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ZEV

        

      

    

    
      
        
        200 years ago

      

      

      “Zev, our spy says something is brewing at the Belladonna’s.” Aeon looked more than just worried, he looked scared.

      “What do you mean?” I asked, looking back at the room my father was in.

      “There’s an enormous power surge—”

      “Where is Vivienne?!” I panicked. “We have to find her.”

      “I don’t know, he didn’t say anything about her. I think we—”

      “They are going to kill her, we have to go now,” I said, rushing down the hallway. “We have to save her and the baby.”

      “Her and the baby?” he asked, following me. “Zev, what aren’t you telling me?”

      “I’ll explain everything on the way,” I said, taking off my shirt, as Lucien rushed up to us.

      “I came as soon as I heard. Is it an attack?” Lucien glanced at Aeon.

      “No, it’s Vivienne,” I said, taking my pants off. “They are going to kill her and the baby.”

      “Baby?”

      “Look I can’t explain now, but we need to go—”

      A blast of magic hit me, infiltrating my body and the most excruciating pain exploded inside me. The magic felt and smelled like Vivienne’s magic.

      Cursed until a Belladonna breaks the spell.

      Bound together until the curse is broken.

      Cursed while a daughter resides with them for a year.

      Bound together until the words are spoken.

      The haunting voice is the last thing I hear before I sleep, realizing now how she took advantage of me. I had been her pawn this entire time.
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            KATARINA

          

        

      

    

    
      I had less than eight months to live if I couldn’t break this curse. My emotions threatened to spill over, making me clench my jaw to keep myself from crying. It had been a week since Zev had let drop his little bomb, and I had been avoiding everyone.

      I let myself cry those first two days.

      You don’t get to go home after a year. You die.

      That asshole fucked me till I saw the goddess, and then told me I was going to die. My stomach clenched at the memory of our night together, fueling my anger. Did he plan this? Sleep with me to fuck with my head?

      Zev had been angry with me since my father dropped me off three months ago. I was continuously paying for the sins of my ancestors because they were the ones who imprisoned him here with Lucien and Aeon. Their betrothed, a Belladonna no less, was the one who allegedly cast the curse. For some unknown reason, I was the one stuck here trying to break this damn curse, with not a lick of magic to my name.

      My head was pounding as I scaled the roof by my room. I had been using it to leave so I didn’t leave my scent in the hall.

      I had been hiding from Lucien again, even though my body was craving him. But fuck him, I was angry with him too. He’d had weeks to tell me the truth, for fuck’s sake, we are mated. He had countless opportunities to break the news to me.

      I lost my balance as I scaled down the side of the building, and almost fell. My hand lost its grip but I was not quick enough to grab it with my other hand and I slipped. My back exploded with pain as I fell into the garden. Thankfully, I fell on soft ground but it still hurt.

      It took a lot of effort to get up so I enjoyed the beautiful night sky and the cool air for a bit. Maybon was just around the corner and the season was changing. Soon the leaves would turn a beautiful color and I couldn’t wait. The end of the year was always my favorite time.

      Rolling onto my stomach, I got up on my hands and knees, as hunger pains hit my stomach. I couldn’t bear to face Mr. Potter either. He also knew and didn’t tell me. Was this their plan all along? Is this what they did to previous Belladonnas? Fuck with their head enough that it would throw them off their game and be unsure of themselves?

      I had never put much thought into what kind of mind games or scare tactics they’d done to the previous Belladonna’s, but Mr. Potter did say that no one had ever tried to break the spell before. Was their hate for each other fueling a war, like my hate was fueled by Zev? Just thinking about that dickwad had me rolling my eyes.

      I got up from the garden to admire the beauty of all the flowers. There were so many of them, my eyes catching sight of the beautiful moonflower, with the moonlight highlighting all of them, they seemed ethereal. The hairs on my neck stood up, my heart started to race and I could feel someone's gaze on me.

      My instincts had become sharper since Lucien and I had mated. It was like he had unlocked a part of me that had been dormant. I continued looking at the flowers like nothing had changed, hopefully indicating that I was more helpless than I led on. If it was Zev, he knew how deadly I could be.

      Glancing over my shoulder discreetly, I saw nothing but darkness. My senses felt like it might be more than one person, but I knew the guys wouldn’t all be together unless, in the last few days, they had all made up. Paranoia made my brain think of a million and one scary possibilities. Most of them included me dead, but I think one of them was my favorite. Death by orgasm seemed like the way to go. If Zev fucked me into oblivion, and I never returned, I think I would definitely be ok with that.

      Come for me.

      His guttural voice echoed in my head, making me clench my thighs. Mr. Potter needed to check my head because all I thought about was that bastard and the hate sex we had.

      My instincts were still going crazy, but I hated waiting for something to happen. Unlocking the gate, I pushed it out, thinking I needed to find oil to quiet these damn hinges that were basically saying “Hello, I’m right fucking here!”

      Leaving the garden made me feel more exposed, so I hurried and made my way to the library. I was really hoping to dodge the guys long enough to climb to the spot Zev had shown me that kept me safe.

      The urgency to find a damn spell to break the curse was on steroids now. My life depended on it and now I couldn’t afford any distractions. As silently as I could, I made my way to the bookshelf, so I could get up to my spot. Before I climbed over the top, I looked down to see Aeon staring at me.

      Shit.

      He didn’t attempt to talk to me, he just nodded his head and turned around to walk away. My heart hammered in my chest thinking my time was up. It was only a matter of time before Lucien found me, asking me why I was mad or why I was avoiding him.

      Just thinking about him made me miss him. It wasn’t that I was afraid, but what would he say about Zev and I? I quickly climbed up the bookshelf with a heavy heart. Once I made it to the top, I couldn’t stop the overwhelming need for Lucien. My skin had become balmy, my breathing had quickened, every fiber of my being felt like it was missing something. My vision blurred with tears and the need to pass out.

      I fell on my knees, breathing as calmly as I could. It had worked before now, but this felt like an overwhelming need to be with Lucien. I gasped for air, shaking, scared that this was only the beginning. Our bond was making me suffer for keeping us apart, or at least that's what it felt like.

      I felt his anguish combined with mine, but also his anger. It was almost all-consuming, something I had never felt so viscerally before. My hands clenched in anger, my body vibrated with pent up energy, then it disappeared as quickly as it had come. All I was left with was my longing for Lucien.

      What the fuck had just happened?

      Getting up proved to be a little difficult, it was like my body had run a marathon and extreme exhaustion hit me. I was clammy, like I was getting sick, and my nerves were shot. Experiencing so many emotions at once had left me hollow.

      The sound of snarling brought me out of whatever was happening to me. I wouldn’t doubt that Zev and Lucien were at it again, it was only a matter of time before he found out what had happened. Would he be upset that we slept together, or that he told me their secret?

      Fuck. I needed to get over all this bullshit and just do what I came here to do. I had to break this damn curse so I could be free from all these people who had been manipulating my life.

      Stuffing all my feelings back into a box, I shut the lid and got my shit together. I got up on shaky legs to walk over to the window. Sitting on the ledge, I pulled out Vivienne’s journal. I was almost done reading her journal but I was still confused on who this mystery man was in her life. He felt like he might be the key to all this and maybe he was the one who had been helping her with blood magic.

      I didn’t expect him to return my attention after he came back from war, but he’s different now. Our small talks here and there are intriguing to me. We have been around each other all of our lives. He used to help me with my spells and my curious nature.

      We are both virgins but I have a feeling he’s more experienced than he is letting on. He oozes sex out of every pore, making me wonder if saving myself for the guys is worth it. I’m tired of putting my life on hold for them, and for once I think I’m going to take what I deserve. Tomorrow is Samhain and he says he has a surprise for me.

      I can’t help these feelings. He makes me feel wanted and perhaps I can have fun before I give myself away. No, I will have fun. I deserve it, I’m a good person.

      Some days it feels like the Belladonnas have never changed. This family is built on the sacrifices of our women while the men reap all the benefits. I’m so sick and tired of all this bullshit. What is the point of having all this power if all we are ever going to do with it is screw people over.

      What’s possibly the worst is that not one of my sisters will lead our coven, the strongest man will, and in order for them to lead he must have an heir. Which is why Caston is so dead set on us having children. He needs a child to lead when my father dies or steps down, if he doesn’t, then my sisters’ husbands get to fight over it. I’m just a stepping stone in his need for power.

      I instantly regretted not letting the guys mess with him just a little before he left. Caston needed a rude awakening, but I’m sure he’s going to coast through life with his attitude and powerful family. If I die, I hope they make my father’s life hell.

      I skimmed through her journal seeing they developed a relationship. It was oddly romantic. A secret love affair and with each entry their love grew.

      Today I was at the Fallon’s estate. We had more pressing matters about talks of war again. My father looked tired and the elders talked about my union once more. The thought of marrying them is now abhorrent to me. I’m no longer the quiet, meek woman they all think I am. My powers are growing and Thane is showing me more and more everyday. Maybe we could run away together?

      That might be doubtful since Thane is dead set on me completing the bond, but I feel his hesitation now. I don’t know if I can freely give away my life now that I know what love feels like.

      I slammed the book shut, getting angry again. I hated that they were all put through this situation. They were meant to save the pack and the coven but at whose expense? Is this why she cursed the guys? So she could run away with her booty call?

      My stomach growled as I threw the journal back into my bag. I stayed quiet listening for anything before I climbed back down. It was eerily quiet, making me uneasy. Our bond felt quiet, but I still felt worried for Lucien. I slowly made my way down to the dining room, making sure I wasn’t going to run into anyone.

      When I heard voices, I stopped. It looked like candy was on the menu for today.

      Feeling extremely exposed, I scurried across the landing, hoping they didn’t look my way. I almost made it to my room without incident, but when I got there Aeon was sitting on my bed.

      He looked up at me with his multi-colored gaze, making me lose my train of thought. Aeon was too handsome, making butterflies flutter in my stomach.

      “Are you ok?” he asked me.

      “No,” I said, putting my bag down.

      “Zev and Lu just fought about—”

      “I don’t care,” I said, not ready to face the aftermath.

      “Zev feels like he’s being backed into a corner. Lashing out is how he deals with it,” he said, like that was a good excuse.

      I rolled my eyes as I slipped off my shoes.

      “That sounds like a bullshit excuse to me.”

      “It is, but that is Zev. Our hate is all we’ve had for years. Vivienne turned her back on him when all he was doing was helping her.” He stood up and walked to me.

      “I get that my family fucked you over, but how long am I going to be punished?”

      “It’s not that simple.”

      “I’m trying Aeon. What else do you want me to do?”

      “Look.” He cupped my face. “I’m just staying that things aren’t so black and white. Every Belladonna before has hated us. We basically fought for an entire year with your family.”

      “I’m not them,” I whispered, leaning into his hands. It was like I was starved for attention.

      “No, you’re not,” he said, leaning in. “Just give him time and—”

      I snapped out of our stupor, pulling away from him.

      “Did any of the Belladonna’s know they were going to die when they came here?” I said, putting some distance in between us.

      “I was wondering if you knew, but I assumed from the argument I walked in on with Zev and Lucien that Zev told you?” He sighed, running a hand through his hair. “At first they knew but the last Belladonna was a little different. It felt like she knew more than she was letting on.”

      I turned away from him feeling the tears threatening to spill on my cheeks at the realization that I was probably going to die.

      “Kitten.” Aeon’s voice was close.

      “Please, leave.” My voice wavered. It was only a matter of time before I started to cry and even if it was Aeon here there was no way I wanted to break down in front of him.

      “Kitten, that’s not going to be you. We will figure out how to break the spell. Lu and I aren’t giving up and neither should you.”

      I bit my lip to stop the whimper coming out of my mouth.

      “Just talk to Lucien when you feel up to it, and I’m here if you need me.” Aeon wrapped his arms around me, enveloping me in his warmth and smell. All of the anxiety I had been feeling melted off of me until the only thing that mattered was his arms around me. The safety I felt was the balm my soul had needed.

      “I’m not letting you go.”

      He kissed the top of my head before he shut the door, leaving me alone with my thoughts. Each hour I was alone, my thoughts were getting worse.
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      After transforming in front of Katarina, my body felt like it was on fire. It was sore, my ribs hurt and I was feeling sluggish. By the time I had worked through the pain and got up, Aeon was walking towards me looking exactly how I felt.

      I was worried about Katarina and immediately felt for our bond; it hadn’t been severed. Aeon and I discussed what had happened, everything from Katarina and I making up, to me staying human longer than usual. But that night like clockwork we changed back to our beasts.

      The next few days I looked for Kit Kat, but she was nowhere to be found. Her feelings were so chaotic that I couldn’t tell what was going on. Each day made me more and more desperate to talk to her. My beast was pushing me to find her, our bond getting more unstable the longer we were apart.

      A week had gone by and I had enough. I begged Aeon to help me find her, while I went to go talk to Zev. We hadn’t seen him either, making me wonder if he was the reason she had disappeared.

      Did they mate?

      Not that it made me jealous, but if they did, they should have said something. I had pictured sharing her for a while, but now I didn’t know how I felt about it.

      I started looking for him in his room, thinking that was probably where he was hiding out. Aeon and I never came up here, it was a painful reminder that we almost mated a women who fucked us over.

      The last time Aeon had been up here, he said Zev destroyed the room but it looked like he had been working on it again. The room was bare with a new nightstand and what looked like the start of a frame for the bed stood in the middle of the room.

      As much as I wanted to hate this room, now it could be our room. We could all rebuild it and once the spell was broken we could live here. Hope bloomed in my chest at the possibility that our dark times were behind us.

      It was time to move forward, all we needed was for Zev to get on board. I actually hoped they mated or did something, it would make things so much easier. Going back downstairs I thought about going to the small barn we had out in the back that I knew he used for work.

      Lost in his thoughts, he passed me without even looking at me.

      “Zev,” I called out.

      He didn’t turn around when I called out for him again. So I followed him until I was able to reach for his shoulder.

      “Hey man, you ok?” I asked.

      He bared his teeth at me.

      “What do you want?”

      “What happened?” I asked, noticing he looked pretty bad. He had darkness under his eyes making him look haggard and like he had lost weight.

      “Leave me alone,” he growled.

      “Zev, what happened?” I grabbed his arm before he ran.

      “I said leave me alone!” He was breathing hard, his nostrils flared as he held back his shift.

      “Come on, Zev, I just want to know if you are ok.” I held my hands up so he knew I wasn’t threatening.

      “Ok? I’m surprised you still want to know if I’m ok,” he laughed.

      “What are you talking about?”

      “She didn’t tell you?” He looked at me suspiciously.

      “Tell me what? What the hell did you do to her?” I snapped, realizing he looked guilty or maybe I was hoping he did.

      “Wow, I expected her to run to you immediately.” He looked shocked but he smirked.

      “What did you do to her?” I got into his face when he didn’t elaborate.

      “I just let her in on a secret both of you failed to tell her.” He smiled. “I was just being helpful. She had a right to know.”

      “What the hell did you tell her?” The look on his face was making me nervous.

      “That she dies if she doesn’t break the spell.”

      “You fucking—” I launched myself at him, pulling back to punch him in the face, making contact with my target. Watching his head snap back gave me satisfaction.

      I tackled him to the ground, hitting him twice before he fought back as each of us tried to get the upper hand. Mating with Katarina had given me an edge I knew he lacked and Zev needed to be taught a lesson. He needed to get his shit together.

      “Are you jealous?” I asked, trying to get another hit in while I sat on top of him.

      “She was an awful lover,” he said, dodging my hit, throwing me off guard.

      My small lapse was enough for him to hit me twice, push me off of him before he hit me over and over again.

      I shifted before he had the chance to land any more punches, he quickly shifted too. We were so evenly matched that it didn’t take long before we slowed down. Both of us had multiple bite wounds, a trickle of blood was running down my hind leg, each breath made my ribs hurt.

      We were circling each other waiting for the other to move first and I was tired of this. I sat down, even though it hurt like hell. We had to stop fighting. My wolf was not happy with my decision, but we couldn’t keep doing this.

      Zev’s wolf cocked his head, still waiting for me to attack. This was going to hurt like hell but I transformed back into a man. I gritted my teeth as my body came back into place, the pain more intense in my human form. My body was left vulnerable to show him that I was done fighting.

      My lungs felt like they were on fire as I was hunched over on the floor trying to catch my breath.

      “We have to stop this, Zev. The cycle needs to be broken. She’s different,” I said, looking towards him.

      His wolf was looking at me but didn’t move.

      “I don’t know what happened between you two, but I think she is meant for all of us.”

      Jealousy burned through me that they had been together, but I knew deep down that she was for all of us. I was mad he had been against us at every corner, messing with my relationship with her, just to be difficult.

      “Just help us break the curse, Zev.” I winced when I stood up. “We are a pack, don’t you want what’s best for us? I think she is exactly what we need.”

      Zev’s wolf growled, shaking his head. His whole body was vibrating like he was trying to hinder the shift. He had always been at war with his wolf, but what did his wolf want now?

      The sound of bones breaking and re-breaking echoed until his wolf was left panting looking exhausted. He didn’t want to go back to his human form, and his wolf howled like he was in pain.

      I didn’t know what was going on, but my heart hurt for him, I felt his inner turmoil. Zev was suffering because he was too stubborn. His wolf shook again before he took off running leaving me worried about what Zev was doing to himself. I always knew he was more in tune with his wolf, but now it seemed they were at war.
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        * * *

      

      My consciousness was slipping into my wolf earlier, to shift into my body was another hurdle. I had done it a few times but the curse was too strong and it left me weak. I was stuck roaming around, but tonight I roamed inside the castle outside of Katarina’s room. I should have done this from the beginning.

      I wanted to give her space, she asked for us to go slow and—that felt like a lifetime ago. My heart ached with longing so strong I couldn’t help the whine that escaped my snout. I needed her. Katarina thought this was all the bond. In a sense it was but the bond amplified our feelings, our connection, and we hadn’t had a good start to our mating, leaving us with these intense urges to be close to one another.

      It was pushing us closer, but only because we needed one another. She was the purpose in life that I had searched so long for, and I had been so lost without. Katarina was my everything.

      Her pain was my own, and I wasn’t being a good mate.

      I forced myself to shift earlier, wanting to catch her before she left her room. I ran up to my room for a pair of pants, running back down quickly. I knocked on her door, hearing a commotion and what sounded like the doors to the balcony opening.

      “Kit Kat?” I listened more intently.

      “Shit, shit, shit.” I heard her faintly before something fell.

      “Please, just talk to me,” I pleaded, leaning my forehead on the door. “Let me explain.”

      Her anguish was sharp in my chest while her anxiety felt like my own.

      “Kit Kat, please.” I pushed out my emotions so she knew I wasn’t mad or angry, I just needed to make this better.

      I was met with silence as my wolf grew impatient and I opened the door. The room was a mess and empty with the balcony doors left wide open. Rushing towards the balcony, I panicked when I realized she must have jumped off, but when I looked around, she was sitting on the edge of the railing with her back towards me like she was going to jump.

      “Katarina,” I exhaled the breath I had been holding sharply.

      “Lucien,” she whispered back.

      I walked slowly towards her like she was a skittish cat. The irony of that thought was not lost on me because she was my skittish Kat.

      “Were you ever going to tell me?” she asked, with a tremble in her voice.

      “You want me to be honest or to sugarcoat it, and tell you what you want to hear?”

      “What the hell kind of question is that? I always want the truth,” she snapped, as she swung her legs around to glare at me.

      “No, I wasn't going to tell you.” I stood next to her.

      “What the fuck, Lucien? You didn’t think I should know that I’m going to die?” She looked shocked.

      “You really want to know when you take your last breath instead of just going out completely happy?” I asked, running a hand down my face, nervous that I was just digging my grave. “I didn’t want you to feel the pressure and I was confident we were going to break the spell.”

      “What if I have things to do or I want to say I love you or tell you how I feel?” She looked like she was on the verge of panicking.

      I grabbed her behind the neck resting our foreheads together.

      “If you need death to tell you how to feel, then maybe what you’re feeling isn’t true. If you love me, you tell me everyday and whenever you goddamn feel like it. You don’t just tell me when you think you’re going to die because you will always love me.” I held her face with both hands so she could see my face. “I love you Kit Kat and I will keep telling you up until the last fucking second, and then I’m following you. I will find a way. I won’t be trapped here forever remembering the taste of your lips, the feel of your body or the feel of being inside of you. I will not live in a world without you.”

      Her eyes were wide in shock but they quickly watered while her lip trembled.

      “Lucien, we barely know each other. How can you—”

      “I don’t need time to tell you what I already know. I think I fell for you that night you asked me to help you, and every moment after that was reassurance that my heart had made the right decision.”

      It took everything I had not to take her back to her bed to worship her and show her how I really felt, but I knew this was still a shock for her. The pull from our bond wasn’t the same as my own.

      “I wish you had told me,” she said, turning her body.

      I took the opportunity to nestle between her legs. She wasted no time settling in my arms, laying her head on my chest, easing some of the guilt I felt and the feeling of missing something.

      “I’m sorry,” I said, kissing her head.

      “Why does this feel almost as good as an orgasm?”

      I chuckled. “We’ve been apart for too long, we are starving for one another.”

      “I’m still mad at you,” she murmured into my chest.

      “I know Kit Kat. Let me ease the weight of your disappointment. My shoulders are a good resting place.”

      My voice lowered in arousal at my sexual innuendo. It was probably the wrong thing to say, but being this close to her, I couldn’t help myself. Usually a mated couple or sub pack spent a week holing up in their homes “adjusting”. It was just them having sex as often as they liked and enjoying the new bond.

      “As much as I love the sound of that, I don’t know if I’m ready for that.”

      I couldn’t help the disappointment that coursed through me.

      “Of course, I didn’t mean to sound inconsiderate,” I said, as she pulled away from me.

      She grabbed my hand, leading me back into the room as I expected her to kick me out.

      “Can we just cuddle?” she asked, at the foot of the bed.

      “Of course,” I said quickly, hoping she didn’t change her mind.

      She took off her shoes, and climbed onto the bed. I followed her lead, laying on the pillows, waiting to see what she wanted. She laid her head on my chest, hooking a leg over my own as every inch of her body was flush against my side.

      I thought I knew what being content meant, but nothing could compare to this moment.

      “I wouldn’t have waited to tell you I loved you. If I die, I want to tell you one more time so that you know I loved you until my last breath.” Katarina sniffled, as I felt a tear on my chest.

      I held her tighter against me, vowing to myself and the goddess that her last breath wouldn’t be until we were old and gray, having lived a full and happy life.
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      The sound of thunder woke me up quickly. For a moment I didn’t remember where the hell I was, until I realized I was in my bed. I stretched, feeling rested for once and I didn’t have the groggy “mad at the world” feeling I had been having for the past week.

      I looked over at the spot where I fell asleep on Lucien, remembering his soft kiss on my cheek, as he left my bed way too early. What I wouldn’t give to have him sleep in it all night because that sleep was the best I’ve had in a while.

      A flashing of lightning brightened the room, while a loud boom followed. I sat up leaning over to the night stand to look at the time. It was eight in the evening, meaning I had slept for almost sixteen hours.

      Damn that man was like a valium.

      I couldn’t stop the smile that bloomed on my face. The bond in my chest was content, making me feel at ease. We desperately needed to talk and cuddle. His confession of love sent butterflies through my chest, making me feel stupidly happy. As much as I wanted to ride his face till I saw heaven, I knew that was not what we needed.

      How long had I longed to be loved without strings attached? To be loved for who I was and not for what I could give. Lucien accepted me just the way I was, and that thought alone made me want to cry. As much as I wanted to say I loved him, the fear of losing us because I couldn’t figure out this damn spell, terrified me.

      I might die, right as my happily ever after was within reach.

      That thought made me lay down again wanting to sleep to stop my thoughts from spiraling out of control. A soft knock had me sitting up quickly wondering if it was Lucien but realizing it was way too early for him to shift.

      “May I come in?” Mr. Potter asked.

      As much as I wanted to be mad at him, I had missed him.

      “Come in,” I said, a little nervously.

      He glided through the wall looking a little nervous.

      “I brought you some tea, and I made croissants,” he said, setting the tray down on the bed close to me.

      “Thank you Mr. Potter,” I said, picking up the tea that smelled like earl gray.

      “Katarina, I just want to apologize…”

      I held up my hand stopping his apology.

