break the case on the mysteries surrounding this City,”

“Does that worry you?”

“No, those that live here, no not speak of what happens in this City, nothing
leaves here,”

“How can you be so sure?”

“The city is surrounded by wards, those that pass through forget any supernatura
l events if witnessed, humans that reside
here can‘t speak of it outside the City,” He sighs.

“But we have had a few occurrences where people sent things out of the City, the
footage is harder to explain, yet we always find a way, and those that investigate
leave not remembering why they came here. They only remember having a good
time, which keeps them coming back,”

“You did that?”

No, Celeste did. My family just makes

sure the wards stay strong,”

are the wards stay strong,”

“Moon Goddess Celeste lived here?”

“At one stage, yes,” Kyan answers, pushing me toward his room with his hand on
my lower back. Instantly, I am hit with Kyan‘s
scent, Jonah‘s too, which I thought odd.

“Jonah spends a lot of time in your room? “I ask him.

“Not in that way, but yes. He hates the house, creeps him out. He usually
sleeps o n the couch,” Kyan says, pointing
to the couch next to the bookcases. Shelves ran along each wall, covered in old b



ooks that looked more like journals. A bathroom sits off one side, and Kyan steer
s me toward it.

“You journal?” I ask, and he laughs.

“Do I look like someone that writes their feelings down in a book?” I glance at hi
m.

“No, not really,” I tell him.

“Then there‘s your answer,” He said as I stood in the bathroom.

“I will get you some clothes and a towel,”

ne says, walking out and closing the door.

says, walking out and closing the door. I turn the shower on, checking the water b
efore waiting for him to return. He knocks on the door.

“I‘m still dressed,” I tell him, and he opens the door and places the clothes next to
the sink basin before walking out only to stop and pause.

“I have to head out, but I won‘t be long. You can sleep in here. I will sleep on the c
ouch. Also, Lucas is down the hall if you need anything,” he says, and I quickly nod,
and he leaves the room.

I undress and step into the shower, and I feel for Kora; she had remained alert bu
t barely spoke to me.

“Are you alright?” I ask her.

“No, just leave it be,” Kora says. I looked down at my hands, knowing she was refe
rring to what I did, the blood was flaking off my hands, and I
reached for the soap. Scrubbing them, Kora‘s thoughts becoming mine, and guilt
set in.

Kyan POV

Kaif irritated me the entire time I was gone, wanting to go back to Marabella to c
heck on her. I assured him Lucas would have rung if something was wrong; howev
er, he didn‘t calm down until we pulled in through the iron gates. The manor cam
e into view, and he relaxed and stopped pushing beneath my skin. M y arms had b



een itching since I left the place. The vibration of him so close to the surface had
been driving me insane.

“Hurry up, hurry up. You humans with your short legs take forever to get places,
move,” Kaif urges. 1

I growl at him but climb out of my car, shutting the door gently before walking in
to the house. I noticed the cold chill instantly, colder than usual. Usually, it doesn‘
t bother me, yet something feels alive in the air.

The whispers were louder, murmuring quietly, and they grew louder as I climbed
the stairs. So loud I was having trouble drowning them out. The place is abuzz wit
h excitement. Dad once explained the murmurings always grew louder with femal
e presence. It was something he

never understood either. I had never brought and woman here except Rose when
she came here with Jonah, yet the voices never reacted to her presence like that.

Walking down the corridor to my room, I felt a cold rush move through me, throu
gh my very essence, having walked directly through a large mass of energy like th
e ghosts of the past were huddled out the front of my door.

Kaif becoming annoyed with it,
growls in warning, and electricity zaps frommy fingertips. The chatter quiets inst
antly. The temperature rose significantly, and I gripped
the door handle pushing the door open, the handle was like grabbing ice, and I st
epped into the room.

“She is freezing,” Kaif growls, annoyed, her breath leaving little clouds in the air.
Kaif presses forward before I even have a chance, turning my palm upright. His vo
ice a murmur as the words left my lips spoken in a tongue not my own, using pow
er centuries old.

I felt it ripple through me like a pulse

pushing outward, warm air moving

around the room as the flame in my hand heated the air rapidly. With a flex of my
fingers, it vanished the room toasty and warm, yet her shaking never stopped.

Tormented by whatever plagued her, Kaif wanted to see, wanted to see what she
dreamed, curious if she dreamed of us or of someone else. Moving
beside her, I look down
at her huddled beneath my blankets. My fingers twitched before I stopped pullin
g my hand away. I knew I had to remove her memories, make her believe the sam
e as Rose did. Kaif disagreed. He wanted her to remember. Wanted her to remem
ber me, not an asshole, he had said, yet that was the only way to protect her.



Curiosity got the better of me when pain radiated through my chest, making my e
yes snap to her, her eyelids moving rapidly. Before I could stop myself, my palm l
ay on her cheek, her dreams filtering into my head as if they were my

She dreamt of tonight, the men she killed, the look of horror on Rose‘s face,

how she blamed herself, feeling like she

w she blamed herself, feeling like she failed to protect Jonah‘s sister, Kora‘s voic
e screaming for her to stop. Then the images changed, her fears morphing to som
ething new, her dreams so vivid it was like watching a movie.

And suddenly I am looking at myself, I became the thing that haunted her, and Ka
if whimpered, the noise so strangled it made me jump. A noise I had never heard f
rom him before, one of anguish like he couldn‘t bear for her to see us as a monste
r. The men‘s faces morph to ours, to Jonah‘s as she kills us over and over again. H
er fear was so potent I could taste the bitterness of it on my tongue.