      “There is no need, even though I do wish you had told me, I don’t think it would have made a difference anyway,” I said, trying to keep my voice even.

      “I never know how a Belladonna is going to act with us, and given the fact you are the only one who has tried to break this curse, I should have told you.” He gave me a sad smile. “You deserved the truth.”

      “Thank you,” I said, as I grew nervous again.

      “I think we needed to wait for the right person to break the curse. There was so much hate in the beginning.” He sat down at the foot of my bed while I sipped on my tea. “I was guilty of that in the beginning. They betrayed us, and took our future away.”

      “I still don’t understand how you got stuck with them.”

      “Zev’s mothers had grown worried when the curse kept them young while the rest of us aged. They asked me to take care of them after we had searched for years to break the curse. Our pack was dying and they didn’t know what was to become of them. So we found a witch who could tie me to the curse. When they became free, so would I.” He looked worried. “But as the years went by I think we all lost hope and were consumed by our anger.”

      My heart twisted in anguish, realizing that not only were Zev, Aeon, and Lucien affected by this curse, but their entire pack.

      “When you dropped your blood in the cauldron, I felt you were different. I knew you would be our savior.”

      “I don’t think I would use the word savior, but I’ll try everything I can to break the curse.” I grabbed his hand, still not used to his corporeal body, even though his hand felt solid in mine. “I’ll try until my last minute.”

      “Thank you.” He patted my hand. “I’ll do everything in my power to help you, but I must get going. This place isn’t going to run itself and dinner is going to be sensational today. I’m going to make a pot pie.”

      “That sounds delicious, I can’t wait,” I said, grabbing a croissant.

      “Rest, I hear Aeon might need help with the wards on the castle. I’ll send dinner to the library if you’d like.” He looked back at me with a smile. “If you were my daughter I would be proud of the woman you have become.”

      Mr. Potter nodded at me before he disappeared into the wall, making me tear up. All I’ve ever wanted was to hear someone say they were proud of me. I had to hear it from a man who was a ghost and wasn’t even my family. God, my life was so fucked up.

      I grabbed Vivienne’s book off my nightstand and turned to her last entry.

      Thane is my everything. I cannot imagine a life without him but today he cast a spell that had my stomach churning from the aftermath. We power shared and it was euphoric, but he used my power for a spell that I wasn’t comfortable with.

      His excuse was that he was testing the boundaries of our magic. What we could achieve together and a small part of me is terrified that he might be using me. When we link, he assumes full control of the energy.

      Vivienne was so starved for love and attention, my heart hurt for her. I guess in that sense we were so much alike. Thinking people only wanted to use us and I couldn’t help thinking that there was always a chance that they might use me too.
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        * * *

      

      After Mr. Potter left my room, I read for a while before taking a nap. I didn’t think I could go back to sleep but I did for another four hours. I woke up missing Lucien again, wishing he didn’t turn into a wolf that wanted to rip my head off.

      It had been way too long since I had done any good research on the curse, and if we had Aeon's help then we might have a chance. Somehow I felt like Zev might be the key to the spell but I think hell would freeze over before he offered his help. The rain continued and the air in the castle was cool. I threw on a pair of leggings and a large shirt with a pair of my comfy UGGs.

      I headed down to the library with my bag, feeling a lot better than I had in weeks. The library felt like home the moment I stepped in and looked even better when I spotted Aeon. He had a few books opened along the table, and was hunched over, reading a text with his bottom lip in between his teeth.

      Aeon was sexy as hell.

      Lucien walked up to him, showing him a book. They read together and said a few words before Aeon showed Lucien another book. They looked at the text before Lucien said something else, making Aeon laugh. He leaned over still laughing, bringing Lucien in for a kiss that turned passionate quickly.

      Goddess, I hope they have sex.

      Aeon ran his hand through Lucien's hair, making me rub my thighs together.

      “You don’t have to hide behind the shelves rubbing your thighs together, Kit Kat, you could always join,” Lucien said, turning towards me.

      My cheeks heated up from the embarrassment of being caught.

      “I think I might want to watch again,” I said, as I walked up to them.

      “Again?” Lucien looked confused staring at Aeon and me.

      “Kitten here likes to watch. She saw us having sex in your bedroom a few months ago.” Aeon smirked.

      “I couldn’t help it, both of you together were like my own live porn,” I said, putting my bag down on the table.

      “Porn?” Aeon asked, looking confused.

      “Yeah, you know magazines, dvd’s, websites, that show sex,” I said, thinking I shouldn’t have opened this can of worms.

      “What are magazines?”

      “What are DVDs and a website?”

      I laughed at their unusual innocence about the present day. If we ever got out of here, I couldn’t wait to show them how far we had come from their time.

      “I think it is going to require that we get out of here so I can show you how much the world has changed,” I said, looking at the books they had laid out. “What are you guys looking at?”

      “Well, we need to reinforce the wards. No one should be able to come in,” Aeon said, conveniently leaving out that my husband had come in, and he shouldn’t have been able to enter. “I’m worried it might not just be one person next time.”

      I nodded, thinking that sounded like something Caston would do. He came from a powerful family. If he felt wronged, I wouldn’t doubt he would use the power from his family to get what he wanted.

      “What do you have so far?” I asked.

      “I found this.” Lucien showed me a spell.

      “I don’t think it's going to be enough,” I said, looking at it. “We need something more specific and we might need you guys to power it up.”

      “I was thinking it would have to be tied to us somehow or else it might not be strong enough.” Aeon nodded.

      “You would tie it to all of us?’ Lu asked.

      “Well, I wouldn’t, the spell needs power, but I think we will cross that hurdle if we can’t find a spell that would work.” I looked over the other text they had laid. “I think we would need something like this.”

      I pointed to a book that was on the edge of the table.

      “That was my first instinct too, but it might need a power source,” he said, giving me the book so I could have a better look.

      I looked it over, seeing it was going to need a decent source of magic that no one had.

      “We could use Maybon as our power source or a full moon. If we can tie the ward to you guys then maybe the power of the moon can boost the power too,” I said, thinking out loud.

      “Maybon won’t give us a lot of power; would a full moon be better?” Aeon asked, standing next to me looking at the book. “What if we charged a circle—”

      “Wouldn’t that take too long?” Lucien interrupted him. “Maybon is less than a week away and I think that might be too long to wait.”

      “You’re right, we can’t wait,” Aeon looked worried. “We would still need to convince Zev if this is the spell we go with.”

      “Maybe we can look for the rest of the hour and see what we can come up with,” I said, looking up at Aeon feeling Lucien walk closer to us. “Then if we don’t find anything, one of you guys will have to go talk to him.”

      “I think we can start looking tomorrow.” Lucien stood behind me pushing my hair to the side to kiss my mark.

      My body instinctively shivered with anticipation.

      “Lu, we can’t put this off any longer,” Aeon said, looking at us with longing in his gaze. “We don’t have all day.”

      Aeon stood in front of me looking torn on what to do, but I could see the worry on his face. He didn’t want to wait just in case Caston came back before they were ready.

      “Once we find the spell we can have some down time.” I turned around to look at Lucien.

      He looked disappointed, but he kissed my cheek.

      “When I walk you to your room I expect you to let me give you a good night kiss, but not on these lips,” he whispered, making me shiver in anticipation. I didn’t know if I could wait almost a whole hour before my good night kiss and now I probably wouldn’t think of anything else.

      Lucien smirked at me when he leaned back, then walked away from me. I caught Aeon’s heated gaze on me and I knew he heard everything.

      “Come on, let's get to work so we can keep you safe,” Aeon said, looking back down at a text.

      I noticed he said we instead of I, and I couldn’t help but actually feel safe for once.
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      I woke up to rain drenching me. The nights were getting cooler and the rain felt amazing. Waking up while it's hot and muggy is not the best. Once winter arrives, I’ll wake up to freezing temps that will make my dick feel like it’s about to fall off.

      During those times, I wish my wolf would have the sense to sleep in the barn or the storage shed. Mr. Potter left those open for us, but unless it was storming, my wolf liked to roam outside.

      I sat up, seeing I was alone again. Lu and I had been sleeping separately lately but something told me his bond was keeping him close to Katarina. They seemed to be in a better place yesterday. With the side glances and shy smiles, they had worked through the lies and whatever seemed to have bothered them.

      When he told her he wanted to kiss her, I wanted nothing more than to go back to her room with them. Since we’ve all had sex together, I hadn’t thought of much else, other than both of them panting, their faces full of pleasure and the climax that ensued shortly thereafter.

      I wanted both of them so bad that ever since that night, my wolf had been urging me to mate with them. With both of them. All I wanted was a repeat of that night to quench this desire to make them mine.

      That kiss from yesterday only made my desire feel more explosive. Since she had been here, they had both felt like they were mine. All it would take was one simple bite, but as always my thoughts drifted to Zev.

      He would be alone and I don’t think he would ever mate with her. She was the relative of the woman who cursed us, and I don’t think he could see past that. I think she is perfect for all of us. She was a gift from the goddess, she was our salvation, but she could also be our damnation.

      I would be ok with burning in hell if I had her, if she was mine. The fact that she survived the bite was a fact I couldn’t ignore. The counsel truly didn’t know for sure how Vivienne was going to react to the bond. She could have died.

      In theory, the bite should kill her, but apparently we had a union of a witch and one of our pack a few years before the idea was brought to the counsel about joining the Belladonnas and the Fallon pack.

      The witch was from a local coven not too far from us, but they assumed that her level of power had something to do with it. The union was hated upon, but once they realized this union could benefit us, the witch was welcomed with open arms.

      I ran my hand down my face wondering what would have happened to us if Vivienne hadn’t cast that spell on us. Would she have survived? Would we have had children together? It wasn’t often that I thought of what my life would have been like, but I had thought about it several times.

      Taking a deep breath, I got up and made my way to the house. I itched to see her and Lucien, my wolf was already thinking they were my home, but I was still nervous about not finding a way to break the spell. She would die and we would be left with a broken bond that would tear us apart even more.

      We lost one of my fathers during the war. It tore my mother apart but thankfully she still had my dad. They had a bond to keep them whole. But when you lost your mate and you didn’t have a tether, there was a large chance you could go crazy, lost to your wolf forever.

      A moment of awareness flitted through me when I felt like I was being watched. I immediately wanted to say it was Zev, but this gaze felt foreign. Glancing back at the gates, my mind immediately went to another break-in. Had Caston come back?

      When nothing appeared out of place, I stayed still for another moment to make sure it was just me being paranoid. We definitely needed to get more protection on the grounds. Caston would not take Katarina.

      She was ours.

      I didn’t know if I shivered because of the rain or the thought of losing Katarina. Dread and the foreboding sense that something bad was going to happen kept my heart racing.

      The smell of something delicious wafted through the entrance and I took a quick look to see what Mr. Potter had made, but nothing was on the table. It was unusual to see the table empty but Mr. Potter floated through the wall, freezing when he saw me like he had seen a ghost.

      “Aeon, what—are you—”

      He stumbled over his words.

      “Are you ok?” I wondered if ghosts could feel sickness.

      “It's not three yet,” he said, setting down dishes on the table.

      “What do you mean it's not three?” I looked at the clock above a table against the wall. It said two thirty-nine. I stared at it like it was going to change, that it was just an illusion and it was going to say it was three.

      “Lucien has been shifting sooner, some nights as early as two.” He looked thoughtful. “I assumed it was the bond, but now I don’t know, unless you have bonded to her.”

      “No, I haven’t,” I replied, wondering what was going on.

      “That is strange,” he said looking pensive but didn’t elaborate on what he was thinking or what he thought it was.

      “It has to be because of Katarina right? What else would it be?”

      “Maybe.” He shrugged.

      “Mr. Potter, what are you thinking?” He knew something, he always did.

      “I’m not sure, but Katarina asked me what powered the curse and I had no clue. Now I’m wondering if the spell is losing its power because she has no magic to keep it going?”

      “If there is no power to keep the spell going, then we are free?” A flicker of hopefulness unfurled in my chest.

      “I don't know, maybe.” He gave me a smile but I could see his worry underneath.

      “She’s the key; we will find a way to break it,” I said, with more confidence than I was feeling.

      I nodded at him before I went up to my room to rinse off the mud and change into clothes, so I could meet Katarina and Lucien in the library. My bath was quick until I realized I had time. Usually, I had to rush through everything, but today I realized I could take my time.

      I sat in the bath for a moment wondering if this was all because of Katarina. Was she the catalyst that was going to banish this curse and give us the freedom we’ve so desperately wanted? Or is this the countdown to the biggest heartbreak of my life. As much as I wanted, needed and craved her, I couldn’t mate with her.

      If we all made it out of this curse, and if she still wanted me, we could mate but I had to wait. Maybe that would be enough for Zev as well.

      My mood changed completely, feeling somber when all I wanted to do was feel complete. Once I had changed, I headed down to Katarina’s room but decided against it. I headed straight for the library to look through the last set of books we had flagged.

      I looked at the clock as I entered the library seeing it was a few minutes before three. Just to calm my worried mind, I headed over to check the perimeter to make sure there was nothing going on. Once I was satisfied, I headed back to the library, grateful for the extra time I had today. If this kept happening, I hoped it would start earlier and earlier. Or even later would be better. Seeing the sun rise would be what my soul needed to go on. I missed the sun.

      Sitting down at the table we were at yesterday, I skimmed through a book seeing a few spells on wards, but nothing that would specifically work for what we needed. The next was not better, but there was one I thought we would be able to modify.

      The amount of power we were going to need worried me, and to execute it worried me even more. It had been so long since I had weaved a spell that I was worried I wouldn’t remember what to do.

      “Keep frowning like that and you're going to get stuck like that!” Katarina’ s voice sounded playful.

      I looked up at her, bracing myself for her beauty, but no matter what, she always took my breath away. Today she was wearing pants that were painted onto her legs, showing off their shape, her big thighs and hips that I could—

      Nope, I couldn’t go there.

      “I think I might have found the spell, but I’m thinking we are going to need a lot of power.” I handed her the book I was looking at. “I think we will have to do it on the full moon instead of Maybon. I’m worried we won’t have all the ingredients.”

      “I think I might have found something better,” she said, reaching into her bag. “We will still need the moon but I think we might be able to get it fueled by the curse.”

      I looked over the spell, seeing simple ingredients that we probably had, but there was a crystal we needed and I didn’t think we would have anything like that. She had modified it, giving me hope that we could actually pull this off.

      “This looks good, Kitten,” I said, looking up at her to see her cheeks tinged pink.

      “Thanks, I think I have everything I need here and I also brought a few things too,” she said, setting her bag down. “You need to talk to Zev, and I can start setting up the spell. The circle is going to need to charge for three nights. It doesn’t say we need a full moon but I think that will help us.”

      I nodded, feeling relieved that we were finally going to be able to keep her safe after her husband walked onto our land like he belonged here. Remembering the marks he left on her almost made me want to shift and kill him. My wolf agreed, thirsty for blood for hurting our mate.

      Shit, we couldn’t be thinking like that.

      “You ok, Aeon?” Katarina placed a hand on my chest bringing me out of my thoughts.

      “Yeah, I’m just glad we were able to find something. We don’t need strays coming onto our land, especially those that want to hurt you. He’s lucky he left alive.” I tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, resisting the urge to kiss her.

      “He knew if he did anything, he would have been ripped to shreds, especially when his power didn’t work on you. I will say, I have been worried he might come back and do something stupid.” She bit her bottom lip looking down.

      “We won’t let anyone hurt you, I promise.” I hooked a finger under her chin to tilt her face up to me so she knew I was being serious.

      “We?” She snorted, pulling away from me. “I doubt that.”

      “Lucien and I will, Zev is—”

      “Don’t make excuses for him,'' she snapped. “Look, let's just get this started and then you can focus on convincing him to help us with it.”

      Exhaling sharply, I ran my hand through my hair.

      “I’m not making excuses for him, he’s stubborn. He’s always been like that, but I just want you to remember that we are a pack.” I looked at her hoping she took this in the best way possible. “We are the only family we each have left. Zev is our alpha and to him, he needs to protect us at all costs. We are bonded in a way and as alpha it's his job to keep the pack safe.”

      “If he just gave me a chance—” She looked annoyed then angry. “Look, it doesn’t matter. Let’s just get this ward up so we can break the spell in peace.”

      She sat down at the table making a list of things we would need as Lucien walked into the library. As much as I would have liked to get Zev to work through his issues, that definitely wasn’t happening anytime soon. I just hoped he wasn’t going to stand in my way of protecting her.

      If he did, I couldn’t guarantee that I wouldn’t go to extreme measures to make sure we got that ward up as soon as possible, and I knew Lucien would be on my side in a heartbeat. I really hoped that it wouldn’t come to that.
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      Preparing for the spell made me feel like all was right in the world. Pouring salt on the floor in a circle, I made it as perfect as possible. I drew one symbol with salt reciting an incantation that I knew would make it stick with a moonstone on top of the symbol.

      The moon was almost full, the power of it giving me the ability to do small incantations. When I completed my first spell prep, I thought that since I had gotten it started, that meant I had magic in me.

      I was so excited until my father rudely pointed out that I was just using the moon's energy and I was still a disappointment. My heart had shattered into a thousand pieces, leaving me with the conclusion that I would never have magic.

      Standing up, I looked at my handiwork making sure the circle was in the moon's bath and my first symbol was where I needed it to be. I would come back for three days, adding a symbol each time to add more power to the circle until we had enough that we could hopefully jumpstart the spell.

      Aeon seemed confident that he could get Zev to agree to the spell, but I had my reservations about it. I told Aeon not to mention me, but he was adamant about not lying to Zev. Their relationship was strained and he was just trying to make sure it didn’t suffer anymore.

      I tried not to feel guilty about it, I was essentially creating animosity between them. If I could, or if he let me, I would show Zev that I didn’t want to hurt any of them. Well, I enjoyed taunting him and arguing with him but only because he did the same to me and there was something about our fights that turned me on.

      Taking a deep breath, I grabbed my bag looking over the circle once more before I walked away to go back to my room. It was a little early, but I'd rather just settle in for the night before I started looking at Vivienne's journal.

      Mr. Potter made a delicious meringue today and I was craving another slice. I walked to the dining room, thinking the house seemed pretty quiet. Lucien was staying close to Aeon just in case things ended up badly.

      “Was this her idea?” The sound of Zev’s voice made me stop in the hallway by the dining room and landing of the stairs.

      “No, it was mine,” Aeon said, sounding a little irritated.

      “Sure, you keep telling yourself that. I think she made you think you had suggested it.” Zev laughed, mocking him. “You need to stop letting her pollute your minds. Can’t you see what she is doing?

      “What do you think she is doing? What has she done?” Aeon asked. “We need this spell ended, do you want to see what happens in the future when we don’t have a ward up to keep people out whether it be her husband or a human who gets lost in the mountains?”

      There was nothing but silence and it made me think they either left or Zev took off. It wouldn’t surprise me if he left knowing that Aeon was right. Zev didn’t look like he knew how to be wrong.

      “You think some random person can walk through? What happened to the barrier we used to have?” Zev sounded worried.

      “I don’t know, but Mr. Potter thinks the magic might not be as strong.” Aeon sounded like he might be making progress.

      “Does that mean we can leave?” Zev asked.

      “I don’t know,” Aeon sounded perplexed. “Even if we were able to leave, what would that accomplish?”

      I walked a little closer to see them.

      “We should see if the Belladonna can leave. Make it easier on ourselves,” Zev suggested and a growl immediately echoed.

      “That's not going to happen, you need to get used to the fact that she is staying here with us.” Aeon's voice was stern.

      “I don’t get it, why are you so infatuated with her?”

      “Don’t act like you aren’t obsessed with her, you think I didn’t hear you guys having sex. I was worried you would hurt her, but when I realized she could handle you, I gave you space, but I heard that you told her the truth about her dying.” Aeon's shoulders looked tense. He was looking away from me, facing an angry Zev. “I know this hate has consumed us, but what if she is the key to setting us free?”

      I hadn’t seen Zev since we fucked. Just seeing him brought memories back to me and I fought the urge to clench my thighs. This asshole made me want him and hate him at the same time, it was like I didn’t know whether to kill him or fuck him or both at the same time.

      My thoughts worried me that I was possibly becoming unhinged, making me worried that I was losing a part of myself. How did Zev live with all this hate? It didn’t help that there was like some tether between us that kept pulling me in, and no matter how hard I pulled back, it just kept reeling me back in.

      It was the same feeling that I felt with Aeon and Lucien. Maybe not as strong but I still felt it. Since I had mated with Lucien I wondered if I wasn’t meant for more than just him.

      “Fine, I’ll do it.” Zev’s voice brought me out of my thoughts.

      “We will do it at the full moon, in three days.” Aeon informed him.

      Zev didn’t say anything before he left, leaving me to wonder what Aeon said to him to make him agree.

      “Thank you!” Aeon called out to him before looking up like he was frustrated.

      I walked to him wanting to comfort him. I wrapped my arms around his middle leaning my cheek against his back.

      “You shouldn't have listened,” Aeon said, resting his arm against my own.

      “I couldn’t help it, plus I didn’t think he would appreciate me walking in on your conversation. He might have gotten spooked,” I said, taking a deep breath of his scent, easing my anxiety.

      “I think he knew you were here, his nose is pretty strong but he agreed so maybe he didn’t know if you were here.”

      “I’m surprised, I expected him to take the entire three days to say yes.”

      Aeon laughed.

      “So did Lucien.” He turned around wrapping his arms around me while he took a big inhale. “I hate that—”

      He didn’t finish his sentence. I was about to ask him what he was about to say but the front doors opened. I tensed immediately thinking it was Zev, but Lucien’s scent enveloped me.

      “He tried to leave, but the barrier is still in place for us,” he said, making me turn around to see him looking at my ass. “What are these pants called, Kit Kat? I swear they are painted on your legs and they make your legs look great.”

      “Just her legs?” Aeon’s voice held mirth as he grabbed my ass. They were just leggings, but I had to remember they were probably used to different clothing.

      “Among other things.” He blushed.

      I laughed when he finally looked at my face.

      “I… I… We…” he stuttered.

      “Calm down, Lu. It's ok.” I smiled. “They are called leggings.”

      “They should be worn everyday,” he growled.

      I laughed as the clock chimed, instantly stealing my smile away.

      Lucien gave me a sympathetic smile.

      “I think we need to figure out if you can leave, Kitten,” Aeon said.

      “Wouldn’t I be tied to the spell just like you are?” I looked back at Aeon. “Isn’t that why I had to put my blood in the cauldron?”

      “Yes, but it's also to satisfy the curse. When Vivienne cast the spell, I’m thinking she didn’t realize the gravity of the spell and in turn, cursed the Belladonnas too.” Aeon explained. “At least that’s what I think happened.”

      “We’ve speculated about the magic she used for a while, but Vivienne was so strong that we didn’t doubt she could manage a spell of this magnitude.” Lucien stood by us.

      “We know she used blood magic, but she didn’t set up her spell correctly and the magic did whatever it wanted. How did—”

      “Kitten, you have to go to your room,” he said, interrupting me, his eyes flashing gold, pushing me away.

      “Let’s go, Kit Kat.” Lucien pulled me away from Aeon but I wasn’t ready to say good night even though I’m sure he was feeling the need to shift.

      I cupped Aeon’s face, his yellow eyes stayed in place. I knew it was his wolf looking at me. He gripped my hips, aggressively pushing me against Lucien. He slid one of his hands up my body until he was cupping the side of my face before he kissed me.

      It wasn’t sweet or gentle. Aeon kissed me possessively, like he wanted to devour me, like I was his and only his. He nipped my lip before pulling back.

      “Mine,” he growled, his eyes still yellow, looking at me and then Lucien.

      “Ours,” Lucien growled back, I looked up to see his eyes had turned yellow too.

      I felt like I should be scared but all I wanted to do was run away until they chased me, catching me and having their way with me.

      “Soon, Kitten.” Aeon looked down at me with a voice that sounded like him, but was otherworldly. It was like he knew what I was thinking. He rubbed his nose against mine before releasing me.

      I expected him to shift immediately, but he walked away like he wasn’t worried he was going to lose control.

      “Come on Kit Kat, let’s get you to bed before the curse calls to me.” Lucien pulled me away.

      “I want to go to your room,” I said, feeling the need to stay closer to him in some way.

      “Ok, we can do that.” He smiled as we walked up the stairs.

      “Why do you think that you’re not shifting like Aeon and Zev?”