I shouldn‘t meddle. I should let her dream whatever darkness her mind conjures u
p, anything to drive Marabella

away when suddenly I gave some back, v Lato

not nightmares, no fear, just our memories ones I took from her, ones I kept close
for fear she may remember. The nightmare twisting to
Marabella at Andrei‘s place. We were still young, and I

watched Jonah, Marabella, and Rose roll down the hill, racing each other to the

She had no fear then; she was free of everything that had suppressed her, her lau
ghter contagious as all three of them became covered in
grass. Marabella was eight, Jonah thirteen, and I was sixteen. Both girls laugh bef
ore climbing back up the top of the hill. Marabella bounced on her heels as she sk
ipped over to me.

“No, I will get grass on me. Look at your dress; you are covered in it,” I tell her, wi
ping the grass off. Jonah flops down beside me; Rose clings to his back after she
makes him carry her back up the hill.

“You‘re up, I need a break,” Jonah says as Rose slides down his back on the grass.

“Roll down by yourself,” I tell her, and she pouts, yanking on my hand.

“Please, Kye,”



“Yeah, please, Kye,” Jonah mimics her, and I shove him.

Marabella starts bouncing, refusing to let go as she tries to haul me to my feet,”
Please, please,” She repeats, and I roll my

as she tries to haul me
to my feet,” Please, please,” She repeats, and I roll my eyes with a sigh before cli
mbing to my feet.

“Just once,” I tell her looking at the grass –covered hill. It had made me itchy just
looking at it.

“You coming too, Rose?”

“I‘m tired,” She says, sprawling across her brother‘s lap like a sloth and poking hi
m in the face. Jonah kept swatting her hand away as she annoyed
him before rolling her off, only for her to jump on his back. Rose loved annoying
him; she was wild.

“Stop Rose, or I will get Casen,” He scolded her. Shaking my head at them, I lay on
the grass.

“Ready... set... go,” Marabella called out before she took off down the
hill. Her laughter was contagious as I rolled beside her. I reckon we rolled down t
hat hill twenty times before she made me piggyback her home. I was itchy and filt
hy as we got back home to Andrei‘s

and covered in grass. had no idea why I did it, and it was

ad no idea why I did it, and it was probably foolish of me, selfish, yet every time J
onah said she was staying at his place, I always found myself there as well. Andrei
and Sage always welcomed m e with open arms. They never feared me, and I had
become a permanent fixture in their house for a time. It was my second home.

Lucas and Andrei were close, Andrei being the closest person I saw him to in all th
e years Lucas had watched me. Half the time, I never even had to ask, Uncle Lucas
would tell me Marabella was visiting Jonah and Rose, and he would have my
bag packed knowing I would want to go. As she grew older, the
pull toward her got stronger, every chance I could, I visited her there, she loved c
amping, she loved m ymagic, and it loved her, hours spent for i t
to end the same, I always took it away like I was never there and it was only Jona
h.



Memories were shared with Jonah, but as

she grew, so did her resistance to forget. She
fought harder to keep the memories, and some would linger but eventually

fade.

Please,” I blink, coming out of my daze, out my memories
to find Marabella awake and staring at me. Her face moved beneath my palm, and
I
hesitated as her eyes met mine. I needed to knock her out, so I could take the me
mory I gave her back, remove this night from her too.

“Please don‘t,” She
whispers, her hand grabbing mine that lay on her cheek. Sparks rushed up my arm,
warming. I suppressed my reaction, giving her none, trying to remain indifferent,
yet it was becoming harder. I wanted her, told her I loved her, then climbed out o
f the car before she could react to the words, yet I wondered what her reply woul
d have been if I had remained.

“Don‘t take it,” She whispers. Kaif, restless, waited to see what I would do. H e kn
ew I needed to; his drive to protect her was the same, but he was also selfish, he
didn‘t want me to take it from her either, and I knew his feelings for her Were wh
at gets her killed.

“I have to,” I tell her.

“Don‘t you see, nothing you do will make it stop. The bond won‘t allow it, so why

try,”

“Because you die, I have seen it,”

“Maybe you saw wrong,”

“Or maybe we are wrong,” I tell her, and she shakes her head and closes her eyes,
her lips quiver, and I brush my thumb over it. What I would give just to kiss her on
ce, then I could let her believe I was her worst nightmare, let her think I didn‘t wa
nt her. Yet the thought pulled at something deep within me, churning violently.

“Then do it, but if you do reject me, you want me to hate you, reject me, Kyan, rej
ect the bond, and set me free of you,”



Kaif growls, the noise escaping before I could stop it, and she flinches.

“Sleep,” I whisper, my magic seeping out as my hand warmed against her skin, her
eyes open and I feel her fear before they flutter shut. My fingers trail down the s
ide of her face when Kaif growls angrily.

“No!” he snaps, shoving forward while

shoving me back as I go to pull the
memory from her. I fought against him a s he shifted, tearing my skin off
in sheets to shift faster, agony flooded me, and I screamed in my head, my voice b
ecoming fainter to my own
ears swallowed by Kaif‘s soft growls. My worst fears came true. Kaif, unleashing o
n Marabella, killing her, and I had no way to stop him, no control as everything we
nt black.
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