      “I wanted to say it was cause we mated but right now Aeon just held off for almost fifteen minutes, and yesterday he said he shifted before three am.” He opened the door to his room. “I do feel like it has something to do with you, but I’m not a hundred percent sure.”

      “It could be because we mated,” I said, thinking that’s the only thing that made sense or that had changed.

      “From what Mr. Potter says, Zev hasn’t shifted earlier or later,” he said, taking my bag from me and sitting it on a chair.

      “Mmmm, do you have another theory?” I asked, as Lucien started to undress me. It wasn’t sexual as he took off my clothes but once I was naked he admired me before he went to a dresser to grab one of his shirts.

      “I do have a theory, but I’m not sure it’s right.” He led me into the bath, helping me get into the tub. The warm water and herbs were a balm to my achy body. “I’m worried something is happening to the magic that is keeping the spell fueled. It’s either running out or maybe our curse is coming to an end and…”

      He squatted next to me running his hand along the water as I got comfortable. Lucien looked lost in thought, his eyes flashing yellow before going back to his human honey eyes.

      “Lu,” I said, turning my body to look him in the eye. “We will find a way to break the curse.

      “I’m worried we are both running out of time,” he said, looking at me with worry in his eyes before they flashed back to yellow. “Let’s get you washed up before I leave.”

      Lucien washed my hair, my body and dried me off with a big fluffy towel. I was nervous he was going to shift, but he looked to have total control. He slipped a shirt on me buttoning it before he turned me around to brush my hair then tucked me into bed.

      “Now go to sleep, I’ll see you tomorrow for Maybon.” He kissed my forehead before he leaned his against mine. “Now, stop worrying because you’re making me worry. I’ve had no urge to shift.”

      “It’s taking everything for me not to look at my watch. I just—”

      “I would never do anything that would endanger you on purpose,” he interrupted me. “I’m going to go, but not because I need to, but because I want you to feel safe.”

      I cupped his cheek bringing his lips closer to me, kissing him deeply feeling the spark of desire. I deepened the kiss, tugging him into the bed.

      “Kit Kat, don’t tempt me, I don’t want to shift mid-release when I feel the need to or worse, I shift while I’m deep inside of you.”

      I laughed at the not funny picture, but knowing my luck, that would happen.

      “Yeah, I don’t think I’m a furry, or into bestiality.”

      Lucien gave me a weird look before he got up, making me laugh harder.

      “I don’t think I want to know.”

      “Yeah, I don’t think I have time to dive into that right now.”

      “Get some rest,” he said, smirking. “Good night, beautiful.”

      “Good night,” I said, feeling my heart full with happiness just being near him. Lucien closed the door while I leaned back into his bed enjoying his scent, thinking I needed to sleep here from now on. After leaving him, I always felt anxious but this calmed my nerves, giving me peace. I needed more peace in my life… and sex. Damn him for leaving me with this ache.
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      It had been at least a century since we had celebrated Maybon. Our pack would hold a big feast as we gave thanks for our harvest and held a night run. My mothers would decorate our home in oranges and yellows. They would prepare apples in every possible way, and we would give thanks during our family breakfast before we got ready for the pack's celebrations.

      Longing for my old life always hits me hard on holidays. Seeing Lucien and Aeon dote on Katarina only made it worse. They looked happy as they gave thanks, breaking bread together before they lit some herbs to cleanse the library. Mr. Potter would cleanse the other major rooms as he always did.

      Katarina looked beautiful in an orange dress that curved against her waist and fell just above her knee. She had a crown of flowers around her head as her hair fell down in waves along her back.

      As much as I denied feeling anything for her, I knew I was lying to myself. The sex we had was proof of that. It was the best I had ever had. Our anger fueled my desire, her biting, pushing and snapping back at me only made it better. The women I had been with had always been meek, submissive and moaned on cue. I wanted a woman who could give as much as she could take.

      Vivienne was always a woman who would fight with me, push me, but those last few months, she had pulled away. If I was being honest with myself, she had pulled away after she told me her true feelings but I didn’t feel the same way. I never saw her as a mate, to me she was like a younger cousin or friend's little sister, someone I couldn’t have romantic or sexual feelings for.

      Even though she was mature for her age, I never saw her as more than my duty. If I had given us a chance, would things have been different? If we all had given her the attention of our mate would we be cursed?

      A lot of what-ifs plagued my thoughts. No matter what, at the end of the day she wasn’t my mate and she would never be no matter what the elders and my father wanted. She wasn’t Katarina.

      I felt the pull towards her, I felt the connection and I felt the start of a bond. No matter what I did, she was burrowing herself in me. My anger, my hate did nothing to her and I had to wonder if she liked our arguing as much as I did.

      She couldn’t be my mate. She was our demise, sent in to bring us to our knees once again. As much as my wolf fought me, I had to stay strong. Katarina Belladonna was a Trojan horse delivered to make us break from within.

      After they did their rituals, she broke away from them to go to the circle she had made for the spell. Her spell weaving was elegant. If I didn’t know she was powerless, I would have assumed she was skillfully powerful.

      She grabbed a little bit of salt, adding a symbol to one side of the circle. I immediately recognized it as earth. The symbol charged the air and I felt my power flow through me like an old friend but the feeling lasted only for a minute.

      The curse had taken away most of the power we had. I still could do small things with my magic—tinctures and herbal magic—but nowhere near the amount of things I had been able to do. My magic could grow crops, feed our pack and on occasion help bring life into the world.

      I missed my pack, but without my magic, it felt like I was missing a piece of myself. The severed connection I had to mother earth left me feeling incomplete.

      “Goddess, give me strength, allow me to find my magic and serve you,” Katarina whispered.

      It was a soft whisper but I heard her loud and clear, making me think of all the reasons I thought she didn’t have magic. Did someone bind her magic? The Belladonnas were cruel beings, leaving destruction in their wake and maybe their cruelty didn’t respect familial ties either.

      “I don’t want to ask for much, but please give me the strength to help me break this spell. Give them your guidance and lessen their hate.” A tear fell down her cheek. “They don’t deserve this punishment.”

      My molars ground against each other. She had to know I was right here. That’s the reason she included us in her prayer, getting me ready so she could try and get me on her side. She was a good actress, but I wasn’t stupid enough to believe it.

      My wolf fought me for dominance, growing tired of my shit. The war within me was a constant struggle, so bad that one day, I  was worried I wouldn’t be able to contain it. I must have been making more noise than I expected because I felt her eyes on me.

      Her expression was fierce. It excited me thinking of all the different ways to take that expression off her face. My wolf took over, walking to her as her heart beat a little faster. I wanted to stop him, but I was curious about what he wanted to do. All he was thinking about was fucking her again, claiming her and if she were anyone else, I wouldn’t be so stubborn.

      She didn’t give me a chance to see what my wolf wanted to do when she turned around to walk back to Aeon and Lucien. I growled, hating that she was walking away from me. Turning her back on a predator was stupid, but showed me she wasn’t scared. It made me admire her, she was my match in more ways than one, and it both excited me and made me hate her more.
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        * * *

      

      It was the day of the spell. The circle that Katarina had been charging for the last few days was ready. The library felt charged last night, the magic feeling like an old friend. I envied Lucien, it seemed mating with the Belladonna had given him some power back as his fist on fire was a strong indication.

      We didn’t know how a bond between a witch and a witch shifter was going to behave. The elders said it was going to be fine because of the previous mating, but the witch wasn’t as strong and neither was the shifter.

      Our bond would have been a different story. We were powerful, but we didn’t know what would happen. Vivienne was one of the strongest witches of her coven, if not the strongest of them. Her power rivaled everyone, but her family kept her weak or so they thought. Her obsession with blood magic was fueled by her need to learn more about her power.

      Instead of nurturing Vivienne, her father hindered her, making her a loose cannon because all he did was suppress her magic with naivety. He could have offered her so much knowledge, but he kept her sheltered and look where that got him.

      Before we were cursed she had shown great power, but no control. I had hoped that once we mated, I would give her all the resources she needed to become better and stronger. I had planned to show her everything her father hadn’t, but she didn’t give me that chance.

      I walked to the library, nervous that this wouldn’t work out, but excited to cast a spell again. By the time I entered, they were all waiting for me. They stopped talking as soon as I came close, making me feel like the outsider I was.

      “Thanks for helping.” Aeon nodded at me.

      Lucien looked like he was ready to punch me again and the Belladonna didn’t even look at me. It wouldn’t surprise me if they all knew what I had done with her. They knew where I stood with her, so it shouldn’t surprise them either.

      “Ok, are we ready?” Katarina asked.

      We nodded before walking over to the circle that was faintly glowing with the power of the moon. The feel of magic was like coming home after the war. It was my comfort, my life and my existence.

      Katarina laid down a book with a few items. She grabbed a bowl, stepping up to Lucien first while she said an incantation before she cut his palm. My body grew cold when blood was put into a bowl. She did the same to Aeon, coming up to me next.

      “No,” I growled, stepping back. “Are you really willing to give her your blood that easily? What if this is the start of another spell on us?”

      “Zev, we need to be protected, I’ve—”

      “You’ve what, Aeon? Seen a spell she said she was going to use?” I shook my head at their idiocy.

      “We both came up with the spell, we need something to power the spell and since none of us have enough power, we need to see if we can tie it into the curse,” Aeon explained, but all I could hear was how this was a bad idea.

      “Do you not hear how bad that sounds?” I looked at Aeon and Lucien. “What is it going to take for you to realize she is here for one thing, to die so the spell continues and whatever her family has up their sleeve.”

      “Listen here, asshole, I don’t have to help you. I don’t have to do any of this,” Katarina snapped at me, pushing herself in front. “I’m trying to help you, but all you do is fight me at every corner. What else could I possibly do that hasn’t already been done to you before, idiot?”

      Her anger excited me, making me want to push her more.

      “Oh, I’m sure in your depraved mind, your family would think of something more wicked.” I snapped.

      “More wicked like what?” She stood up to me but Lucien tried to stand in front of her. “Oh please Lucien, he won’t do anything to me, he—”

      “He what?” I said, standing close to her.

      “You’re so scared of trusting someone else because Vivienne cursed you, that now all you can think is that we are all alike.” She sneered at me as she looked up at me with pity in her eyes. “I’m not Vivienne and I think it's cruel that she did this to you but I am not my family, if you could look past her—”

      “Look past what?! That I’ve been stuck here for almost two hundred years, my brothers are stuck here with me, that our pack died because of me!” I roared so loud that a lamp broke.

      Aeon and Lucien pushed her behind them, protecting her from my anger but when I expected to see anger in their expression, all I saw was pity and sadness.

      “Oh, take that expression off your face, I don’t need your pity,” I snarled, hating that stupid emotion.

      “I can’t change what happened, but let me fix it, if I can’t, then no harm done,” she said, as Lucien growled. “I get you’re scared, but I swear I’m here to help.”

      She pushed Lucien and Aeon to the side to come up to me again.

      “I’m not scared. I just know better than to place my trust in someone who comes from the family who did this to us. I was helping her and she did this to us! I was going to take in that child like it was my own!”

      “I am not her!” she yelled back at me.

      “Your family is why we are here and—”

      “They are pieces of shit!”

      “Just like you! What is a useless magic-less witch going to do for us?”

      A slap hit me across my face, before I was pushed back.

      “Get over yourself! I am not her! You’re starting to sound like a broken record and I’m so sick of it. I am not my family, and if you think that then it’s your fucking loss.” She turned around walking away from me while Aeon and Lucien just looked at me.

      “Your hate is what is keeping us here, and if you’d just help us then we could have a real chance at breaking this curse,” Aeon said, before following Katarina.

      “I know Vivienne really made you wary of everyone related to her, but I’d rather try than continue down a path that has done nothing except hurt us even more.” Lucien turned around, but stopped before he left the library. “I know you feel the pull to her and I don’t know if after all these years she might be the one, but she could possibly be our savior.”

      “Or she could be our damnation.”

      “I think either way, I’d rather say I tried than continue to hate a family and do nothing to break free. You’re not helping us anymore, you're keeping us here.”

      He left before I could say anything else. I wanted to argue, I wanted to fight, I needed something to chase the feeling of the truth. I wasn’t helping and if there was a small chance that she could break the spell, shouldn’t I take that chance?
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      Why is he such a fucking asshole? I knew he was burned by Vivienne, she shattered his trust—at least that's what he keeps saying— but how long was he going to hold on to that? If there was a way to break the spell, but keep him stuck here, I would do it out of spite. The only reason I wouldn’t is because of Lucien and Aeon. They were family, and I couldn’t in good conscience break up that bond.

      They constantly vouched for Zev, making me wonder if he was truly an amazing person, or were they hoping that by saying he was a good person, I would continue to attempt to break the curse.

      I paced the balcony in anger, hating that I was letting him get under my skin, the cool air was like a balm on my heated skin. He assumed so much about me, but what hurt the most is I had feelings for him. It made me feel like a rejected puppy. Why in fuck’s sake was I vying for his attention like I didn’t have two other men to give it to me?

      “Fuck!” I yelled out my frustration, expecting to feel mildly better, but I was met with nothing but silence. My chest hurt from this constant ache of loneliness I couldn’t shake lately, and there was the ever-present fear of death.

      My eyes stung with the need to cry to release all of these pent-up emotions I was feeling, but I was so tired of it. All I wanted was to break this curse, and leave this place so my father or Caston couldn’t ever find me.

      I would love to go somewhere I could enjoy my days with Lucien, showing him the world and everything it had to offer. Would Aeon join us? And would Zev follow? I could picture the grumpy asshole following us. I could picture him doing a lot more than just following us.

      But what if Zev was the key to this spell? What if we needed him, and he didn’t want to help us? Was I going to die because he was a stubborn asshole?

      “Kitten?”

      I spun around to see Lucien and Aeon by the door, looking out of breath… and completely naked.

      “Are you ok, Kit Kat?” They looked concerned, making me feel guilty for screaming and scaring them.

      “Yeah, I’m fine. I just—” I looked up at the moon to reign in my emotions.

      “Kitten, look at me,” Aeon commanded.

      My tears threatened to fall when he grabbed my chin softly, looking impatient. His expression was murderous, like he was ready to burn the world for me.

      “What happened, Kit Kat?” Lucien stood next to him with an expression just as fierce, but once we locked eyes, I knew he could feel my emotions. His expression softened, pulling me towards him, picking me up as I wrapped my legs around him.

      The sleep shirt I had been wearing rode up, exposing my ass. The underwear I had on left little to the imagination. He walked into my room and straight out of the door.

      I wanted to ask where we were going, but at this point I just wanted to forget, so I didn’t care where we were headed. Aeon trailed behind us looking like he was keeping guard. Was he afraid Zev would attack?

      “It’s before three, Kitten, we are just making sure we don’t run into a feral Zev,” Aeon's velvet voice brought me comfort. “Are you hungry?”

      “Not really,” I said.

      “When was the last time you ate?” Lucien asked, rubbing my back.

      “Um… yesterday,” I mumbled, knowing one of them was going to scold me.

      “I’ll be back,” Aeon said, before he turned around, making his way back down the stairs.

      Aeon's ass looked great going down the stairs, giving me all sorts of ideas and the urge to bite it. I nuzzled Lucien’s neck, enjoying the comfort and safety of being in his arms. His hard body against mine only fueled the thoughts Aeon had left with me.

      Before I could rub up against him, we entered a room that smelled like Lucien. I perked up to look around, noticing the room to be bigger than my own. He set me down on a big bed that was on the floor, stepping away from me as I took in the rest of the room. A big window let the moonlight in, giving the room just enough light for me to see most of it.

      The snap of  fingers set a few candles on fire and I was jealous of that convenient piece of magic.

      “Where are we?” I noticed an easel, with paper all over the place.

      “This is my drawing room.” Lucien walked up to me in pants that instantly made me disappointed.

      I raised my eyebrow at that tidbit of information, making me wonder if he had drawn me. The door to the room opened before Aeon walked in with a tray and it seemed he found some pants too.

      “I brought food for Lu and I. There is enough for you too,” Aeon said, walking towards me.

      “Scoot in, Kit Kat.” Lucien helped me scoot back so that Aeon could rest the tray on the bed. The smell of pie hit me, along with gravy and butter.

      “Let me guess, Mr. Potter sent those rolls?” I grabbed one immediately because they were my kryptonite and he also sent up cinnamon butter and whipped garlic butter.

      “He said they were your favorite and you should at least eat something, unless you’d rather talk while we eat.” Aeon gave me a pointed look that said he’d have no problem grilling me on what happened.

      “Come on, Kit Kat, you have to take care of yourself.” Lucien brought a fork up to my lips. “Let me feed you and if you’re up to it, I’d like to sketch you for a moment.”

      I took a bite of steak, groaning at the explosion of flavor that only Mr. Potter had the talent to execute. A throat cleared before I noticed they both had dug into their meals, each giving me a bit of their food, leaving me to relax and enjoy being doted on.

      “Are you going to paint me like one of your French girls?” I giggled, feeling a lot more relaxed.

      “Excuse me?” Lucien looked at me with an odd expression that made me giggle even more.

      “It’s from a movie. They are stuck on a boat where the rich girl falls for the poor boy. He is an artist, she asks him to draw her naked, and they fall in love. Then he dies, which was total bullshit because there was enough space for him on that damn door.”

      Lucien and Aeon looked at me like I had lost my mind, but then Aeon smirked a little.

      “What’s a movie?”

      “You want Lu to draw you naked?”

      They both spoke at the same time and I couldn’t help the giggle that escaped. I sometimes forgot they knew nothing of the world outside of these grounds, but of course, Aeon would only pull that from my little rant.

      “A movie is a series of pictures that move so fast that it makes the scene move,” I said, trying to rack my brain for a better way to explain it, but didn’t want to confuse him.

      “I don’t get it, how can it move?” Lucien asked.

      “Do you have a notebook and a pencil?” I looked around to see if I could find one close by.

      “I do,” he said, getting up and getting a notebook that looked to have been bound by him. It looked like all the edges were blank giving me a perfect opportunity to show him what I meant.

      I took the pencil from him, getting started on my small drawings. Aeon rested his chin on my shoulder looking at what I was doing while I drew. Lucien picked up the tray and sat it on the dresser as I finished up.

      “Now this is how movies started.” I held up the notebook flipping the pages quickly so it could make the stick figure I drew, throw a ball.

      “Wait, let me see that.” Lucien pulled it from my hands to inspect my little movie, while Aeon pulled me towards him to settle in between his legs, wrapping an arm around me as I leaned back against him.

      We watched as he kept flicking the pages, giving me a glimpse of the man who was probably still a little boy at heart. His smile grew each time, taking my breath away when he laughed at it, and then looked at me.

      “That was amazing,” he said, glancing at Aeon. “I’ll have to think of something else to draw into a movie.”

      “Lucien when we get out of here, that drawing will look amateur compared to what we have now. Movies are something else.” I smiled at him, loving that I could feel his happiness in my chest.

      “I love when you talk about the future.” He leaned over to give me a kiss and then gave one to Aeon. My stomach clenched in arousal at seeing them affectionate towards each other. “Don’t move, I want to sketch you both like this.”

      He jumped off the bed, his happiness was infectious and I loved that he still had his inner child in him. Aeon kissed my neck, it was almost like I could feel his contentment too. He hummed a small melody that sounded familiar but I couldn’t place it before he kissed my mate mark causing me to shiver and I almost thought I heard Lucien groan.

      “Thank you for that,” he said, close to my ear.

      “For what?” I asked, a little breathless.

      “For giving him that small moment of happiness. He’s been sad for too long, this curse has taken his youth, his fun years, and the possibility of a mate.” He kissed my cheek. “Thank you, for giving him everything he might have missed.”

      My throat felt tight with emotion as I looked at Lucien getting a few things together. They lost so much, the pressure to free them was almost too much to handle, but I needed to. They deserved to live life, and experience everything it had to offer.

      Lucien started to draw, looking hauntingly handsome as he made big strokes with his hands on the paper, glancing at us rather than looking back at his notebook. His brows were drawn low.

      “I’m afraid that I won’t be able to give you guys everything I want to, that it will be one more failure, and because of that I will bring you guys down with me,” I said, as a tear escaped down my cheek. Aeon pulled his arms around me tighter.

      Aeon took a sharp breath as I felt his body hum with power. His body was taught, making me panic that someone was doing something to him. I quickly turned around to see his eyes glassy and gray.

      “Let him be, Kit Kat. Aeon sometimes gets visions—”

      Aeon took a deep breath before his vivid eyes looked at me. His pupils were dilated, he was panting like he had exerted himself, and he looked hungry…

      “Aeon are—”

      He didn’t give me a chance to finish my sentence before he kissed me. It was hungry and demanding. I groaned when he pushed me onto my back, grinding into me with his impressive length. My stomach clenched in anticipation of where this was going, completely forgetting about what he went through earlier.

      Aeon was the only one who I hadn’t had sex with yet, and I was desperate to find out what he could do after the big game he talked about last time. He nipped my lip before he trailed down my neck, kissing my mate mark, causing me to gasp and grind my core into him.

      Hearing Lucien gasp, I turned my head to get a glimpse of Lucien furiously drawing quickly, peeking over at us, then going back to drawing. Excitement strummed through me as he turned the page to start drawing again.

      I groaned when Aeon slid his hand under my shirt to pinch my nipple roughly and pulled. The pain went straight to my clit as I lifted my hips up searching for more friction. He pushed my shirt up exposing my breasts to the cool air, taking a nipple into his mouth and swirling his tongue over my sensitive flesh.

      Running my hands into his hair as he bit me above my nipple, my legs clench around him. For a moment, I thought he had made me his, but he pulled away licking and kissing, leaving me without a mating mark.

      Rejection hit me out of nowhere. My irrational emotions were like a tornado in me, destroying everything positive in its wake. I gasped, hating that I felt like this. Aeon was smart and calculating, not an impulsive man like Lucien. He knew the risks with being mated to me, and I couldn’t fault him for that.

      Aeon looked up at me in concern, “What happened?”

      I looked away, not wanting him to see the disappointment on my face when Lucien walked up to us. His eyes were only on me, with understanding on his face like he knew what was going on in my head.

      “I want her on top of you.” His smooth voice caressed me, easing some of my emotions.

      Aeon stared at us for a moment as Lucien picked me up, set me down to take off my shirt, grazing my nipples with the back of his hands. His hands trailed down my soft stomach, hooking his thumbs in my underwear, bringing them down slowly. Every touch and reassuring gaze slowly pushed away the hurt I was feeling.

      Lucien cupped my face, leaning forward till our lips brushed against each other. “It's not because he doesn’t want you, I can feel his need for you. It’s like a raging storm, threatening to consume you and everything in its path. Let the storm come to you and I promise the destruction will be worth it.”

      He kissed me roughly, pulling my hair back, to deepen the kiss as my hands held on to his biceps. I dug my nails into his arms, moaning at the rush of our lust that was mixed together. He took a nip at my lips before he picked me up, depositing me back on Aeon’s hips.

      I expected to feel that rejection come back, but it was nowhere to be found when I saw the hunger in his eyes and the flash of gold in them. He was being cautious, we couldn't mate because we didn’t know if we would make it out together.

      “We don’t have to do this, Kitten,” he said, brushing the pad of his thumb along my lower lip. “I don’t want to push you, we don’t have to have sex. I can pleasure you all night without sex.”

      My heart grew in my chest at his patience, something I had never experienced before. We could be more without mating. Even though I was a greedy bitch, I wanted them all to be mine, but this would have to do for now.

      All of them?

      Ignoring myself, I leaned down to Aeon, rubbing my nose along his.

      “Fuck me, Aeon, you talked a big game last time and I think it’s time you delivered.”

      “Hold on tight, Kitten, because I’m about to fuck you until you see the goddess.”
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      Aeon kissed Katarina passionately, making me want to join them. I knew they were intoxicating, they made you feel wanted and needed. He lifted her to straddle his face; he laughed when she protested thinking she was too heavy.

      “Death by your sweet pussy would be the only way I want to go, Kitten. Sit down and grind yourself against me and help me see heaven.”

      I chuckled when he pulled her down causing her to moan loudly. She looked stiff at first, but the longer he was in between her legs, the more she loosened up. I pulled a new sheet, focusing on her head thrown back, her longer hair cascading down her back, Aeon's hands grabbing her breasts.

      They were erotic together as I drew them like this. Katarina’s moans were making it hard to concentrate, but her pleasure was downright distracting. Her cries were getting louder before he lifted her up and threw her on her back. He kneeled between her legs, his face glistening from her arousal, making me want a kiss from him to savor both their tastes.

      Aeon didn’t waste any time, leaning over to pin her arms above her head, kissing her and thrusting into her at the same time. Her back bowed with pleasure while I shivered from feeling it through the bond. I knew how punishing Aeon’s strokes could be, the endless pleasure he brought to your body and feeling Katarina’s pleasure only confirmed how well he played with our bodies.

      His thrusts made his ass flex in that salacious way, that had me wishing I was in her place. I took out a blank page to capture his dominance, her pleasure and that power behind his hips. The need to pleasure myself was blinding, but the demand I had to capture this moment was even stronger.

      “Please,” she whined.

      Her face was contorted with pain, but I knew he was withholding her orgasm. I didn’t know it would be such a thrilling thing to do, but to have her on the edge was electrifying. The control was like a drug and I knew why Aeon loved to take charge. Control in itself, was pleasure on its own.

      “Do you want to come, Kitten?” His growl made a shiver of pleasure run through me.

      Was it mine or Katarina’s pleasure? At this point I had never felt anything like this.

      “Please, A,” she gasped, pulling on her arms.

      “I want you to beg, Kitten, beg for me to let that cunt tighten around me.” His growl was deepening, making me wonder if tonight was the night he made her his. Aeon's control would only take him so far, but I knew how enchanting Katarina was. He didn’t know it, but he was hers already.

      “Aeon, please—” she groaned, closing her eyes. “Please let me come, I want to come on your cock.”

      Aeon’s satisfaction strummed through me as he gave her what she wanted with his body flexing and pushing her body to new heights. Her back bowed when a rush of euphoria hit me. I leaned over groaning at the sensation, wondering if it was enough to have me finish in my pants without even touching myself.

      I breathed through it, glancing up to see he had changed positions. He fucked her from behind, holding on to her hips looking like a god of sex. Katarina was holding on for the ride while I got a blank page to sketch them again.

      They transfixed me with their expressions, sweat-covered bodies and the sounds they made. They were paintings that I desperately wanted to freeze in time because while I was hopeful the curse would be broken, these might be my only memories of Katarina, and all of us together.

      I accidentally crushed the paper in my hand in anger at the possibility of losing her. I wasn’t lying when I said I would find a way to follow her.

      “Fuck, Aeon,” Katarina moaned, breaking my depressive thoughts.

      When they caught my eye, I froze. I took an audible swallow at the scene before me. Aeon laid on his back with her on top of him. Katarina's back was flushed against his chest, her perky breasts rocked back and forth as her head rested against his shoulder. He wrapped a hand around her neck, grabbing a handful of her breast, sliding in and out of her, giving me the perfect view.

      I grabbed a paper, drawing them quickly, my need burning inside of me. My drawing was probably atrocious but I just needed a rough draft. Something I could elaborate on later.

      My body acted of its own accord when I had finished walking to them until I kneeled in between their legs at the edge of the bed. I kissed the inside of Katarina’s thigh, making my way closer to her core.

      “Lucien,” she moaned.

      “Suck on her,” Aeon commanded, right before I sucked on her clit. His hard pounding made it a little difficult to suck properly. I squeezed his thigh running my hand up and down, hoping he would slow down. The charcoal I had used earlier left dark marks on his skin. He stopped suddenly. Their breathing was rough, the sound of kissing had given me an idea.

      Swirling my tongue on her clit before I sucked on it, I lifted Katarina slightly, Aeon's cock fell forward. He growled before I took him in my mouth tasting Katarina, wasting no time, taking as much of him as I could. They tasted so good together.

      “Lucien.” Aeon’s voice sounded strained.

      It made me feel powerful as I took him in my mouth again. I rubbed her clit with my clean hand as I sucked on him enjoying both of their squirming before I slid him into Katarina. She slammed down on him, making him yell out, rocking her hips in hard motions, fucking Aeon.

      Her pleasure flitted through me, making me impossibly hard. I cupped his balls and lower shaft, watching her undo this man. I slid my finger up, with each slam of her hips I went up until she had Aeon's cock and a portion of my finger swallowed by her cunt.

      I slid in another finger, feeling her coat my fingers in her arousal as she and Aeon cried out. The fit was tight, making me wish I was inside of her experiencing this but glancing over at their expressions was enough for me.

      “Lucien,” she panted, “I need more, I’m… I’m… almost—”

      I sucked on her clit as Aeon took over the thrusting and I played with the sensitive spot under his balls. Their desire was making me frantic, as I tried to lower my pants with one hand. She ran a hand over my head, gripping a handful of my hair, pushing my face into her cunt.

      “Yes, yes, yes,” Katarina shouted her release as I continued to lick and suck her, but I couldn’t hold back anymore. I stood in front of them and stroked myself a few times. Aeon's hold on her was rough, holding on to her neck and waist-slamming into her while we looked at each other before we both slipped over the edge together. The intense pleasure almost made me fall on them as I came all over her stomach and his arm.

      I shivered as the last of my pleasure left my system.

      “Clean her up, Lucien.” Aeon's dark voice made me look down.

      He slipped out of her, making some of his cum slip out and I smirked. Kneeling again, I kissed her clit softly, eliciting a small gasp from her. I licked every part of her until I stuck my tongue in her entrance, tasting Aeon and Katarina. With their release on my tongue I got up, leaning over to kiss Katarina.

      She met me with urgency, our kiss was fierce, raw and demanding. Aeon shifted from under her, I held her up with one arm, laying her back down. She nipped at the bottom of my lip, making me want to fuck her.

      “You’re so beautiful together,” Aeon groaned.

      I pulled away from Katarina as she was looking up at him. His eyes flashed golden and I knew the hour was upon us, if it hadn't already passed. Whatever was happening was allowing us to stay human for more than an hour of a day, but it seemed my pull to the curse was even less than Aeon’s because I didn’t feel anything.

      Another petal of hope blossomed in me that this could be our life, where we shifted at will, ran whenever we wanted to, lived life and did it with Katarina by our side. I pulled Aeon in for a kiss, trying to convey everything I was feeling. We could do this, we could break the spell and we could finally be together.

      Katarina kissed up my neck, biting and sucking before she did the same to Aeon. Her hand roamed our bodies as we kissed.

      “Round two?” Katarina moaned, as I pinched her nipple.

      “You want us to fuck you together, Kitten?” Aeon kissed the side of her neck.

      “I want to be writhing between you, feeling pleasure that I can only dream of.” Katarina shivered.

      Aeon growled.

      “I have to go.” He backed away from us, shaking his head.

      I pushed Katarina behind me in case he did shift.

      “Good night,” she said, over my shoulder.

      “Next time, Kitten, I promise I’ll deliver next time.” His voice had gotten deeper before he opened the door, running out. He made it down the stairs before he shifted, making me relax a little.

      “Have you thought more about why you guys are shifting sooner?” Katarina scooted closer to me.

      “You,” I said, turning around.

      “Me?” She looked shocked.

      “I’m not completely sure, but it's never happened before you,” I said, pushing a dark strand of her hair away from her face. “You’re doing something and you don’t even know it.”

      “Aeon said something about the magic depleting,” she said, looking unsure about my explanation.

      “It could be that too, but why would the magic be depleting now?” I got up to get a towel to clean her up.

      “Magic needs a source,” she said, as I came back to the bed, wiping her down. “This spell requires a lot of power and needs power to keep it strong. Maybe whatever has been fueling it has grown weak.”

      “Maybe,” I said, not believing it, cleaning between her thighs.

      Katarina was our key to this curse, she just needed to realize it. She was causing cracks in the curse’s foundation. I didn’t know how, but I did know she was doing it.

      “Don’t get wild ideas in your head, Lucien.” She sat up cupping my face. “I’m nothing special. I don’t have magic, there's no way I could be the reason for the curse weakening.”

      “Katarina,” I said, looking into those violet eyes that held fear. “You don’t know how special you are, but I’ll keep believing for the both of us until you do.” I cupped her face with both my hands. “You’re stronger than you think, you’re a Luna, a warrior, a fucking queen, and no matter if you have any magic or not, You. Are. Perfect.”

      “Lucien—”

      I knew she was going to speak badly about herself or say something I didn’t like, so the best way to silence her was to kiss her. She didn’t believe me, but Katarina was going to be the best thing that had ever happened to us.

      Pushing her onto her back, I kissed her. If she wouldn’t listen to my words then I’d show her how precious she was with my body. We made love, slow and sweet until I had her begging me for her release. I didn’t let her come until she told me she was perfect. I don’t think I believed it, but tonight was just the start. When this was over, Katarina would love herself as much as I did.
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            KATARINA

          

        

      

    

    
      The sun shone into the room giving it a beautiful glow. I could finally see all the drawings on the walls littered all over the room. The few I had seen last night were amazing, but now in the light, I saw that Lucien was extremely talented. I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride for that man.

      I stretched my body when an arm slid around my waist tighter, making me freeze. The sound of even breathing meant he was still asleep. Slowly, I turned around to see Lucien sleeping—and he stole my breath away.

      Lucien was handsome, but in the sunlight with his tanned skin, he looked like a surfer from the west coast who had stepped right out of a magazine cover. His face was relaxed, making him look his age. His full lips were slightly parted, and he finally looked at peace.

      Each of them looked like they carried the weight of the curse solely on their shoulders and now that Lucien was relaxed, I could see how much sadness he had been carrying. It made me wonder what Zev looked like sleeping, I wouldn’t doubt that scowl of his stayed on his face permanently.

      “I hope you're staring at me because you’re about to climb on me and let me have my breakfast in bed,” Lucien mumbled, as I laughed.

      He opened his honey-colored eyes, giving me a smile that, if I still had panties on, would have melted them right off. My heart did somersaults in my chest that this man was mine. He froze instantly, fear marring his handsome face.

      “Kit Kat, you need to run to the bathroom.” He pulled his arm away from me, his fear echoing in his voice.

      “You’re fine, Lu,” I said calmly. “Do you feel the need to shift?”

      His eyes kept looking around the room.

      “Kat,” he said, slowly sitting up looking at the window. “It's been so long since I've seen the sun or felt the heat on my skin.”

      He clenched his jaw as I sat up. His lip trembled slightly, breaking my heart.

      “Come on, let's feel the sun before the curse calls you,” I said, grabbing my shirt to put it on.

      “Katarina, we can’t risk it. You need to go to the bathroom or run to your room.” He looked absolutely terrified.

      “Do you feel the need to shift?” I grabbed his hand to pull him off the bed.

      “No, but—”

      “Then let's take advantage of this gift.” I pulled him again and this time he let me.

      “I could hurt you, Kit Kat,” he said, pain lacing his voice.

      “I trust you.”

      “But I don’t trust me.” His statement was worrisome, but he had protected me before, so I knew he could do it this time. I needed to give him this gift. Lucien, Aeon and Zev were damaged, tortured beasts that needed some good in their lives. They were creatures of balance, they needed the sun just as much as they needed the moon.

      We walked to the enormous window that had the morning sunlight shining through. The closer we got the slower Lucien followed, the apprehension in my chest made me confused, but I kept walking. He needed this, he deserved this.

      I walked into the sunlight feeling a little bit of warmth when Lucien stopped moving, making me jerk back. He was just on the edge of the shadows, looking like a lost little boy.

      “Darling, what’s wrong?” I turned towards him.

      “This feels like a trick or a dream.” His face turned into a guarded expression.

      “Lucien…” A lump formed in my throat.

      My lips trembled as I walked up to him, this entire moment was gut wrenching. I grabbed his hands, putting them on either side of my face.

      “Does this feel real?” I asked.

      He stared down at me, guarded, looking just like he did when I first met him.

      “What about this?” I brought him down for a kiss but his lips stayed still. Just as I was about to pull away, he wound his arms around me, kissing me with urgency. I could feel his panic, but I was confused as to why he was feeling like this. When I felt wetness against our lips, I pulled away.

      Lucien had tears streaming down his face.

      “I haven't seen or felt the sun in almost two hundred years, Kit Kit,” he whispered.

      “Then let's not waste anymore time.” I pulled him forward.

      He took a step forward, the sun making his hair look lighter, his skin brighter as he visibly shivered.

      “Fuck, that feels amazing.” More tears rolled down his face before he closed his eyes.

      I stood back letting him enjoy this moment. Turning around, I looked for a way to open the window. He needed the full experience. If I wasn’t worried about being caught by Zev or Aeon, I would take him back to my room to go out to the balcony. He could sun bath for as long as he wanted, and it would be easy to jump to avoid him if he did shift.

      Finding a small lever, I opened one pane of the window as a small breeze flitted through the room. Lucien’s sigh was all I needed to keep looking for more ways to open the other panes.

      “I forgot what it feels like to be in the sun.” His voice was full of melancholy.

      I looked over my shoulder to see another tear fall down his handsome face. Breathing slowly, I tried not to let my emotions take over.

      “The sun is the moon's other half. We can't live in harmony if we don’t have both,” I said, looking for another window pane to open.

      “Are you our harmony, Katarina?”

      “I feel like I might be the chaos in your life, not your harmony,” I said, peeking over my shoulder.

      “Goddess, Kat. Don’t you see? We’ve been trapped in darkness for far too long, you're the light that brings us home. You're the sun to our endless moon, giving us the balance we’ve desperately needed.” He said those words with such conviction that it made me lose my breath.

      I looked out the window, not knowing what to say. Lucien had always seen me as more, but how long would it take him to realize that I was nothing special.

      “Lucien—”

      “Katarina,” he said eerily, Lucien's voice was not his own.

      Slowly turning around. I looked at Lucien with yellow eyes. My heart rate shot through the roof.

      “I cannot keep the spell at bay, but thank you, Mate.” He walked to me. “Do not be afraid.”

      He pulled me in for a kiss that left me wanting more before he trailed down kisses to my mark. My skin erupted in goosebumps as he nuzzled my neck before leaving one kiss on the bite.

      The feeling was electrifying. All I wanted was for him to have his way with me against the window.

      “We must go before we hurt you.” He cupped my face tenderly. “Go into the bathroom and wait for us to leave.”

      “Is Lucien with you?” I asked, still a little apprehensive.

      “He is, but the curse is pulling at us and I’m fighting it with all of our might. Go, my Mate, keep yourself safe and thank you. You’ve given us a gift that we are not worthy of.”

      He pushed me back by my stomach, looking at his hand. A growl escaped his mouth.

      “One day, Katarina, we will test your theory and why you think you're barren. I think you just needed the right men.” He pushed me back to the restroom before turning away.

      I was frozen with his cockiness, but also so turned on.

      “Go now, my Kitten and stay safe.” He growled loudly and I all but ran into the bathroom so turned on, I debated whether to rub one out or just wait for one of them tomorrow. I could definitely do a repeat of last night, but in the back of my head I thought it would have been even better if Zev would have joined us.
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        * * *

      

      After I slept a bit more, Mr. Potter brought me a change of clothes. This room's bathroom had an amazing view outside. I sat in the tub, in warm water mixed with different herbs, enjoying the beautiful night. Mr. Potter showed me how to open a window and the fresh air came in, cooling my heated skin.

      I needed this warm bath to sooth my muscles. Aeon had twisted me into positions I had never been in before, and my body had not been ready for it. It made me think of starting yoga to make me nice and limber because Aeon positioned me like I was Gumby.

      Rolling my neck side to side, I knew I needed to get out and get ready. We needed to find another way to get the wards up without Zev. I had been trying not to think about it, but the thought of Caston coming back soured my stomach, making me nervous that it wouldn’t only be him coming back.

      Leaving the warm water was hard, but I dressed quickly, pulling my hair into a braid. The door to the room opened with Aeon walking in looking around for me. When he spotted me, his face instantly lit up and I loved it.

      “I know I shouldn’t miss you, but I do and waking up alone in the dirt is not how I want to wake up anymore.” I laughed when he pulled me in for a quick kiss. “If I didn’t have dirt in random places, I would ravish you quickly before Lucien came up.”

      “I don’t think I need to know where these random places are, go bathe quickly and maybe we can still get one in before he comes,” I giggled, pecking him on the mouth before he left.

      “I’m sure we can get both done in the bath.” He nuzzled my neck.

      “A, as much as I would love to stay with you and let you have your way with me, I think we need to figure out the wards first,” I said, trying to keep the panic out of my voice.

      His face softened, “You’re right.” He kissed my forehead. “You have nothing to worry about, ok?”

      “Where is Lucien?” I asked, realizing that he had changed before Lu did.

      He looked conflicted before he took a deep breath.

      “He’s running the perimeter. We’ve started to do that to make sure nothing is going to catch us off guard.” He looked like he didn’t want to tell me.

      “Are you worried?”

      “No, we just want to make sure that we are prepared, in case there is a next time,” he said with confidence, but I had a feeling he wasn’t telling me the whole truth. He was leaving something out.

      “Wait here for Lucien, I’ll be quick.” He kissed my cheek but I still worried about Lucien being out by himself. “You could come and sit with me.”

      “I’m just going to stand by the window and wait,” I said, rubbing my chest, knowing I wouldn’t settle until I saw Lucien.

      “Ok, I’ll be quick,” he said, disappearing into the bathroom.

      I didn’t know what Aeon was hiding, but I had a feeling he was lying to me. They knew something was going to happen and I hated not being included.

      I walked to the window to see if I could look out for Lucien, just a glimpse of him would make me feel better even though I could feel him and nothing felt wrong. A few minutes went by when I noticed two wolves running side by side. A dark and a light one were running along the gate.

      Just the thought of Zev with Lucien made me feel better instantly. But why was Zev running with Lucien? We were in this mess because of him. He needed to get his shit together because I knew Caston was going to be back and he wasn’t going to be unprepared this time.
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      I lied to Katarina a few days ago. She deserved the truth but I saw the fear in her eyes about Caston coming back. It was our job to protect her and I didn’t want to add more stress onto her. That bastard made her afraid, which made me want to rip him to shreds. She didn’t go into complete detail about what he had done to her, but her fear told me enough.

      For the first time in two hundred years, my hatred for the Belladonnas was dwarfed by my hatred for this man. I guess you could say he was a Belladonna, so it wasn’t much different. Her family had to know he hit her, or was unfaithful to her. From what she has said, her family all lived under the same roof. Someone had to have seen something.

      My anger fueled my running. I was able to shift back into a human fifteen minutes ago, but I stayed in my wolf form because I needed to make sure that the perimeter was safe before I saw Katarina. We had spent the last few days researching spells, and there was one that might work, but we didn’t have one of the ingredients and it would take two weeks to prepare.

      Seeing the hope die from her eyes as she read everything we needed and how long it would take, broke my heart. It wasn’t off the table yet, she thought she might be able to modify it to still work.

      After I made a few laps around, I settled to watch the gates for a moment. It had been a few times already that I felt like someone was watching the property. When I told Lucien about it he shifted immediately, running along the gate to make sure he didn’t see anything.

      Ever since that night, we had been taking turns to make sure one of us didn’t miss something. A few nights, Zev’s wolf had run with us, but when we had crossed paths he didn't seem to remember. His outburst the other night was still grating on my nerves. His hate was pushing him off the deep end and I didn’t know what to do to make him see that he was hindering us.

      The sound of soft footsteps brought my attention away from the gates. I assumed it was Lucien, but when Zev appeared, I had to stop myself from growling at him.

      “Are you really that worried that someone is going to walk through those gates?” he asked, knowing I was already conscious of my wolf.

      I gave myself a few minutes before I shifted to get a hold of my anger.

      “Yes, I’ve had a few instances where I was positive someone was out there,” I said, continuing to look around.

      “What are you afraid of?” he asked, standing next to me. “What could possibly come through those gates that we can’t handle?”

      “That's the thing, Zev, I don’t know what is out there anymore. There is a whole new world out there that we have no idea about, except the small pieces of information we get from Mr. Potter.” I took a deep breath. “I don’t know what anyone is capable of anymore and the unknown worries me.”

      Zev nodded and looked around as well. I itched to yell at him, knock some sense into him, but I knew that would do more damage than good. We stood in silence and I hated that it felt like we were worlds apart. Our bond felt like it was slowly cracking, all because of hate.

      I missed my friend, my brother, our leader.

      “I’ll see you later.” I turned to walk away not knowing what else to say.

      “Aeon, what’s happening to us?” he asked, sounding forlorn.

      “Life,” I said, trying to explain in a diplomatic way. “Life is changing, and we have to adapt. If we don’t, then we will just be stuck in this awful reality for the rest of our lives.”

      “Life doesn’t change, people do,” he growled.

      “Same thing, we all can’t expect to be the same forever, not even you have stayed the same after two hundred years,” I said, leaving quickly before we started to argue again, but I had one more thing to say. When I turned to look at him, his expression was full of heartache. I didn’t have it in me to say what I was going to say, hoping that all he needed was time to work through his anger.
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        * * *

      

      I woke up on top of Lucien. My head rested against his chest, hearing the steady strumming of his heartbeat. It was soothing, almost lulling me to sleep, and mixed in with Katarina’s underlying scent, I was at peace.

      “I’m starting to hate waking up outside.” Lucien's deep voice rumbled after it had started to sprinkle.

      “After waking up in bed with Katarina, I’m sure this feels awful,” I said, jealous that he managed to wake up with her in his arms and see the sun, all in the same morning.

      I missed the sun so much, it was like I was missing a limb.

      “You make waking up outside better though. I’ve missed waking up with you,” he said, looking up at me.

      He opened his mouth like he was going to say more, but he closed it quickly. My heart constricted that we still weren’t completely fine.

      “I choose you, Lucien,” I said, swallowing roughly at what I was about to admit. “I know I’ve made our relationship more difficult, but I can’t imagine my life without you. I’ve kept my sanity because of you, you’ve given me hope and shown me a future I can’t say no to anymore.”

      I wrapped a hand around his neck to kiss him, to show him that my words were true. I wanted forever with him, even if that meant it was just us.

      “What about Katarina?” he asked, after he sucked on my bottom lip. “Does that mean you will mate with her?”

      I pursed my lips at the thought of not mating with her. While I was deep inside of her the other night, I wanted nothing more than to sink my teeth into her, right next to Lucien's mark. But I still had my reservations. She could die.

      “Lucien, what if—”

      “Don’t say it, Aeon,” Lucien growled, sitting up as a rumble of thunder sounded above us, matching his intensity.

      “Lu, if you haven’t—”

      “Of course I have, if she dies, I don’t know what’s going to happen to me,” he snarled. “Keeping her safe is all I think about. Breaking the spell is all I think about. That shit husband of hers could come back at any moment to try and take her away from us.”

      Us.

      Lucien always thought about us as a whole. Zev and I would always be included in anything. He and his wolf were the most selfless beings in the world, he was so naive at times, but that’s what I loved most about him. Lucien was untarnished by the horrors of the world, his view was simplistic and almost childlike. It was beautiful how he saw the world, and I needed to remember that there was also good in our world like Lucien.

      “He won’t take her from us,” I said, cupping his face with both of my hands. “We will keep her safe and with us for as long as possible.”

      Lucien's face was fierce with protectiveness, but I saw the worry in his eyes.

      “I can’t lose my mate, Aeon,” he whispered. “I know you think I’m stupid for mating with her, but she’s a piece of me that I didn’t know I was missing, she’s everything.”

      His confession made my throat constrict with emotion. I was a fool to think I could resist this man and his big heart. All the time I pushed him away, I could have been basking in his love. Why did I think pushing him away was a good idea?

      I’m an idiot, that’s why.

      “You won’t lose her. We won’t lose her, and I’ll make sure I do everything in my power to keep her safe.”

      “Is that what you saw in your vision the other night?” he asked, reminding me of the very vivid vision I saw.

      It was the first one I had had since she had been here, and I was relieved. Usually I had a few, showing me things in the immediate future or things that made no sense even when I removed time from the equation. When a Belladonna was here with us, I could always see what they were going to do next, or if they were sneaking around.

      Ever since Katarina arrived it was like my visions dried up, worrying me that my magic was truly leaving me.

      I pursed my lips to keep the smile from giving away what my vision was about. Lucien looked down at my lips before he smirked.

      “You had a naughty vision?”

      I shrugged.

      “Maybe,” I said coyly.

      “I hope she was in a position she couldn’t escape,” he said, looking mischievous. There was my Lucien. I hated seeing him down.

      “It was all of us together,” I admitted.

      “All of us?”

      “Zev was in the vision too and we were all pleasuring her,” I said, confirming. “I don’t know how far in the future it was, but we were outside. The moonlight shined down on her as we all were around. It was so visceral that I could feel it was happening.”

      “So he gets over himself? That sounds promising,” he said, looking relieved.

      “You know that my visions don't always come to fruition, it’s a possibility, but I think it’s only a matter of time before he cracks and lets her in.”

      He nodded his head, like he was putting pieces together in his mind.

      “One more person to keep her safe,” he said, looking relieved. “We also need him to help with the curse. He knows things, he knows more about Vivienne than either of us, and if we need to break her spell, he is our best option.”

      “Let’s get the wards sorted out first, and then we can worry about breaking the curse,” I said, getting up and extending my hand to him as it started to sprinkle.

      “I’m going to check the perimeter before I go inside,” he said, getting up.

      “I’ll go with you, we can stretch our legs and get it done faster with two sets of eyes,” I said, as Lucien walked close to me.

      “You know I love you too, I’ve loved you for a long time and know things haven’t been easy for us but—”

      “No buts, Lucien. I know I haven't made being with me easy, but I regret not giving in sooner. I've been unfair to you and that stops now, because no matter what, we will always have each other and together we can do anything.” I brought him in for a kiss to convey all my love for him. It was slow, unhurried and a promise. “I love you, Lucien. I’ll love you for the rest of my existence and into the afterlife. Nothing is keeping us apart, not anymore. You are my everything.”

      “Aeon, do you know how long I have waited for you to say something like that to me?” Lucien growled. “You’re mine, have always been mine, and it’s about fucking time you realized it.”

      He pulled me in for a kiss, a promise that made my wolf push forward.

      “I need you,” I groaned, my incisors itching to bite into his skin.

      “Fuck,” he panted.

      “Let’s run and then we can fool around with our girl.” I pressed my forehead against his.

      “No, I want you, I need you, now,” Lucien whined, pushing me against a tree before cupping my face and kissing me again.

      His hands came down my neck, over my chest trailing down my abs until he stroked my semi-hard cock.

      “Lucien,” I groaned, leaning my head back on the tree.

      “What do you want, Aeon?” he growled, before kissing my neck, continuing to stroke my cock.

      “You,” I panted.

      “If we do this, Aeon, we can’t undo it. You’ll be stuck with me forever.” He pulled away like he was listening for something before he looked at me. “You won’t be able to change your mind.”

      It stung that he would think I would take this lightly, but I could see why he was wary of us. I wanted nothing more than to share the rest of my life with him.

      A scream ripped through the night making both of us still for a second before we ran towards Katarina.

      “Is she ok?” I asked, as we ran.

      “I… I don’t know,” Lucien's voice wavered. “I don’t feel her.”
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            KATARINA

          

        

      

    

    
      I threw another book across the room in frustration. Nothing was giving me answers, I wasn’t any closer to finding out the truth than I was almost five months ago. Irritation clawed at me from looking at all these useless books. The weight of this stupid fucking curse was crushing me with every day that passed.

      We were no closer to finding a spell for the wards or finding a damn spell that would break the curse. I snapped, pushing all the parchment off my bed, and started throwing all the books across the room until my grandmother's book was the only one left on my bed.

      Tears welled in my eyes at the longing in my heart. I missed my grandmother, I missed Serena, and my life before this mess. But I didn’t miss my life for long when I thought of never having met Lucien or Aeon. And I definitely didn’t miss having to deal with Caston and all his bullshit.

      My heart felt like it was being pulled in two directions. The need to be away from here, and the need to be exactly where I was at the moment. I took a few deep breaths to reset and then got to picking up all the notes on parchment Aeon and I had made.

      I set them down on top of my grandmother's grimoire before I picked up the rest of the books. My room was a mess, so I proceeded to pick it up, hang clothes and actually put them away in drawers. The soft thunder outside had me opening the balcony doors to enjoy the storm that was coming. Rain always brought me comfort, and hopefully the storm outside settled my raging emotions.

      Taking a deep breath, I hoped my feelings weren’t being funneled to Lucien, he didn’t need to put up with anymore of my erratic emotions. Thinking a little harder about him, I could feel an array of emotions coming from him. He was content and that in itself made me a little happier too.

      As I was organizing the stuff in my trunk, the necklace Serena gave me before I left caught my eye. Before I knew what I was doing, I grabbed it, holding it tightly and whispered the enchantment she weaved into it. The stone warmed in my hand, making my heart race with excitement.

      We had never tested how far these would work, but I was desperately praying to the goddess that it worked. Time slowly ticked by, and I realized it was already past two in the morning. Serena was probably asleep. I stared down at the necklace wondering if this was useless, but there had to be a reason she had given me the necklace.

      Serena had put a lot of thought into giving me everything I needed while I was here. She knew I would contact her. I’m just hoping she hadn’t given up on me, thinking I was never going to message her back.

      I laid the stone on the nightstand, hoping to use it at a more reasonable hour but I was still disappointed. All I wanted was someone to talk to, express my fears, my concerns. And I mostly just needed some girl talk. I was dying to tell someone about Lucien and me, but the fear of rejection made me wonder if anyone needed to know about our union.

      All of these emotions were getting to me. I wanted a moment of weakness where I didn’t have to worry about anything. Taking a deep breath, I banished my negative thoughts away before I figured out what else I wanted to research.

      I rubbed my temples to relieve some tensions before I grabbed Vienienne’s grimoire. The last few entries had been about her and Thane, graphically fooling around. One of the entries was way too much information for me. I knew everyone had sex but to hear details about your grandmother doing it, no thank you.

      If she hadn’t already been promised to the guys, it sounded like she and Thane might have been really great together. She could have just been a regular witch, binding herself to someone who would have loved her, given her a good life.

      I opened the grimoire up to where I had left off, ready to figure out what the hell had happened already. My impatience was getting to me, all I wanted to do was find something I could work with.

      Thane is my every thought. I wake up and think of him. He is always on my mind and I’m seeing him everywhere. We can’t keep our hands off each other, and I sneak out every night just to see him. Our magic is getting stronger and stronger. Last night he called me his love, he didn’t even realize he had said it until I said something.

      I asked him if he loved me, he looked away quickly, but nothing could hide that blush. We made sweet love that night, and we confessed our love for each other. I’m playing with fire but the more time that goes by, I’m finding I’m caring less and less. I want it all to burn.

      Vivienne fell in love. Is that why she cursed them? I leaned back in the chair realizing she was probably desperate, she felt like she had no choice. I was instantly angry that she was selfish enough to damn these men for her own benefit when she could have easily done something else. She could have chosen anything else but chose to make them suffer for years for her mistakes. The shame at what she had done made me feel even worse.

      Could my family suck any more?

      I closed my eyes when I suddenly felt a sharp pain behind them, making me wince. Taking a deep breath, the sharpness felt like it was getting worse. When the pain wouldn’t let up, I tried to get up from the bed to check my nightstand to see if I had any vials of pain medicine.

      My vision was going spotty as I tried to look through the drawer. I came up with nothing and the need to curl up from the pain was intense. My breathing was getting more erratic the more the pain in my head intensified.

      “Mr. Potter,” I cried out, hoping he would hear me.

      My vision completely went black while I blinked repeatedly trying to gain it back. Blood was pounding in my ears as panic took over. A chill ran its way down my back like a foreboding presence.

      “Mr. Potter!” I screamed.

      I felt around me as I tried to walk to the door, even though I knew it wasn’t close to three am, but I had to find someone. Feeling around the room, I slowly found my way to the door. The pain had stopped completely and I slowly regained my vision.

      My body was shaking from the pain when I fell on my knees, trying to figure out what the hell had happened. I felt a slight throb from what I suspected to be stress but now I was wondering what the hell was wrong with me. A small part of me wondered if this might be my magic coming in or maybe my body was just tired?

      Goosebumps peppered my body as my intuition went on high alert. It was almost as if someone was in the room with me. I looked around, to double check that I was alone. Was someone fucking with me? I knew Zev was upset with me, but did he have the ability to do this to me?

      If he was behind this, I would make sure he regretted everything for the rest of his life. Grabbing on to the end of the bed, I slowly got up, still a little dizzy from the pain. My heart was still racing, my body still on high alert. Nothing looked out of place in my room, I had been here the whole time. I grabbed my watch seeing it was two fifteen in the morning.

      Lucien and Aeon had been waking up earlier but I hadn’t heard anything about Zev. The more I thought about it the less likely it seemed that it was that asshole. A sense of dread filled my chest before my intuition screamed at me. I frantically looked around for something before I felt the hairs on the back of my neck stand up.

      The blinding pain came back, making me fall to my knees again. The pain was all over my head and I finally realized what it was. Caston was trying to force his way in. The revelation made me recognize the specific feel of his familiar magic trying to get into my head, but there was also a secondary feel to his power. It was like he was taking multiple hammers to my head to crack my skull open.

      The pain intensified and I screamed so loud that my ears popped. Tears fell down my face as I tried to get up. I needed someone, anyone to help me fight him off. My vision cut off again while I crawled to the door slowly, like my limbs weren’t receiving the message to move.

      “Lucien!” I cried out feeling myself on the edge of oblivion.

      “Aeon!” I yelled, panicking wondering what the hell Caston was doing. “Help!”

      Why wasn’t anyone coming? I had no choice but to try and fight it, but I had no idea what I was doing. Lucien said he would teach me but with everything that had been going on, we hadn’t had a chance to work on it.

      Instinctively I tried to picture walls in my mind. Steel walls that were strong enough to keep Caston out. The pressure in my head lessened but when I felt another stabbing pain, my walls crumbled and all I felt was excruciating power.

      Nausea assaulted me, making me want to throw up my breakfast. My body was forced ramrod straight, like someone was trying to command my limbs to do something, but I couldn’t figure out what.

      Walk now.

      My body obeyed immediately like I was a puppet obeying my master, taking a step. I clenched my teeth trying to put up walls in my mind again, succeeding for a second before they were blown down like they were a deck of cards.

      I lowered my body to the floor sobbing, not knowing what else to do. He was winning and it looked like this was it. My body shuddered involuntarily while I felt the last of my will slowly give away. Who knew what he was going to do to me as I felt my subconscious slowly going under. I screamed one more time, as loud as I could. My final thought as I succumbed to the darkness was that I hoped Lucien would stop me from leaving if he got to me in time.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I was walking when I came back into consciousness. My limbs felt heavy and I was moving slowly. Confusion was clouding my mind, making everything blurry.

      Move faster. A growl sounded in my head. It was Caston.

      The pain was radiating throughout my body instead of just my head with each step I took.

      “Katarina.” My name made me flinch.

      I opened my eyes, but I still didn’t have my vision back. It was also extremely hot. Heat was all around me, like I was in the middle of a fire.

      What the fuck was going on?

      “Katarina, you need to calm down!”

      Kill.

      “Kit Kat!” The heat was everywhere, it was consuming me.

      Kill.

      “Katarina!”

      Kill them all.

      “Zev!”

      Arms wrapped around me. The intensity of the pain receded as I was met with yellow eyes. His face was full of pain.

      “Fight it,” Zev said, through clenched teeth and all I could see around me was fire. “Stay with me, don’t let him win.”
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      Rain woke me up from my slumber. It was soft and comforting, making me stay on the floor just a little longer. The rain needed to wash away all the uneasy thoughts that had been on my mind lately. Rolling onto my back, I closed my eyes wishing the rain would also wash away the constant hurt in my chest.

      How did I get here? Before Katarina came into our lives, I was mad; being mad made everything easier. It didn’t let me think of anything else other than pure hatred for the Belladonna’s.

      Now all I could think about was, what the hell was I doing? We needed to get out of here, the guys deserved to be free. They had been trapped here because of me and now they were suffering more because of me. As much as I wanted to walk right up to Katarina and offer my help, all I could think of was there was more she wasn’t telling us.

      Years of hatred didn’t go away, so why didn’t she hate us? The last Belladonna hated us the moment she walked into the door. The sneer on her face was permanently on her face the entire time she was here. When she wasn’t in the library she was locked away in her bedroom.

      She was the one we had the least amount of interaction with. Usually we fought with them constantly every night. We were all on alert because we didn’t know what was going to happen. Ava was also different from the other Belladonnas, too. We did the same thing to her that we did to Katarina. We tied her up, told her how this year was going to go, but she didn’t retaliate like the others. She got herself free, retreated into her room and we didn’t see her again until one of us found her in the library a month later.

      Had change been slowly happening, but I was so blinded in my hate that I didn’t see the signs? The night that Ava died, she had calmly sat in the library until it happened. We watched her pass, but right before the clock struck, she turned around to look at us, and said, “Hating her is never going to break the spell.”

      Now I couldn’t help but wonder if she was talking about Katarina. Did she know something about the future? Is that why she never fought with us? Did she know that Katarina might be the key to breaking the spell?

      Exhaling sharply, I was more confused at all these questions filling my head. Anger rushed through my system, hating that after two hundred years I still knew nothing. I was just as in the dark as the day I felt the curse was cast upon us.

      If I had any chance of breaking this spell, I knew I needed to talk to Katarina. My hate for her family had to be put aside as I tried to help her the best I could. Lucien and Aeon deserved to live the rest of their life outside of this curse, and if it was with Katarina, I wouldn’t stand in their way. I needed to stop being my own worst enemy.

      Slowly getting up as the rain began falling faster, I took a long, deep breath and released some tension that seemed to never leave me. Uneasiness coursed through me, and it was like my mind wanted to revolt for what I was about to do.

      I needed to let go, but why was it so hard?

      A scream ripped through the rain. My heart skipped a beat knowing something was happening to Katarina. I ran towards the main house, thankful I was close. I entered through a side door and raced up to Katarina’s room. She was on the landing of the stairs on her knees, bent over, breathing quickly.

      I looked around her trying to see if she was being hurt by someone, but no one was around. It was just us.

      “Stop, stop, stop.” I heard her murmur over and over again as I climbed up the steps.

      She rocked herself back and forth before she screamed louder this time like she was in agony.

      I walked to her slowly, afraid she was going to get scared when she saw me coming towards her. She looked up to me, freezing me in place. Her eyes were completely black, no trace of her violet eyes anywhere as a snarl escaped her lips. Her face morphed with pain causing a whimper to escape her lips. She looked back down at her hands, shaking her head back and forth when her hands lit on fire.

      We both stared at her hands. This was Lucien’s power. Did she steal his magic? Or was this a product of their mating?

      “Help me.” Her voice was so soft that I almost didn’t hear her.

      My wolf pushed me forward to her, not caring that she was on fire, knowing the full extent of what Lucien could do. She shook her hands side to side, her black eyes looking up to me with a worried look, but I saw her flinch a few times.

      “Katarina,” I said, not knowing what the hell to do.

      Her face went blank instantly, making my wolf uneasy. She stood up in one fluid motion, walking down the stairs as the fire traveled up her arms.

      “Katarina,” I said again, as she came closer.

      She flinched, her black eyes snapped to my face, looking like endless pools of night. Her expression was fierce while the fires continued to spread over her entire body, making her look like a goddess of destruction. I was mesmerized by her for just a moment before she stopped walking, looking like she was at war with herself. Her hand raised towards me, she was almost completely engulfed in flames. The strength of the fire singed the floor and some pieces caught on fire.

      “Katarina, you need to calm down!” I yelled when it looked like she was going to hit me with fire. Her body shook violently when it finally dawned on me. This wasn’t Katarina. There was only one person who could do this and that was her shitty husband.

      Caston.

      A knife came towards me, embedding itself in my flesh.  I looked up to see she was in pain again. Another knife came flying at me, barely missing as she formed a ball of fire in her hand, a cruel smile bloomed on her face before she threw it at me. I ducked when another one came flying my way. I ran up to her trying to figure out what to do.

      “Kit Kat!!” Lucien yelled coming from the library with Aeon behind him.

      “Zev, don’t!” Aeon yelled at me, but I couldn’t stop myself, I had to do something. When I got close to her I wrapped my arms around her, hoping to bring her back. The flames were excruciating but she needed to come back to me.

      “Fight it,” I said through clenched teeth, and all I could see around us was fire. “Stay with me, don’t let him win.”

      “No!” She tried to push me away, but I held onto her as tightly as I could.

      “Fight him, Katarina,” I growled, feeling the pain all over my body. “You are stronger than this.”

      “Zev, stop,” she cried out. “He’s telling me to hurt you. Get away!”

      She pushed me back, sinking a knife into my shoulder as a rush of heat pushed me even further away. I hit the wall when I heard her scream again. A blast of fire hit me in the face.

      “It’s Caston,” I yelled, but I was in so much pain.

      My vision was coming in and out from the pain, but she was coherent when I held her. We needed to get her outside or Lucien needed to get to her.

      “Did you think I wouldn’t try again!” Katarina yelled, but I knew it was Caston.

      “Let my fucking mate go,” Lucien growled.

      Katarina laughed before I felt someone lift me up.

      “She’s going to burn the entire house down.” Aeon's voice sounded concerned.

      That’s when I noticed most of the front of our home was in flames. The last thing I saw before Aeon dragged me out was Katarina covered in flames looking like a phoenix rising from the ashes. Her fire had burned her clothes leaving her body bare with her hair wildly waving behind her.

      “No! We have to get to her.” I tried to pull away from Aeon, needing to go back inside as I was drenched in rain from the downpour. I coughed as my lungs spasmed from the lack of oxygen while I had been in the house.

      “Give Lucien a minute,” he snapped, leaving me on the floor.

      I sat up watching as Lucien brought Katarina out, but she was kicking and hitting him. She managed to break free from him, punching him in the face before walking away. She was making her way to the gate where she might be able to leave. I didn’t doubt Caston had a plan to get her out of here, including doing whatever he needed to the spell that kept her here.

      Aeon rushed to stand in front of her with his hands out.

      “Katarina come back,” he commanded.

      She looked at him amused, the rain dampened her fire, but she still had flames on her hands and arms.

      “Not even the fire wielder could stop me. What makes you think—”

      Aeon’s hands waved over her, silencing her but I knew what was happening. He froze her in time.

      “I can’t hold her for long,” he gritted out. I stood up to walk over to him while Lucien was walking to us.

      Lucien wasted no time in holding onto her. I followed suit, knowing this was going to hurt. Aeon hesitated before he did the same.

      “You think this is going to stop me?” She laughed when Aeon's magic had faded away, her dark eyes looking over us.

      “No, but this will.”

      Mr. Potter appeared with a vial, Aeon pushed her head back. They weren’t quick enough as a blast pushed us away. The sting of the fire made my eyes water, my skin burn, and it hurt to breathe. I coughed, trying to get up and saw Lucien fighting with her.

      “Come back to me!” he yelled.

      I was bent over, my hands were clenching the dirt as I felt that familiar feel of power. The sensation felt like coming home after the war, but I didn’t enjoy it. I pushed my magic into the ground seeing it travel to Katarina as big roots came up from the ground. They wrapped around Katarina, Aeon froze her in place as time slowed.

      “I will fucking find you and rip every fucking appendage off of your body, cauterize the wounds, and leave your pathetic body to rot under vines as you die over and over again.” Lucien's deep voice was menacing, making me proud.

      He pushed her head back quickly as Mr. Potter made her drink the contents of it. Her eyes went back to her violet color before they turned black again.

      “She is mine.” Her cold alien voice seethed before her eyes drooped closed.

      The fire around us stopped, my wolf pushed me forward, needing to check on her.

      “He needs to die.” Lucien's eyes were yellow from his wolf and I couldn’t agree more.

      “I need to check her, controlling her like that could have left permanent damage on her brain,” Mr. Potter said, pushing Lucien toward the house. I turned to follow them when I fell onto one knee. My ribs hurt with every breath I took, and I finally noticed I was bleeding profusely. My face felt as if it was still on fire, along with my chest and arms.

      “Dammit, Zev.” Aeon rushed to me to help me up.

      “Let’s get them both up to Zev's rooms,” Mr. Potter called out, as Aeon braced me on one side, and we followed Lucien with an unconscious Katarina in his arms.
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        * * *

      

      “Fuck, why is he so heavy?” someone asked, while I tried to open my eyes.

      “What happened?” I asked, not even remembering passing out.

      “Help her.” I heard a voice pleading.

      He had to be talking about Katarina.

      I opened my eyes to see us in front of my bedroom. Lucien put Katarina down on the bed. Seeing her in my room, in a room that was supposed to be for our mate, made me feel uneasy, but I couldn’t help but also feel relief that this room I had built was getting used.

      “Help her,” Aeon growled at Mr. Potter, as he dragged me into the room. He sat me on the bed next to her, making me wince from the pain, but I turned to look at her. Her breathing was labored. She looked flushed like she was running hot with small cuts around her body, most likely from the roots I had wrapped around her.

      “Look, I’m going to do everything I can, but there might be a chance she won’t wake up.” Mr. Potter looked worried like he wasn’t telling us the entire truth.

      “Do whatever you can… please.” Lucien’s voice broke.

      “I will,” he said, looking down at her, touching her head as he closed his eyes.

      Aeon was pacing behind him, while Lucien looked devastated. He could lose his mate tonight. My wish might come true. I should be relieved, grateful even, that she wouldn’t be a problem anymore. But I wasn’t, I was terrified she would die.
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        * * *

      

      It’s the first time I don’t remember shifting. I was lying on the ground next to Lucien and Aeon was on my other side. We were a mess of limbs all curled together like we used to be. I welcomed the comfort of my pack near me, they brought me a peace I had so desperately needed but… I had been so stubborn.

      “No!” A scream erupted from behind me.

      I instantly got up, but lost my balance, my body wasn’t fully healed. Aeon and Lucien had already gotten up rushing to Katarina. I followed them into the room.

      “Don’t let them take me,” she sobbed.

      Lucien wrapped his arms around her, saying things to her that I couldn’t make out. Aeon looked torn about what to do, but he got on the bed so that they could flank her. As much as my wolf wanted to offer her comfort, I didn’t know what to do.

      “Where is Zev?” she murmured.

      “I’m here,” I said, stepping forward.

      Her eyes were wild looking for me, and when they landed on me, she sagged in relief against Lucien. Her worry bothered me, my instinct was to dismiss it, saying she is lying or acting very well, but after yesterday, I was left confused.

      “I thought I killed you,” she whispered, as tears flowed down her face.

      “Still here,” I grumbled. “We aren’t lucky enough to be able to die.”

      She nodded her head as her eyes dropped low.

      “I’ll go get Mr. Potter,” I said, before leaving, needing to get out of the room.

      Seeing her broken, looking weak, made me feel things I didn’t want to feel. As I went down the stairs, my body protested. Everything hurt, even my fingernails. I headed to the dining room, smelling something delicious under the smell of smoke.

      Looking around, I saw that most of the foyer, dining room, and front sitting room had been damaged. The walls and staircase were all black, but they looked like they escaped most of the fire.

      “How are you feeling?” Mr. Potter asked, coming out of the kitchen into the empty dining room.

      “Itchy and sore,” I said, as he handed me a tray.

      “I have some things for you to take. It wasn’t easy making your wolf take something for your pain,” he said, getting a bag and another tray.

      “You know I hate to take anything,” I said irritated.

      “Come on, you all need food and rest,” he said, rolling his eyes at me, walking to my bedroom.

      I was hoping to tell him Katarina was awake and be on my way, but it looked like that wasn’t going to happen. My pain was unbearable.

      When we entered the room, Katarina looked to be asleep in Aeon’s arms.

      “Where is Lucien?” I asked, setting down the tray at the end of the bed.

      “He’s worried about an attack,” Aeon said, looking tired. “He’s running the perimeter.”

      “He needs to rest,” Mr. Potter said, as set his tray on the nightstand.

      “I’m going to go help him.” Aeon set Katarina down.

      “I’ll come with you,” I said, about to follow him.

      “Stay with Katarina, you need to rest.” Aeon turned around to look at me. “Stay with her.”

      I was about to argue with him when Mr. Potter called out to me, “Sit down, Zev.”

      “Fine,” I said, hating that I was the weaker one.

      “You died, Zev. Mr. Potter had to stitch up three knife wounds, one hit something important and you were burnt pretty badly,” Aeon said, as he walked down the stairs.

      “Help me,” Mr. Potter called out to me.

      I headed over to help him; he instructed me to mix a few things for him. Her face scrunched up in pain as he did something to her. She died last night, but she came back to us, just like we did. It seemed this curse saved her, but I didn’t know if that was a good or bad thing. Things just got way more complicated.
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      My body felt like it had been beaten several times, then beaten again. I was laying on my side when I opened my eyes, looking around to see I was in an unfamiliar room. I had no idea where I was, panic clawed at me, but when I saw Mr. Potter at the foot of the bed, I instantly relaxed.

      “Katarina,” he said, as soon as he saw me awake.

      He rushed to my side, worry etched on his see-through face.

      “Hi,” I said, coughing with my dry throat.

      The cough made my head hurt.

      “Let's get you to sit up and you can have some water.”

      Mr. Potter helped me up. I gritted my teeth at the pain coursing through my body. He grabbed a glass of water off the nightstand helping me take a sip. The cool water coated my throat, making me feel better.

      “Here take this.” He handed me an uncorked vial and I took it immediately.

      “Is everyone ok?” I asked nervously, remembering only bits and pieces of last night.

      “They are fine,” he said, looking at my leg, feeling the tenderness. “They are running the perimeter, making sure we don’t have anyone at the gates.”

      My lip trembled, just thinking it was all my fault.

      “How bad is the damage?”

      “It’s going to take me some time to fix everything, but I think it will be fine. Don’t worry about anything, you just worry about healing.”

      He didn’t look at me when he talked, as if he was keeping something from me. As much as I would like to know the truth, I didn’t have the energy right now.

      “How are you feeling?” he asked, tilting my head to look at him. “Does your head hurt? How is your vision?”

      “Everything hurts with a dull ache. My vision seems to be ok, but I have pressure behind my eyes that feels sharp,” I said, running my hand through my hair.

      “Do you remember what happened?” he asked, looking up at me. “I don’t know how you and Zev managed to survive.”

      The mention of Zev made my heart stutter. For once, I didn’t feel extreme hatred for him, I was just really worried about him. He had been trying to help me, but he put himself in danger. My head began to hurt as I thought about all the details. A sharp pain made me wince before I could remember anything new.

      “I’m glad he put his differences aside, to help you,” he said, looking down at my arms and hands.

      That's when I noticed I had small little cuts everywhere. I was also in a shirt that smelled like Zev.

      “I think it was just straight survival, Mr. Potter. I don’t think our differences have been put aside,” I said, not wanting to hope for anything more.

      Mr. Potter pursed his lips like he wanted to disagree with me.

      “You know you two are not that—”

      “Kit Kat.”

      I looked at the door to see Lucien walking quickly towards me with relief on his face.

      “Lucien.” I couldn’t stop the sob that came out of me when he wrapped his arms around me.

      “You scared me so much,” he whispered.

      I pulled away from his embrace, to look him over. Not a scratch was on him, but I couldn’t remember what he looked like yesterday. I didn’t know what I had done to any of them except Zev. They all had to have stopped me at some point, and I hoped Aeon was ok too.

      “Are you ok?” I ran my hand up and down his arm, then up to his face as tears freely flowed down my face. He looked fine, but his face looked like he hadn’t been sleeping. The worry made me feel guilty for the damage I know I had caused. This was all my fault.

      “I’m fine, don’t worry about me,” he said, pulling my hands away from his face. He kissed them before he cupped my face, resting his forehead on my own. “I thought I had lost you, Katarina.”

      “Of course, I worry about you,” I said, kissing his lips softly. “I’m so sorry, I don’t know what happened. One moment I was in my room with a headache. Then I kept coming back to different moments. It was like my body was not my own. I was covered in fire, with a voice telling me to kill you.”

      “You don’t need to apologize for anything.” He sat down on the bed before pulling me onto his lap. I was uncomfortable but I needed his closeness. “Once I remembered I could use my magic, it was easier and we were able to contain the fire. We didn’t want to hurt you, but we didn’t know what else to do.”

      His last word broke. His heartache was like an accelerant to my own and I cried. I burrowed my face into his neck, breathing in his familiar scent.

      “When I carried you to this room, all I could think about was losing you," he whispered.

      I sat back looking at his face, seeing he also had tears falling down his face.

      “Lucien, baby,” I said, wiping his tears away.

      “Mr. Potter warned us that Caston might have caused irreparable damage. It was a possibility you wouldn’t wake up. When you stopped breathing, I waited for the undeniable pain I knew was coming, but when that didn’t happen, I didn’t know what to think. It took a few hours for you to breathe again, but when you did, the call to the curse was instant, but I welcomed it because I knew you were still alive.”

      “Wait, what do you mean, I died?”

      “You stopped breathing, Kit Kat, your heart stopped beating.” He looked away from me like it was too much to handle. “Mr. Potter suspected some kind of stroke or an embolism. He said it wasn’t uncommon for a telepath to go too far and damage the brain.”

      “But how... how...” I didn’t know how to process dying.

      “We didn’t realize how bad Zev’s injuries were, but we also lost him, too,” he said, still looking away.

      “Lucien, what the hell are you talking about?” I snapped confused. “You do not die and then come back.”

      “When the curse was put on us, the first few years were hard, but not unbearable. We still had our families, but as time went by, our pack suffered, war came to our doorstep and slowly everyone started dying or leaving. After my mother died, I was in a very dark place.”

      Lucien swallowed roughly, clenching his jaw. His lip trembled slightly.

      “I tried to kill myself,” he said, so softly that I almost thought I misheard him. “I climbed to the highest point and I jumped off.”

      I flinched from imagining him being in so much pain that he thought taking his life was the only way.

      “I woke up two days later, with Aeon by my side, telling me he saw the entire thing.” He finally looked at me with so much pain in his eyes. “He was furious at me. He yelled at me, told me if I tried it again he would lock me away until I learned that killing myself wasn’t an option. That didn’t stop me from trying again.”

      His pain was my own and all I wanted to do was hold onto him.

      “Lucien.” The pain in my voice made him frown. He wiped the tears streaming down my face with his thumbs.

      “That’s when we realized we couldn’t die. The curse always brought us back to life.”

      My eyes widened. “What do you mean you can’t die?”

      “We couldn’t take an easy way out, whoever conjured this curse thought of everything. I am meant to live out this curse for the rest of my existence.” The anger in his voice brought me chills. “So that is why I think you didn’t die, you live under this curse with us for a year before—”

      He didn’t finish his sentence. He didn’t have to since we both knew what would happen to me.

      “So I can’t make an easy escape either,” I stated.

      “I’m glad you have the protections of the curse. Never thought I would ever say that.” He kissed my lips softly. “I would have lost you two days ago, and I would have done everything in my power to follow you.”

      “Don’t say that, you still have the chance to live your life,” I said, getting angry. “You can’t just try and kill yourself if I’m not here, what if another Belladonna is able to save you? What if the Goddess deems that I’m not the one to break the curse? What if my sole purpose is to heal your hate?”

      My anger really took off knowing that he would kill himself. I pulled away from him abruptly, standing up and walking away. The pain in my head was a little numb, but I still felt some of the pain as I paced in front of the bed.

      “My life doesn’t make sense without you in it, Kit Kat,” he said, matter of factly. “I exist for you and because of you.”

      “Look, I get that our bond tells you to feel—”

      “You think my feelings are because of our bond?” He got off the bed looking furious. “Then you haven’t been listening to me. The bond doesn’t dictate what I feel, I have felt things about you even before we bonded.”

      “But to kill yourself?!” I threw my hands up in frustration, realizing my mistake too late. The pain made me flinch.

      “Dammit, Katarina, please get back in bed, you should be resting instead of pacing.”

      “No, because this isn’t right Lucien, you shouldn’t be thinking about how to follow me. You should still be thinking about how to get out of this damn curse so you can live your life!”

      “You are my life!” He shouted coming close to me. “There is no reason to live if you’re not in it.”

      His feelings were too much for me. The thought of him hurting himself didn’t sit right with me. Lucien had a whole life to live and he was just going to give it all up for me?

      “Lucien, do you know how crazy that sounds? What about Aeon? Are you just going to leave him?”

      He pursed his lips, flared his nostrils like this was the first time he was thinking about all the questions I had just asked. He walked away from me to go look out the window. The silence between us was deafening, but he had to see that dying with me wasn’t the answer.

      “Aeon would follow.” His voice was gruff.

      I rolled my eyes at his admission.

      “You don’t know that,” I snapped.

      “You are our life now, Katarina, whether you like it or not, we are yours and you are ours.” He turned around. “You even have Zev wrapped around your finger.”

      “Bullshit! Zev can’t stand me,” I replied back, rolling my eyes at that ridiculous thought. A thought that if left to fester would get me in a lot of trouble and heartache because a man like Zev was too tortured and damaged.

      “When you died, we all mourned and then Zev died. When he came back he was in a bad mood until we told him you started breathing again.” He ran his hands through his blonde hair. “You’ve enraptured us all after living like this. You think we are going to want to live in a world without you?”

      Damn him for saying the right thing and making me swoon.

      “You think I like hearing that you all want to die for me?”

      “I think if you saw what it’s like to live without your mate, I think you might understand more. It’s a life no one wants to live.”

      “You can’t speak for the others, and I’m only mated with you,” I said, feeling trapped in the logic he was trying to use on me.

      “It’s only a matter of time, Katarina,” he said, like he was so sure they would mate with me.

      “You’re delusional if you think Zev would even consider mating with me. He hates me.” I felt like a broken record with how much I had to remind him that I was on Zev’s shit list.

      “If he hates you so much, why did he agree to do the spell for the wards?”

      Lucien smirked at me, like he just called checkmate on me.

      “Wait, what?!” I screeched. “You’re barely telling me this now!”

      I was only in a shirt, but I didn’t care. Everyone had seen the goods already, no sense in hiding it, and I needed to get to the library immediately to start the spell. We needed to protect ourselves.

      “Wait, where do you think you are going?” Lucien followed me out of the room.

      “The library,” I snapped. “We’ve been wasting time when I could have started the spell already.”

      “Goddess, Kit Kat, you just died! You need to rest, not think about that spell. We can do it when you feel better,” he said, following me down the stairs. It took everything I had not to whimper at the pain in my head as I walked down them. “Fuck, Katarina, wait.” He growled.

      He picked me up, trying to be as gentle as he could, holding me bridal style.

      “Lucien, I swear to the Goddess, if you take me back to the room, I won’t have sex with you for the rest of the year,” I snapped, hoping he knew I was serious.

      “I like to watch and Aeon is really good with his mouth.” He smirked at me as I narrowed my eyes at him. “Fine, but you will start it and we are coming straight back to bed.”

      “Thank you,” I said, laying my head against his shoulder, enjoying the feeling of being carried.

      “I would do anything for you, Kit Kat.”

      “Then don’t follow me if I die. Live, Lucien,” I said, while a tear fell down the side of my face onto his naked chest.

      He didn’t respond as he walked us to the library. Once we entered, he walked me to the supplies I had put out. I picked up what I needed and he walked me to the area with the best moonlight.

      Setting me down, he helped me put the items down on the floor, but before I could get started, he cupped my face in his hands.

      “I won't make any promises about what I will or won't do if you die, but I will promise that I will do everything in my power to make sure you live a long and happy life with us by your side.” He gently kissed my lips but before he could pull away I deepened the kiss. I knew we would probably keep disagreeing. I just had to keep thinking that everything would be ok and we wouldn’t come to the point where he would have to make that decision.
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      Katarina was lying next to me as I watched her sleep, keeping an eye on her chest as she breathed in and out. The sun was peeking out over the horizon, giving the room a pinkish orange glow. We had stayed in the room that was supposed to be for our mate and I didn’t know how I felt about it. I wanted to be happy about it, but something felt off. The last few days had been chaotic. If I wasn’t thinking of Katarina’s wellbeing, then I was worrying about another attack.

      The stress of everything was starting to wear me down. Aeon had pushed himself away while Zev was nowhere to be found except when we woke up or to check in to see if the spell was ready.

      They both were worrying me, but they were also worrying Katarina. She kept asking for Aeon, but how many times was she going to keep believing he was running the perimeter when I made an effort to see her. I don’t know what happened after the attack but he was not the same. My immediate thought was that he was scared and he just needed time, but I wasn’t sure.

      Zev was acting exactly how I thought he would. He showed emotion when she was dying, showing me that he did feel something for her. But Zev was a stubborn man and he was trying to go back to hating her or any other emotion than actually caring for her.

      If they had just listened to me, we could have gotten past all this uncertainty, enjoy our mate together and work to get ourselves out of here. My head was starting to hurt from the lack of sleep, but I was too afraid to take my eyes off of her. She died on my watch. My wolf was paranoid she was going to die on us again.

      She was almost fully healed now, so there should have been no reason for her to pass on, but my wolf was still on alert. He was more afraid than I was that they were going to come back and take her. We just had to wait less than a day for us to have the ward up. It had been three days since she started the spell, and the circle should have been charged enough for us to complete the spell.

      If Caston were smart, he would have attacked during the day, but it seems he didn’t know all the details of our curse or why Katarina was here in the first place. He was smart enough to stay away because one of us would have ripped him to shreds just for laying a hand on her.

      The promise I made to him was going to come to fruition. One day he would get what was coming to him and he better watch out because at this point, all of us wanted to see him dead.

      A whimper came from Katarina’s lips, her face scrunched up with pain before she thrashed a little. She had been having nightmares since the attack. I pulled her close to me, which usually helped her settle her down. She rested her head on my chest, throwing her leg over mine and her arm across my stomach. Her brow relaxed and I felt her slip into a deeper sleep.

      As much as I knew it wasn’t my fault, I failed Katarina that night. Different  scenarios had played in my mind over and over again, wondering if I could have saved her from all the hurt and fear she had experienced. I ran my hands up and down her back, hating that everything felt like it was trying to pull us apart. Once we had this ward up, we all needed to focus on getting out of here. It was the only way for all of us to be safe and be together.
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      I woke up in a pile of limbs with Zev and Aeon. Every night we had been waking up like this, giving me hope that there was a possibility we could all come together to break this curse. We needed to heal our bond, we had been at each other's throats for so long that we were drifting apart. It was hurting our pack.

      Someone moved behind me and I heard mumbling. I couldn’t help but smile at Zev. He was never the best person to be around in the morning and it always made me laugh.

      “Goddess, Aeon, roll over. My foot is asleep,” Zev grumbled.

      “Calm your tits,” Aeon snapped, making me laugh.

      “Calm my tits? What the hell is that supposed to mean?” Zev asked, clearly confused on what that meant.

      I had heard Katarina say it a few times, thinking it was an odd expression when she explained what tits were.

      “I don’t know, Katarina says it to us when she wants us to be patient.” Aeon sat up.

      “What the hell are tits?” Zev looked bewildered.

      I couldn’t contain my laugh anymore, enjoying their confusion.

      “What is he laughing at?” Zev didn’t sound happy with me, making me laugh even harder.

      They both looked at me like I had gone crazy until Aeon smiled just a little.

      “Tits are breasts.” I cupped my hands in front of my chest like I was holding some in my hands.

      I looked up to see them both staring at me like I had lost my mind before Aeon started to laugh.

      “That doesn’t even make sense. How can your tits calm down?” He was fully belly laughing now. Zev's stony expression cracked into a smile before he too started to laugh.

      The moment was freeing as well as healing and something we had desperately needed. We laughed for a few more moments, as our bond felt like it was repairing a little.

      “I’m worried when we have to acclimate to the new world. If the things she talks about and describes are true, I’m extremely worried that it’s going to be very difficult to adapt.” Aeon looked a little worried but he still had a smile on his face.

      “With the way her clothes look, I’m worried about what we will be able to wear.” Zev joined in the conversation.

      “Well, for one thing, we won’t be able to walk around naked.” Aeon smirked. “But from how I've seen the Belladonna men dress, it looks constricting and I don’t know if I like that.”

      “They wear too much clothing, I would die from the heat,” I said smiling, grateful we were talking about the future. “Maybe we should ask Katarina about—”

      “It won’t matter if we are stuck here, so let’s just get this ward up and we can figure out what we need to do,” Aeon said, getting up quickly and walking away from us. His sudden change in mood, made me worry he was going back to his old ways.

      “Aeon!” I called out to him, glancing at Zev who had a hard look on his face.

      “Not everyone can be as optimistic as you Lucien, we’ve learned that not everything is sunshine and roses.” Zev got up following Aeon.

      “What the fuck is that supposed to mean?” I snarled. “I’m just trying to think positively, get our morale up so we can actually have a chance to break this damn curse. You and Aeon are so stuck in your sad vision of the world that you don’t realize that you’re missing out on the small things in life, like that beautiful woman in there that you guys are so desperate to hate because it makes you fucking feel better.”

      “Lucien—”

      “No, don't patronize me. I appreciate you saving my mate, you’ve given me a gift that I can’t repay, but I won’t let either one of you hurt her anymore,” I snapped, walking away.

      “Lu, look. All I’m saying is that we can’t afford to put too much hope into breaking the curse. She doesn’t have any magic training. What could she possibly do to break it?” Zev followed me, sounding defeated, like he knew she was going to fail already.

      “She has an insane amount of knowledge. Every night she has been prepping this spell all by herself.”

      I growled, hating that I constantly had to defend her against either of them. If this was going to be a constant battle, I would just take Katarina somewhere else on the property for us to do our research and let them do whatever the hell they wanted. If there was a way to break the spell, I was angry enough to see if there was a way to keep them cursed. I would enjoy it when they realized they were wrong in assuming my hope was just wasted air.

      “And what if this spell fails? Will that change your mind? Will you take her off that pedestal you put her on?”

      “It’s like you want her to fail!” I yelled, getting more irritated with Zev. “Would that make you feel better if she failed and you can go back to being being broody and mad at the fucking world?”

      “She’s the reason we are at each other's throats all the time. She’s the reason Aeon is pulling away. Katarina is doing this to us.” He grabbed my arm and I snarled at him.

      “No, that is on you guys,” I snapped at him, feeling my wolf pushing forward. “You have chosen to keeping hating her, to keep this two hundred-year-old grudge, but I’m fucking tired of living like this.”

      I yanked my arm out of his grasp.

      “And what about kids?” He asked. “She can’t give you everything you need. When are you going to realize that we are in this mess because of her? What is it going to take for you to realize she is just stringing all of us along?!”

      He roared as his alpha power threatened to make me submit.

      “When are you going to get your head out of your ass? God, I’m so sick of this same argument. If you think this is such a waste of time then leave us alone.”

      I went up the stairs to the front door, running past the dining room up to my room. My anger threatened to make me shift, but I needed a bath and we needed to get the spell done immediately. Getting in the tub, I quickly scrubbed myself, getting all the dirt and grime off, scrubbing harder than I should have. Once I was clean, the warm water made me stay for an extra few minutes.

      The stress of everything was making me go crazy. I thought we were finally getting past not trusting Katarina, and their hatred for her. But we were right back at the beginning or even worse off.

      Grabbing a towel, I dried myself off, slipping on just a pair of pants. As much as I wanted to go straight to Katarina, I went looking for Aeon. At least with him, I might be able to talk some sense into him. I looked for him in his room, my drawing room and then in the dining room.

      He was nowhere to be found, making me worried that he wasn’t going to go through with the spell. I grabbed a piece of bread before I left the dining room and headed into the library. There was a chill in the air now that fall was here. Samhain was just around the corner. This was my favorite holiday with the pack. We always made it a big celebration with a huge bonfire, games and of course a midnight run.

      My mother always baked days before the celebration, making our home smell so good. My fathers always took a few days off to help her. Other than Yule, this was the only time we all spent a few days together.

      My mood was soured by the time I reached the library, where everyone was waiting for me. Katarina was standing in between Aeon and Zev, looking like a queen among them. Her hair was pulled away from her face, showcasing her mating mark and the gorgeous line of her neck.

      She wore pants with a tight top, showcasing her curvaceous figure. Her face was devoid of an expression, making me wonder if something had been said between them or had they just been silent. Either option didn’t sound good.

      “Sorry for running late,” I said, feeling my cheeks heat.

      “Are you ok?” Katarina asked.

      “Yeah, I just needed a moment in the bath,” I said, not wanting to admit I was looking for Aeon.

      “Ok, well then, let’s get started.” She grabbed a book off the floor, turning a page.

      “Everyone needs to stand in front of a symbol, preferably one you are associated with.”

      We all walked to a symbol, Zev and I the only ones with magic that coincided with an element. Aeon took wind, while Katarina took water.

      “I will say an incantation for the moon to power the circle and together we will recite this before we offer our blood.”

      Katarina passed around pieces of paper of what we had to say, along with 3 knives to us.

      “After the blood is offered we say the words at the bottom of the page and that should activate the power. Once that is done we will each take a stone and go to the furthest part of the property to bury it and once all four stones are in the ground, the ward should go up.”

      “Why do we need the blood?” Zev asked.

      “We need something to fuel the magic and that’s going to be us. Usually this spell can be done with one person. Since everyone has limited magic, we will need to combine what little magic we have and use the curse to fuel the wards,” she said, with a confidence that I loved.

      Zev and Katarina stared at each other for a moment like he was still trying to decipher if she was telling the truth.

      “Are you done or should she give you a lesson in magic?” Aeon snapped.

      I looked over at him to see him very upset. His nostrils were flaring as he glared at Zev. He looked like he was ready to lose control of his wolf.

      “Let’s get started,” I said, keeping an eye on Aeon.

      Katarina started saying a few words and the circle glowed white, the feel of magic brushed up against me as she looked at us and she sliced her palm. We all did the same thing, each of us giving the circle our blood. Zev was the last one to do it, when a rush of magic pushed against us all. Each of us took a step back but it knocked Katarina on to her back.

      I moved to go to her when she shook her head, holding up her hand to stop me. She lifted the paper and we all said the words together. A rush of power rushed out of me into the circle, making it glow white again and all the stones at each symbol glowed brightly.

      “Alright now take a stone and walk away until you hit the edge of the property. It doesn’t have to be exact but make sure you keep going in the same direction. If you feel like you’re deviating too much, come back to the circle and follow your direction again.”

      She didn’t wait for us when she picked up her stone, walking west. The guys and I looked at each other before we picked up our own stones walking away from each other. This entire action felt like foreshadowing. All of us going in different directions, alone.
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      Setting up the wards was a success. As soon as I buried my stone the magic had created a dome over the property. Once all the stones met in the middle the dome disappeared. We had no way to test the wards but Mr. Potter said that the magic around us felt much stronger. It was a relief, but I was worried that maybe Caston would have another plan up his sleeve.

      I had spent the last few days in the library with Lucien, researching again, wondering why I was able to use fire magic. We both assumed it was coming through the bond and I was disappointed it hadn’t been my own.

      I had hoped after the attack we would all maybe become closer, but it seemed that it was too much to ask for. Zev and Aeon had been avoiding me, again. Lucien was still the same with me, but I knew something was bothering him. It had been a week since we put the wards up, and I was getting tired of tiptoeing around that beast.

      I had asked him what was wrong a few times, but he kept dodging my questions. He either gives me vague answers or he changed the subject completely. It made me wonder if they had gotten into a fight. This behavior from Zev made sense but not from Aeon. I really thought we were doing so well,

      I got to the library before he did, with candy. Mr. Potter said he was going to deliver a tray of food with Lucien's favorite dessert. I was wearing a skirt that barely covered my ass with a pair of thigh-highs. The cheeky underwear should give Lucien enough of a glimpse without it being too much.

      I was hoping this would be enough to disarm him, let his guard down, so that he could let me know how he really felt. He had been hiding his feelings from me for the past few days. It was like there was this imaginary wall I couldn’t get past. It was worrying me and making me nervous.

      Needing to take my mind off of worrying, I grabbed Vivienne’s grimoire from the pile of books that had been salvaged from my room the night of the attack. Thankfully the fire didn’t touch my room, saving all the research and the books from the disaster.

      Opening Vivienne’s grimoire, I turned to the last entry I read. I had a few more entries before I was done with the book. It was getting sadder and more depressing. As much as I wanted to read the end I needed the context, especially after the last entry I read.

      This was too good to be true. I’m in way over my head. I thought I was ok knowing what I was doing was wrong, but I didn’t care and now the Goddess was punishing me.

      I’m pregnant with Thane’s child. We had been using protection, but it seems like that wasn’t enough.

      Thane has been distant the last few days. I’ve tried meeting up with him but he says he’s been busy. I think it’s the last binding spell we made that has made him retreat. He was fascinated about the results, telling me I was a genius for working around the kinks the spell had.

      We officially trapped someone to the property, he told me it was life or death but now I don’t know. Has he been using me this entire time? All these emotions have been driving me crazy, I don’t know what to think anymore. I need to talk to Thane before I go crazy.

      They bound someone to a property?! This bitch. Anger flooded through me that she was so fucking selfish. I know what she had to do was hard, but she should have said something or talked to Zev. She ruined lives, a whole pack, because she fell in love with someone she wasn’t even supposed to be seeing and she was pregnant.

      Did she tell the guys? Did they do something? Or was this the last straw before she trapped the guys here to save herself and her baby? Did they know she was pregnant?

      I threw her grimoire off the table, so angry at her. She was the one who put us all here. Zev, Aeon and Lucien’s hate made sense, but they didn’t even know the real reason she put them here. What will they do when they find out what she did and why she did it? Dread formed in my stomach when I figured out that they might punish me again or think it’s all my fault.

      My heart was racing, but I needed to know more, so I grabbed the grimoire again.

      My family has been sending me over to the Lowell’s more often. The men and I have had lunch a few times. It was awkward, forced and I just wanted to be with Thane. In the past, I had always tried to keep our conversation going, but I had no energy to talk to these men if they couldn’t even hold a simple conversation with me.

      Zev pulled me aside asking me if I was ok because I wasn’t as chatty as I used to be, but I dismissed him. They never gave me any explanation so why should I? Lucien asked me if I wanted his wolf to give me a ride home after I left Zev, but I snapped at him that I was just fine by myself. Now that I found someone, they wanted me? Did they know?

      I tried to see Thane again today, but his family said he was busy with work. He didn’t need any distractions and when he was ready to see me he would. Pregnancy was making me extremely hormonal; I cried the entire way home. This isn’t the start of the end is it?

      What I wouldn’t give to see everything play out. Their lives were like an episode of some daytime soap opera. All I was waiting for was someone to die and come back to life. I continued to read.

      I finally met with Thane. He was distracted when he met with me. I asked him what was going on but he dismissed me, asking me to look at a spell he was working on. He was insisting that I look at it before we talked. It was the spell we did, but it was modified. When I told him what I had to tell him was more important, he lashed out at me.

      I couldn’t believe he yelled at me so brutally. We stared at each other for a moment before I just walked away. Thane was breaking my heart because this stupid spell we had been working on seemed more important. It felt like he was using me just for my magic.

      I cried more and more as I walked away, but before I could get home he caught up with me explaining he was under a lot of pressure from his family. He said he loved me, he just needed my help so that they would have what they wanted and they would leave him alone. His family has big expectations for him. They wanted him to succeed so he could take over the family business.

      So I ended up helping him, but then I realized that no matter how much I wanted this to work, it wasn’t going to. My family would kill Thane for even sleeping with me and I don’t know what they would do with my baby. I couldn’t let anything happen to them. So I would have to do something I didn’t want to do, but knew I had to. Tomorrow I would go to Zev, tell him what I did and pray to the goddess that he gives us mercy.

      I couldn’t believe what I was reading. She wasn’t who I thought she was. The clock chimed, halting my erratic thoughts about Vivienne. How was it so late already?

      The library was too quiet, making me worry.

      Where was Lucien?

      I wanted to keep reading but I also wanted to see what was going on with Lucien. It was unusual for him not to come to the library. Grabbing the grimoire, I walked out of the library listening for any sign of the guys or if Lucien was in the house. It was too quiet and not even Mr. Potter was anywhere to be found.

      A bad feeling rushed through me. Did Caston come back with people?

      I felt for my bond with Lucien, he seemed to be fine, but I felt a hint of sadness. Our bond had felt muted lately, making me worry. Taking a deep breath I closed my eyes, feeling for Lucien. Aeon had once said our bond was like a tether between us. I hoped he was right because I was about to use that tether to find him.

      My body felt like it was being tugged towards the back of the house. I went through a hallway before I walked into a big room that looked like some sort of ballroom. The room looked like, at one point, it had hosted some really great parties in it. There was even a piano that didn’t look as dusty as the rest of the room. Seeing the rain outside, I left Vivienne’s book there to keep it dry.

      The bond took me outside into the pouring rain. The fall was in full effect, the chill in the air was getting colder and I couldn’t wait for Samhain. It was my favorite holiday probably because it was the night I felt closest to my grandmother. The ache of her loss never left me.

      I felt a tug into the garden underneath my bedroom, the gate was open, letting me see all the guys and Mr. Potter kneeling around the center. A hurricane of emotions hit me all at once. My lip quivered as I walked away. Grief, regret, pain, anger and hate swirled through me.

      I don’t know what I walked in on, but it wasn’t good. The emotions were beating down on me just like the rain and I didn’t know what to do. I walked back in through the way I came to get Vivienne’s book off the piano to deal with whatever emotions I was experiencing. Tears flowed down my face as I leaned over the piano trying to figure out how to stop these emotions.

      Taking deep breaths to calm myself, I knew I didn’t have much time before one of them shifted and found me just standing here. Why were they all sad? What was today?

      It felt like betrayal that Lucien didn’t say anything to me. Is this why he had been so distant lately? Was this Aeon’s reason too? My head hurt from the onslaught of emotions raging in me.

      “Crying because you’re not the center of attention?”

      I looked at the doorway seeing Zev drenched in a pair of trousers with a button down shirt. He would have actually looked dressed up if he didn’t look like a drowned rat. He would probably look lethal in a suit.

      “What did you say?” I snapped.

      He smirked before he walked towards me. His silent gait and the look in eyes made me want to step back in fear, but the way my thighs clenched made me stay still and I was stubborn. He would not see me afraid.

      “Crying because you're not the center of attention?” He stepped up to me, towering over me, but I stuck out my chin like he was just a puppy who could do me no harm.

      “I’m not the one who bitches about losing their friends, being a loner waiting for someone to take pity on him.” I smirked back at him. “Right? Sir Fluffington? You can’t handle the competition?”

      “You think I’m scared of a magicless Belladonna?” He growled. “You're the defect, the one who no one loved, not even your husband.”

      His words stung more than I’d like to admit they did.

      “You can’t even do the one thing women are good for. You think Aeon or Lucien are going to be happy with a barren mate?”

      My biggest fear. He hit it right on the head. My teeth ground as I tried to not let his words break me… yet.

      “They have always talked about children, we always talked about children.” His words hit hard, but I hit harder. I didn’t wait, I lifted my knee up and he anticipated that move but what he didn’t take into account was I wanted his face lower so I could hit him right in his nose. My punch was spot on as I felt his nose break under my fist.

      He reared back, but I was too fast, I hit him right in the nuts and pushed him on the floor.

      “Let’s see if you can have children now, asshole.” I grabbed Vivienne's book before I walked away.

      “Who gave you her book?” Zev was standing, red in the face, looking at Vivienne’s grimoire.

      “I found it.” I shrugged before continuing to walk away from him, hoping Aeon didn’t get in trouble for giving it to me.

      I knew he was following me, but I tried not to seem too concerned. He was not going to get to me, I wouldn’t let him see how much he had affected me. As much as I wanted to walk faster, my pace was leisurely as I reached the stairs. Before I could go to my room, Zev took the book from my hands.

      “Hey asshole, give that back,” I snarled, turning around

      “You broke the spell on it.” He sounded surprised when he opened it up. A flash of hurt crossed his face looking at the pages. He looked vulnerable, my heart wanted to hurt for him.

      “Give it back, I need—”

      “No.” His voice was guttural.

      “I’m trying to see if I can break—”

      “Did you read all of it?” He looked desperate.

      “No… I was almost—”

      “You can have it back later,” he said, walking away from me up the stairs.

      “No, you can have it after me, I’m almost done with it,” I growled, getting more frustrated as I chased him up the stairs.

      “Zev, give me the damn book.”

      “No,” he growled, making the hairs on the back of my neck stand up. His wolf was present and I remembered we had already got our ten minute warning. He continued to walk up the stairs while I watched his juicy ass sway side to side. I let him go thinking he won, but I would get it back. He always underestimated me and I loved proving him wrong.
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      I woke up with Aeon and Lucien again. Last night was always rough even though it had been so long since it had happened. After we had been cursed, everything went downhill. My father died a few weeks later. My mothers were devastated, and soon after a lot of people left the pack.

      Those that stayed were the most loyal to my father. It was hard to run a pack, while actively trying to break the spell. Not being able to leave also posed a problem. I had to assign people to do jobs that were meant for Lucien and Aeon, people I trusted, but now I had to place the wellbeing of the pack on people who I wasn’t comfortable with.

      We had grown weak over the years as more and more people left. I was angry at first, that they would turn their backs on us. We had given them protection and a great pack life for years. The night of the attack made me realize that we weren’t equipped to be a pack anymore. Another pack, not too far from us, needed supplies for their war against another coven of witches.

      Most of the pack died that night, while I was stuck behind the wards of the curse and not long after that, everyone else did too. My mothers, Lucien’s mother and one of his fathers were the last to die, but that night we lost one of Lucien's fathers and Aeon’s entire family.

      It was one of the hardest nights of my life when I had to break the news to my brother that his family had died protecting us. Guilt weighed heavily on my shoulders, regretting that I couldn’t find a way to bring the people inside the wards. Everyone was dying because of me. Yesterday was the anniversary of the day it happened and every year we always mourned the loss of our loved ones. Once the last of the pack died the first Belladonna showed up.

      They walked right through the gate like they owned the place. When they told us the extent of the spell, we were outraged. It was the same words I heard the night we were cursed. They played dumb, saying they didn’t know what had happened, but I knew Vivienne was the one who had cast the curse. She had always been powerful, and within the last few weeks, she had been slowly pulling away from us.

      Remembering that I took Vivienne’s book away from Katarina, I slowly removed myself from our pile. Every day we woke up like this, it healed a tiny part of my soul. My isolation had affected me more than I wanted to admit. I missed my brothers, my pack mates, and my friends. I knew we were nowhere near being healed, but it felt like we were going in the right direction.

      One of them had given the book to Katarina and as much as I wanted to be mad, I wasn’t. If this helped Katarina, then she needed to read it, but I also needed answers. My mind had gone over Vivienne and my last conversation a million times. I thought everything was fine, I was helping her at the cost of getting us all in trouble. If my father found out it wasn’t my child, he would have been furious. Vivienne’s parents were equally as vicious, and I wouldn’t doubt they would have made her give up the baby.

      I looked back at Aeon and Lucien cuddling before I left, grateful that they had found their way back to each other. They deserved love. If we were stuck here for forever they deserved to be able to spend it together.

      The library entrance was the closest to us, so I walked in looking around for Katarina. She was upset yesterday. I knew she was going to retaliate and I had to be two steps ahead of her. I needed just enough time to read it and see if I could find out anything new.

      It was quiet in the library. The air didn’t have her scent in it either, so she wasn’t in here and hadn’t been recently. Passing the dining room, there was minimal food on the table. Mr. Potter always took it the hardest. His grief fed my own, making me hate that he was here suffering with us as well. Even though his mate had already died, my father and this pack were also very close to Mr. Potter’s heart.

      At the last minute, I decided to take food up to my room to eat while I read. Hamburgers, apparently two pieces of bread with meat in the middle, were very popular in the present day. It was ok, but give me a piece of meat and some potatoes and I would be happy. The new food he had been making was delicious, but I was a simple man.

      Eating the burger in a few bites, I made my way up the stairs, but Katarina’s scent caught my attention. I ran to my room, seeing it looking exactly how I had left it, but her sweet perfume was all over the room. Going to my hiding place in the closet, I pushed open the wall to expose the weapons and drawers.

      Opening one of them, I breathed a sigh of relief that it was still in there. Just seeing the book made my heart pound loudly in my ears. I walked out of the closet, setting it down before I closed the door.

      The need for answers was overwhelming, but my fear was engulfing. What if this entire curse was my fault? I didn’t give Vivienne a chance, she was a job, my duty, and it never occurred to me that she would want love or to be an actual family. Just thinking about it now sounded stupid. I should have been nicer, given her more attention, treated her like my mate.

      Regret left a bad taste in my mouth, making the burger I had just eaten threaten to come up. I walked to the bathroom to get my emotions together. Leaning over the tub, I hated that I was feeling like this over a book... a book that might hold all the answers I had been waiting for.

      Get it together, Zev.

      I went back into the room to see the book was gone. Looking out the door, I saw Katarina running down the stairs.

      “Give it back,” I growled, running after her.

      “No,” she said, running towards the library. “It’s mine!” she yelled.

      “I need it.” I was catching up to her.

      “Then wait your fucking turn,” she snapped, entering the library.

      She turned to run through the bookshelves, weaving in and out of them trying to lose me, but I wasn’t going to lose her. I needed that book. My wolf pushed me to move faster when she clipped her shoulder on a bookshelf knocking her to the side. I grabbed her waist, slamming her against a wall of books.

      She cried out while I tried to get the book from her hands.

      “Just give it to me.” I tried to rip it out of her hands, but she held on tighter than I would have thought she would have been able to.

      “No, I fucking need it,” she snarled at me.

      “Let me read it, and you can have it back.”

      “No,” she said, trying to push me away with her feet.

      I pushed my body in between her legs to minimize the chance of me getting kicked in the nuts. Grabbing one of her hands, I tried to grab the book but she threw it before I could get it.

      “You’re such a fucking brat.” I tried to push away from her, when she wrapped her legs around me, disarming me for a moment when I thought of how it felt to be in her tight cunt thrusting into her.

      She pushed me back so we fell over, punching me in the ribs twice in quick succession. She ran off of me while I got up, the stinging in my ribs made me wince. Her laugh echoed in the library, while she ran away with the book towards the exit.

      The smirk I had been trying to keep off my face surfaced.

      “Hide Katarina, run fast because I’m going to tie you up and leave you for the wolves,” I growled, running after her.

      The chase made my cock harder.

      “You talk a big game Zev, but we both know you’re just a big pussy,” she screamed when I tried to grab her as she went into the trees.

      Her taunts pushed me to run faster as she weaved in and out of the trees. Her scent grew tart with her arousal fueling my wolf to go faster so we could catch her. I was right behind her within reach to grab her, but I wanted it to last just a little longer.

      Katarina looked over her shoulder and screamed when she saw how close I was. I couldn’t help the laugh that escaped my lips when I reached for her. She stopped so abruptly I missed her, watching her as she ran in a different direction.

      “Katarina!” I yelled, as she laughed at me.

      “Shit,” she yelled, as she went flying through the air, falling into a tumble in front of me. Slowing down, I waited until she tried to get up. I yanked her by her upper arm, grabbing the book before her other arm slammed out onto my forearm making me let go of the book. Her next hit was towards my neck, as the book fell to the ground. I used my free hand to catch her hand before it hit me, winding it behind her back.

      I pushed her into the nearest tree, yanking her arm up. She yelped at the pain, the noise going straight to my cock that was bobbing between us.

      “You think you can run away from me, hellcat?” I questioned in her ear, pressing my body against her.

      “It’s not like I haven’t won before,” she said breathlessly.

      “We took it easy on you,” I retorted, knowing that I didn’t take it easy but arguing with her was becoming my favorite thing to do.

      “Sure buddy, keep telling yourself that,” she gasped, as I grabbed her other hand pinning both to her back.

      “Now that I’ve caught you, what should I do?” I whispered, looking down and wanting to sink my teeth in her luscious backside. My mouth watered from her needy scent, my teeth ached to bite something.

      She struggled, trying to push back on me or wiggle her arms free. When she pushed her ass against my cock, we both stilled. I swallowed the moan that wanted to surface.

      “Is that what you want?” I turned her around and picked her up slamming her against the tree.

      She gasped when our centers rubbed up against each other and I couldn’t help myself but thrust into her. She was warm, inviting, she was a damn siren who brought out this need in me. This urgency to sink myself deep in her, to get lost in her luscious body and never do anything else except serve her was disquieting. All that was keeping us apart were her clothes.

      I thrust again without even thinking, my wolf urging me to take her right here.

      “Zev,” Katarina whimpered.

      “You’re playing with fire,” I growled, thrusting into her again.

      “Burn with me,” she rolled her hips.

      “You asked for it,” I let her down, ripping her buttoned shirt open, exposing her breasts in another piece of fabric that looked a lot like the underwear I had stolen from her. She grabbed onto my cock before I slapped her hand away. She wasn’t running the show I was.

      “Take these off.” I snapped her waistband of her painted-on devil pants that showed off her body.

      She slapped my hand away. Fine, the hard way. I let my claws on my right hand extend, ripping the waist then trailed down on her leg before doing the other side quickly.

      “You can’t just rip my clothes off whenever—”

      I pushed her against the tree by her throat, silencing her.

      “If you had listened, then I wouldn’t have to rip them off,” I said, slicing the middle of her breast contraption, making her breasts jiggle.

      The last time we had sex, I missed out on seeing her body, but tonight I had enough patience to make sure I enjoyed everything.

      “You’re such an asshole,” she gritted out.

      I used my magic to grow vines, taking both hands and holding them above her head.

      “Zev…” Her voice held a warning that I was not going to take.

      I smirked at her, letting the vine wrap around her wrist, when her hands came flying down hitting the side of my face. She hit me again before taking off and I chuckled menacingly. I let her get ahead as the need to chase her grew.

      Mine.

      “You better not let me catch you, hellcat,” I shouted, taking off after her.

      She was easy to follow, her arousal coating the air that made me excited and hungry. I was going to devour her when I caught her. Pieces of her clothing were starting to litter the floor and when I caught sight of that perky backside, I didn’t want to play with my food anymore.

      I growled, making her look back at me. My heart stuttered at her beauty completely naked. Her hair flew behind her, the violet in her eyes was vibrant, the small glow from the moon made her look like a goddess.

      “You’re getting slow old man!” she yelled over her shoulder, laughing.

      “You won’t say that in a minute!” I pushed further, looping an arm around her waist, lifting her up off the ground, I turned her around. Getting a glimpse of her flushed face before I lifted her up, throwing her legs over my shoulder until her sweet cunt was in my face.

      “Oh my god Zev! What are you doing?” she screeched, holding onto my hair.

      “Tasting my prize,” I said, looking for a tree to lean her up against.

      “You could always get on your knees,” she panted when I leaned her against a tree.

      “Oh hellcat, I don’t kneel for anyone,” I said, running my nose along her slit, smelling her sweetness.

      “Zev,” she moaned.

      I licked her, teasing her gently before I plunged my tongue into her sweet hole. She arched her back thrusting her cunt into my face. I licked up, swirling my tongue around her swollen bud, receiving another thrust in my face.

      I used my magic to make vines using them to hold her up around her torso, making her lean back as I had my way with her. Now that she was supported slightly, I inserted one finger in her tight cunt, enjoying the sounds she was making. I sucked hard on her sensitive bud, her hips bucked into my face as she grabbed fistfuls of my hair, the pain made me grunt and all I wanted was to stroke myself while I made her come.

      But I held off, inserting another finger into her, licking her slowly, teasing her, wanting to drive her crazy like she did to me. Her arousal coated my fingers, the sound was obscene, erotic, and mixed with her moans made such a heady environment that all I wanted to do was sink into her and fuck her into tomorrow.

      “Zev... Zev...” she panted, and her grip tightened on my hair.

      I kissed her sensitive spot softly before pulling away.

      “No!” She groaned rolling her hips, but I leaned back seeing her cunt glistening for me, feeling her arousal around my beard, loving that I smelled like her.

      “You don’t deserve to come after running away.” I slapped her cunt making her moan. “I think I’ll keep you right on the edge.”

      I dove into her again, licking her before I sucked on her bud hard, then lightly licked her.

      “Zev,” she whimpered. “Please.”

      I sucked on her again looking up to see her lost in ecstasy. Her eyes were closed, her brows furrowed, and she was biting on her lower lip. I inserted two fingers back into her warm hole and I just about snapped, wanting to sink my cock into her, forgetting her punishment.

      “Please,” she cried out, as her legs began to shake.

      I stopped abruptly, but when her hand pushed me forward, I slapped her cunt again, harder than last time.

      “If you don’t know how to finish me then let me do it,” Katarina growled, the anger in her eyes stoked my amusement.

      “I’ll just leave you here,” I backed up, ever so slightly.

      “You do that, and I swear to the goddess I will find a way to tie you down and edge you until you can't see straight. You will beg me, I mean fucking beg me to let you come,” she snarled, trying to get out of the vines.

      “Well then quit being a fucking brat.” I slapped her cunt, devouring her again.

      “You’re such an ass,” she moaned.

      “Beg,” I said, slapping her again.

      “Fuck you,” she snapped.

      Slap.

      “Goddess, I hate you,” she moaned.

      Slap.

      A whimper escaped her lips.

      “Beg,” I growled against her.

      “Please,” she gasped.

      Slap.

      “You can do better than that.” I nipped her bud, thrusting three fingers into her.

      “Please, sir?” she mumbled unsure.

      Slap.

      “Argh!” she arched her back. “Please... please, Sir Fluffington?”

      “Nope,” I growled, pulling away.

      “I don’t know what the fuck you want,” she said, frustrated.

      I sucked on her hard, making her legs shake, pulling away before she came.

      “You know what I want,” I nipped her thigh. “Who am I?”

      I blew on her cunt as gooseflesh peppered her skin.

      “I don’t know,” she whined.

      “Who am I?” I threw some of my alpha power into the question. I licked her again to give her even more incentive.

      “Please... Please... Alpha?” It was more a question, but I took what I could get.

      I devoured her, giving her what she wanted. Curling my finger in her tightness set her off. Her thighs clamped around my head, her grip on my hair tightened as she rolled her hips riding out her orgasm.

      Once she slowed down, I gave her one long lick before kissing her softly. I released the vines from her, letting her down slowly. When her legs touched the ground, she had a dreamy look on her face. Her hand connected with my face, the sound was loud in the somewhat silent forest.

      “You asshole.”

      I growled in response, picking her up, pinning her by her throat and thrusting into her warm, soaking cunt.

      “Be glad I let you come,” I snarled, pulling out slowly and sinking hard into her.

      “I can do a better job myself.” She ran her nails down my arms, her head thrown back in pleasure.

      “You keep telling yourself that,” I groaned, picking up my pace while I put more pressure on her throat. Her eyes watered but the hatred in her eyes grew. I grabbed her hips guiding them up and down my shaft, enjoying the feel of her tightness around me.

      “It’s just passable right?” She used my words against me.

      “Listen here…” She tightened herself around me, making me pause. I grabbed her chin making her look at me. “You’re such a pain, more trouble than you’re worth.

      She tightened again, and I pulled us away from the tree, pulling out of her and turning her around. I grabbed both of her arms, pulling a vine off the tree and tying her hands behind her back. Katarina struggled while I finished my knots.

      “Zev.” Her voice held a warning, but she stopped struggling. She was curious enough to stay still.

      I kicked her legs open before bending her over, sinking into her drenched cunt. We moaned together.

      “Zev, you’re too big like this,” Katarina whimpered.

      “Take it like the good whore you are.” I wrapped my hand around her hair pulling her back. She said a variety of words, half I didn’t understand. The way she was tightening around me, I could tell she liked this. “Do you like to be used like this, Hellcat?”

      Katarina responded with a long moan before pushing back against me. Seeing my cock sliding in and out of her was almost too much for me, I wanted her to feel me tomorrow, so I continued my punishing pace, grabbing her hip with one hand and grabbing her hands with my other. Using her body for leverage I entered her over and over, feeling the need to release myself in her, to fill her up with my seed.

      But I wasn’t ready for it to be over. I ripped the vines on her wrists, letting her arms go, lifting her up to put her on the ground.

      “Dammit, Zev, I’m not your fucking sex doll,” she snarled, as I laid her down on the top of some moss I had grown. I decided not to delve into the fact that I wanted her to lie on something soft.

      “Oh, quit whining.” I slapped her breast.

      “You’re such an ass.” She pushed me away.

      “You’re such a brat.” I grabbed one of her hands because she couldn’t behave.

      “Brute,” she snarled, when I tried to grab the other hand.

      “Do you want to come?” I snapped, annoyed.

      “At this point I’ve dried up,” she retorted, as she swung for me.

      “I doubt that Hellcat,” I chuckled, grabbing her other hand, holding them down with one hand as I grew another vine to wrap around her wrists several times keeping her arms taut above her. I took her breast into my mouth while I lined myself up to her, sinking myself slowly in her.

      “I hate you.” She closed her eyes as she shuddered.

      “I hate you, too,” I attempted to growl, but a groan escaped my lips with her nipple in my mouth.

      I looked up at her face full of pleasure, grabbing her throat to cut off her airway slightly as I hitched one of her legs over my shoulder, changing the angle that had her panting harder.

      “You want to come like a good little whore?” I snarled, getting lost in our bodies, making obscene noises.

      “Please,” she whispered, thrashing her head side to side.

      “Please what?” I snapped, the need to release myself in her was overwhelming.

      “Please, Alpha,” she whined, closing her eyes.

      “Open those eyes, Hellcat and look at me when I make you come.” I grabbed her chin. Once we locked eyes she cried out, tightening around me igniting my own release. I leaned forward until our chests were flushed together, pumping my hips, fixating on her neck as my canines lengthened, my wolf urging me to mate with her. I growled at my never-ending release, nuzzling into her neck. It took everything I had not to sink my teeth into her, branding her as mine. This constant back and forth inside of me was threatening to consume me.

      When my mouth opened on its own. I wretched myself away, fighting my wolf for dominance. We wanted different things but I couldn’t let that happen. Katarina was laid out beautifully, flushed from our sex, making her look even more enticing. I needed to leave before my wolf took over.

      Goddess, I wanted her. I wanted her more than I wanted to break the spell.

      She was not our mate, she couldn’t be, the goddess wouldn’t be so cruel to have me mated to my enemy. As I got up and walked away from her, all I could think of was this was my penance for not loving Vivienne like I should have.
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      Zev and I were explosive. We were dynamite that was too close to fire, and it was only a matter of time before we exploded leaving nothing in our wake. The jury was still out if it was a good explosion or one that destroyed us both and everyone around us.

      I already had one failed relationship, being around all of them made me nervous that another one was just around the corner. It was either that, or I died.

      Zev, the pain in my ass, made me come so hard that it felt like I was on the edge of passing out. He thrusted into me wildly, like he was fucking me into submission. After we came, he lingered on top of me, and all I wanted to do was cuddle against this brute of a man.

      I didn’t expect him to just get up, stare at me for a moment and leave me, without saying a word. My post-coital bliss was interrupted so abruptly that I just watched him leave without saying anything at all.

      “Zev,” I called out to him, hoping he was just messing with me.

      Pulling on the restraints he left me in, I realized this asshole had wrapped my wrists in two vines. I didn’t know what time it was but after the chase and the sex, the clock hadn’t chimed, or at least I didn’t think it had.

      “Zev! You fucker, you better come back and release me.” I pulled the vines again as hard as I could before the pain was too much.

      I took a deep breath to keep my panic at bay, but it felt like it was creeping up, about to overcome me. My mind was racing with endless possibilities, hoping that I wouldn’t have to suffer dying naked just to get free.

      The forest was quiet, the chill of the fall finally caught up to me now that I was just laying here. I rolled over on to my stomach seeing that I was on moss—and that’s why my back didn’t hurt while he fucked me—the vines were also coming out of the ground. I shimmied myself on my knees ready to pull again.

      “What are you doing out here?”

      Lucien’s voice made me blush fiercely at the position he found me in.

      “Can you help me, please,” I asked, not wanting to get into why the hell I was out here naked and tied up.

      Lucien’s eyebrows were furrowed in anger as he untied me. Bringing my arms down made me wince from being in several different positions for so long. I rubbed my wrist to massage the pain away, afraid to look in Lucien’s eyes.

      The anger in my chest was emanating and I didn’t know if it was directed at me, the situation he found me in, or maybe his boiling point had surfaced. As much as I wanted to figure out why he was so upset, my own anger surfaced. He had been pulling away since the attack, making me feel like I was at fault.

      “Thank you,” I said, getting up from the moss, feeling extremely sore between my legs. Zev’s release trickled down my thigh. Lucien watched with feral intensity on his face while I tried everything not to feel ashamed.

      “Did he force himself on you?”

      “Excuse me?”

      My eyes snapped towards him to make sure he wasn’t joking.

      “Did he force himself on you?” His body was vibrating with anger. His eyes flashed yellow every so often.

      “I think I would be in a different state than I am right now if he had forced himself on me.” I glared at him, wondering what the hell was going on?

      “I’ve been looking for you since I woke, and I find you out here tied up with his release coming down your leg,” he snarled. “What am I supposed to think, I couldn’t find you.”

      I heard the fear and anger in his voice, melting some of the anger I had been feeling. But I couldn’t help what came out of my mouth next.

      “I could have been taken yesterday, and you didn’t even bother to look for me then. I waited in the library for you,” I snapped, feeling defensive. “You didn’t show up and you’re playing the ‘I’m worried for you’ card now?”

      “I did check in on you yesterday,” he growled. “Yesterday was...”

      His eyes glazed over in fear. It was like he was in a memory, or he remembered something awful. He shook his head, dispersing whatever he was thinking about.

      “Is this why you’ve been distant?” I shivered, the cold finally seeping in.

      He looked away, clenching his jaw looking like he was going to shut down on me. I didn’t wait for him to give me some bullshit response before I turned around to walk back to the house.

      “Kit Kat,” Lucien called out to me.

      As I left the forest to trek to the front door, Zev was walking back with a blanket in his hand, looking down. I was close enough to the house that he didn’t see me but my heart did a weird flip in my chest that he was coming back for me, but he had left me in the first place. I wanted to roll my eyes at myself, this thing with Zev was weird and I would deal with that mess later.

      “Katarina.” Lucien grabbed my arm, but I wretched it away.

      I practically ran to the door of the house for some warmth. When I entered, it smelled like soup, making my mouth water. Soup sounded perfect, exactly what I needed to get warm. As I entered the dining room, Mr. Potter came out of the kitchen.

      “I’ll bring some soup up for you.” He nodded at me, averting his gaze quickly before I turned around to head to my room.

      “Kit Kat,” Lucien called out to me again.

      “You found me, now you can be on your way,” I snapped.

      The shivering was getting worse as I climbed the stairs, needing warmth desperately. He followed me into my room before I shut the bathroom door in his face.

      “Katarina, quit being a brat.”

      I swung the door open, irritated that he just called me that when he had been acting like a petulant child himself.

      “I’m the brat? Get your shit together, Lucien, I’m not the one who pulled away and told me everything was fine only for you to disappear last night. Then you get mad at me because you couldn’t find me,” I snarled at him. “Look, you need to go get your shit together because I’m tired of the back and forth with everyone. At least with Zev, I know we hate each other. I know there is going to be nothing more than sex, but you and Aeon are worse. You whisper nice words, sell me fake promises, and then leave me to deal with the aftermath.”

      I felt a tingle of power in my hands, similar to what I felt the night Caston tried to take me away. Clenching my fists to keep whatever was happening at bay, I began to panic. Lucien said something before I shut the door in his face, and jumped into the water.

      My heart was racing, my breathing was erratic, everything heightened, and all I could think of was burning, while Caston tried to get me to hurt them. This couldn’t be happening again, Lucien said he was going to show me how to protect myself but things had been so out of whack that we still hadn’t gotten to it.

      “Katarina?”

      He sounded far away, my anxiety and fear muddled everything around me. As long as I was in water, I was safe. I couldn’t hurt anyone.

      “Open the door, Katarina.” The voice sounded angry.

      “No, no, no,” I whispered, rocking back and forth.

      “Katarina.”

      I whimpered.

      “Look at me.”

      I couldn’t look at whoever it was, I was frozen in fear. Afraid to move or I would set off the fire that would surely destroy us this time.

      “Katarina. Look. At. Me.” The power in those words snapped me out of my anxiety.

      Aeon’s multicolored eyes stared at me. They lured my attention and my thoughts while easing my anxiety. The tingling in my hands had receded, but my heart was still beating too fast.

      “Breathe, just breathe.” His smooth voice was soothing. “You’re safe.”

      “He’s… going to come… back for me,” I stuttered.

      “Kit Kat, nothing is going to happen to you.” Lucien slowly walked into the bathroom.

      I shuddered at the foreign feeling of magic in my hands.

      “What if I hurt you, what if...”

      “Nothing is going to happen to you or us.” Lucien scooted closer to me, grabbing my hand and kissing it. “Let’s get you washed up. Mr. Potter should be delivering your food soon.”

      I looked back at Aeon, wishing he would say something else. He looked at me for a moment before he glanced at Lucien. They had a discussion without actually speaking. It made me wonder if they could speak to each other through a mind link. It wasn’t unheard of for wolves and their mates to have them, but I didn’t know how much that was true for them.

      They nodded before Aeon got up and left the bathroom. My heart rate increased again, the overwhelming anxiety threatened to pull me under, my hands itched and even though Lucien was in the room, I felt alone. The slap of rejection was enough to pull me into the deep end.

      Lucien looked at me with a weary expression. “He’s just—”

      “I don’t want to talk about it,” I said, waiting for the anger to take over.

      “Ok, but I think—”

      I cut him a look that said if he kept going, I would make sure he didn’t walk right for a week. Lucien exhaled harshly, we stared at each other while he contemplated whether to keep talking or not. Thankfully, he stayed quiet as he picked up a bar of soap, lathering it up, and helping me wash myself. We were quiet the entire time even though it felt like he had something more to say.

      Lucien grabbed the shampoo off the edge of the tub pouring some in his hand, then leaned my head back so he could massage it in. His fingers were firm as they went in circles around my hairline, then massaging my temples. I released a groan of approval when he continued to clean my hair.

      Pouring water over my hair to rinse it, he repeated it several times before he was satisfied there were no suds. He rung my hair out before he put the conditioner in it, again massaging it until I felt like I could go to sleep. He ran his fingers through my hair taking out the tangles. He massaged the bottom of my neck before he rinsed out my hair.

      I was a pile of useless limbs by the time he finished helping me clean up. He helped me stand before he wrapped me in a towel that was already warm and used another towel to wrap my hair. Being this cozy made me want to go to sleep. I didn’t care about the scrumptious food that I could smell from the bathroom.

      Lifting me, he took me to my bed, and sat me down before going to my closet to grab me some clothes. He was quiet in there making me wonder what he was going to bring out. He never really saw me in sleep wear, so I was curious about what he would choose.

      He came out with clothes in his hands looking unsure, and on Lucien it was an adorable look.

      “There were a lot of options,” he said, laying down leggings and a large shirt on the bed.

      I couldn’t help the smirk that came on my lips. “I love that shirt, and this is fine. I do need underwear though,” I said, getting up off the bed to go to the dresser that had my underwear with bras and socks.

      I grabbed my comfiest underwear and big fluffy socks. Even though I was warm I still felt a chill in my bones that I knew wouldn’t go away any time soon. Leaving the items on the bed, I took my towel off to put cream on my body before I put my clothes on. Lucien’s attention made me blush. I could feel his approval through our bond, but I could also feel his anxiety.

      Once I had my shirt on, he picked me up and we sat on the bed. He turned me around, setting the tray of food in front of me. The chicken noodle soup looked delicious, especially with the fresh bread that I swear Mr. Potter started to make every day. Lucien pulled my hair out of my shirt before he started brushing it for me.

      My lip trembled as he continued to detangle my hair. I had missed him terribly. Once he finished, he braided it. I was shocked that he even knew what to do but he was methodical in his technique.

      “I’m impressed, Lucien,” I said, in between bites.

      He didn’t say anything as he finished, and I had to stop myself from looking back at him.

      “Vivienne used to wear her hair in braids, so I asked my mother to teach me. She happily taught me on the neighbor’s daughter, and then I used to braid her hair. I figured I could show my love to my mate by helping her any way I could. This just happened to be an easy one for me,” Lucien said, as he tied off my braid.

      I took a deep breath at the rush of emotions I was feeling. This man was too good to be true, it was like he was straight out of a fairy tale. He wasn’t the prince, but he was the guy the prince should have striven to be. Lucien was the most innocent, wholesome man I had ever met, but he was also a man who protected fiercely even against someone who he considered to be his friends. Lucien was like a unicorn I guess, we had always heard of men who were selfless, but in the real world they were nowhere to be found.

      “Well, it seems your lessons paid off,” I said, finishing the last of my soup.

      “It seems they have,” he said, walking around the bed until he got to the side I was facing. “Yesterday was a hard day because it was the day the pack truly fell. We lost so many people that day all because they heard we had grown weak, and they needed supplies.”

      He grabbed my tray, but I picked up the last piece of bread before he took it away.

      “Aeon’s family and my father died and many of our most loyal pack members left us that day too. We were stuck within this perimeter, watching everyone we loved and cared for die.”

      He set the tray down on the dresser leaning back against it, looking down. My heart was pounding in my ears. The rush of emotions made sense now. They were all mourning the loss of their loved ones. I didn’t think about how the pack had died, but now I knew, it was slow and painful for them.

      “I wanted everyone to come inside the perimeter, but we couldn’t figure out a way to make it happen, most of the people didn’t want the cowards way out anyway. Aeon’s family were born protectors to our Alphas and they were set on fighting until the very end.” He looked up at me with so much anguish in his eyes. “Aeon lost his entire family that day. There is not a year that goes by that I don’t remember his anger and sadness when Zev broke the news to him. He was devastated.”

      I wanted to say something, but I had no idea what. This curse stole everything away from them. Their life and their loved ones.

      “We always held a small ceremony for them to remember them and to honor them. We asked the goddess to take them and give them the comfort they needed if they were restless.” He looked around the room until he locked eyes with me again. “That is why I didn’t come yesterday, and I didn’t tell you because I didn’t think it would be appropriate to have you there. We needed to mourn just as brothers.”

      As much as I understood what he was saying, I hated that he had to be such an ass about it.

      “You always said that we needed honesty for this to work. How about you take your own advice.” It took everything in me not to snap at him. “All you have to do is talk to me, that’s all I’m asking for. You could have told me, and I would have given you space. I feel giving you space is all I’ve done since I was attacked. Thank you for telling me and thank you for helping me in the bath, but I’m tired.”

      I pulled the sheets down, got under the covers, and dismissed him.

      “Space? What space? All you’ve done is hover or me, asking about Aeon constantly,” he snapped.

      “He hasn’t talked to me since the attack, I’m sorry, but I was curious. He did just fuck me, so I’m sorry if I made an emotional decision to ask about it. That’s all you guys do, is pull away.”

      I laid down giving him my back.

      “So, what, it’s ok for you to get tied up, fucked in the forest and get left there? That is ok?”

      “At least he doesn’t string me along with promises to put me first or all this other bullshit. He doesn’t say sweet things, or treat me good only for the next time you’re together to get ignored like nothing happened.”

      “Aeon—”

      “I don’t care, Lucien, you let him figure out whatever he needs to because I’m not going to be sitting here waiting for him to get his shit together. I’m sorry he lost his family, I’ve been apologizing about things that aren’t my fault but he’s ignored me since the attack.”

      “He needs to tell you what’s going on because I don’t even get it,” he said, as I put a pillow over my head.

      Tears fell down the side of my face as I waited for him to leave. My heart ached for him, I expected our mating to be as easy as I saw other wolf matings.

      “I know you’re mad, but tomorrow we are going to work on getting your bond magic under control, and keep Caston out of your head.” His voice sounded closer. I lifted up the pillow I had put over my head. “I keep messing up and I’m sorry. I’m trying to keep everyone happy, but my focus should be on you.”

      He leaned over, kissing me on the forehead.

      “Get some rest and I’ll see you tomorrow.”

      “Lucien.” I called out to him.

      “I think I found a spell in Vivienne’s grimoire we might be able to use.”

      “Seriously?” He looked hopeful. Instead of making me happy, it made me extremely nervous.

      “She mentioned that it was a binding spell. I think it’s something we should definitely look into.”

      “Of course, but I think protecting you first is more important. Rest, Kit Kat.” He gave me a small shy smile before leaving the room.

      I didn’t feel a hundred percent better, but it was a start. All I needed was Lucien, he was my mate and the other assholes could just suck my dick.
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      Walking out of Katarina’s room was one of the hardest things I’ve ever had to do in my life. She looked scared, confused, lost in whatever was going on in her head. When I walked into the bathroom with Lucien, I thought Caston had infiltrated her mind again. The bath water was steaming, her breathing was heavy, and she was shaking.

      The moment I commanded her to look up at me, I saw her beautiful violet eyes and knew it was just her, losing control. All I wanted to do was walk out the door, to get as far away from her as I could. But, I needed to help her, to make up for the fact that I wasn’t there for her when she needed me the most.

      Once she calmed down, I dragged myself out of there, to go outside and wait for the curse to call to me. As I was about to leave, Zev entered with a blanket and a book.

      “Have you seen, Katarina?” he asked, looking around me.

      “She’s upstairs with Lu, she’s having an episode,” I said suspiciously.

      “An episode, what do you mean episode?”

      The concern in his voice confused me.

      “What did you do to her?” I growled, my wolf was on edge, ready to kick his ass if he had done something to her. He smelled like her.

      “Nothing she didn’t want me to do to her.” He glowered at me.

      I knew I had smelled him on her, but I didn’t think it was because they became intimate. The redness on her wrists and her disheveled hair made sense now. As much as I wanted to get mad at him, I knew whatever was going on wasn’t because of what they had done.

      “What episode?” he snapped.

      “Her bond magic is getting stronger and she was losing control. At first, Lu and I thought Caston had taken control of her, but I think she’s feeling the stress of what happened to her.”

      “You haven’t taught her how to protect her mind?” He looked at me like I was an idiot.

      “Look, things have been complicated—”

      “More complicated than keeping her safe and giving her the tools she needs to keep him out of her head?” he scoffed at me.

      “Coming from the guy who keeps saying he hates her and he won’t help us,” I yelled.

      “I’m not the one who keeps saying things like she’s meant for us. If you’re  treating your future mate like that, I’d hate to see how you actually treat her when you’re mated.” His voice took a deeper tone. “I foolishly believed she was going to be safe with you guys, but it looks like you are failing her.”

      “Watch it.” I pushed his shoulder back.

      “Don’t like the truth?” He stepped closer until we were nose to nose.

      My wolf was ready to lash out, but I knew he was right. We preached about keeping her safe, but we were doing a shit job.

      “He’s right, we’ve dropped the ball since the attack. The bond magic is getting stronger.” Lucien's voice broke through the tension.

      “We?” I growled. “If I remember correctly, she’s your mate not mine.”

      “You also said that we would keep her safe.” He looked irritated and I knew he was getting tired of my bullshit.

      “Well, I changed my damn mind, she’s too much to handle,” I said, quickly grasping for anything so that I could pull away.

      Zev’s eyebrows went up in shock, but he narrowed his eyes at me, making me turn away. Zev would see right through me. They both could.

      Lucien laughed. “Ok, keep lying to yourself and let me know how that goes, because if you didn’t care you wouldn’t have walked into that bathroom to help me.”

      I bared my teeth at him.

      “I just didn’t want the house, and all those books in her room, to go up in flames.” My lies were getting harder and harder to sell. Why was I digging in?

      “Sure, if that helps you sleep at night. Lie to yourself, Aeon, but you’re going to have to talk to her, she thinks you don’t want her anymore.” His eyes flashed yellow, showing his wolf didn’t appreciate me hurting his mate. “If you don’t want to be near her, then let her go. Stop visiting her and just let her go.”

      The finality in his voice made me want to hit him. The hate for myself was spilling over and instead of dealing with it, I felt like I was going to implode.

      “And you, do you have to be so fucking rough with her?” Lucien turned his attention to Zev. “Her wrists had welts on them, and I swear her neck looked like it was bruising already.”

      “She came back for more, I would rather give her what she wants instead of treating her like a child.” He smirked. “She comes really hard when you’re rough with her.”

      “She doesn’t need to be choked during sex for fuck’s sakes,” Lucien growled. “Treat her with some respect, she’s not your little fuck toy.”

      “What Katarina and I do together is no one’s business but our own so fucking watch it Lucien,” Zev snapped.

      Lu and I stared at Zev. The smile that bloomed on Lucien’s face looked like he had won something, but I realized that he just gotten Zev to basically admit he was protective of her. He was starting to care.

      “I’ll be teaching her how to protect herself tomorrow, it would be nice if one of you was there to help.” Lucien took a few steps back, still smirking. “Don’t be pussies.”

      He walked away from us, and I had no idea what he meant by calling us pussies. I hated all the new words that seemed to have been made in recent years. Zev grumbled something about showing him who was the bigger pussy as he walked away from me.

      What the hell was happening to Zev? Was I supposed to be the odd man out now? As much as I wanted to be with Katarina, seeing her die, killed me. If we don’t break that spell, I know I won’t survive without her and the spell would just keep punishing me for the rest of eternity. I would rather die a thousand deaths than live the rest of my existence without her.
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      Lucien’s lessons with Katarina were painful to watch. They were so out of sync; the tension was palpable, all I wanted was to go over there and take over. Lucien was trying so hard to be casual with Katarina, but she looked guarded, almost uninterested in what he was doing or saying.

      A few days had passed and nothing was getting easier for Katarina, she was getting frustrated until Zev decided to sit with them one day. They looked warily at him, like they were waiting for him to do something to them or start something. He was reading while Lucien went through a few things until Zev got annoyed.

      “You’re overcomplicating it for her. You have to realize she’s never done this before, so you have to start small,” Zev growled, getting up from his seat walking over to her. “It would be easier if you helped A, instead of hiding like a coward.”

      The last part was whispered, and I knew he meant it only for me, but I saw the smile on Lucien's face. Katarina looked around for me, making me hesitate on what to do.

      I knew what she needed to do better than anyone. My father was a telepath, and I was trained very well. I stepped out of the shadows slowly until Katarina and I locked onto each other. Her violet gaze was a punch in the dick. She was beautiful, too gorgeous for words.

      We looked at each other until I stopped in front of the table they were at. Katarina stared at me before she looked at Lu and then at Zev.

      Our beauty and her beasts, surrounding her like the unit we should be.

      Longing for her hit me like a boulder, if I had any doubt about her being our mate, right now it felt like the goddess was giving her blessing. I looked at each of the guys, but nothing seemed out of the ordinary until I spotted Zev with his jaw clenched.

      Thank you for your blessing, Goddess.

      Fear made me stay quiet. As much as I was happy with the blessings from the goddess, it didn’t mean Katarina was safe, that was up to me. If life had taught me anything, it was to expect the worst, that way you are never disappointed.

      “You’re overthinking it,” I stated.

      “No, I just can’t figure out how to build that wall in my mind. It crumbled every time I threw it up against Caston.” She said his name like it was sour.

      “It’s your fear, you're letting it consume you.”

      “Well, what the hell do you expect me to do?” she stood up abruptly. “I’m  trying—”

      I didn’t want the others to hear what might become a breakdown. I froze time keeping us in our own bubble.

      “Calm down,” I commanded.

      “Calm down?!” Her voice grew in volume, the panic was clearly taking over. “Don’t you dare tell me to calm down.”

      I walked around the table to get closer to her, but she stepped away from me, looking at Zev and Lucien.

      “Don’t make me chase you. Kitten, I don’t mind catching you and forcing you to listen to me. I could keep you in a never-ending time loop,”

      “Is that why they aren’t moving?” Katarina looked skeptical.

      “Right now, you and I are in our own bubble of time. I’ve slowed down time so slowly for them that what we are existing in our own little time frame,” I explained, seeing her mouth form a little ‘o’ as she began to grasp what I was saying.

      “So that’s your power?” Her eyes were still wide.

      “Among other things,” I shrugged. “Let's focus on you, if you can’t control your fear then we need to figure something else out.”

      She turned away from me to walk towards the window. She was wearing those painted on pants with a large sweater over them keeping her gorgeous backside from me. Her hair was braided back, reminding me of the way Vivienne used to wear it. My heart started beating faster, my wolf urged us to go to her, and every instinct in my body wanted Katarina.

      I didn’t even realize I had started walking until I was right behind her. The need to hold her, comfort her, bring her peace was tearing me apart. I stood behind her so our bodies flushed together, a contented sigh escaped her lips as she leaned back into me.

      “You're stronger than this fear, Kitten,” I said, with all the confidence I had in her. “You’ve shown us that even without magic, you beat us at our own game and you bow down to no one. Caston is no different. Protect yourself and show him he is nothing more than a shit husband who can’t do anything to hurt you now.”

      “Caston was always good at playing mind games with me. He’s fueled the idea that I am worthless and it's so hard to overcome.” Her body shuddered.

      I ran my nose along her neck breathing her in. “An insecure man always makes sure you are beneath him, because he knows that he would be nothing without you. Caston is riding on the Belladonna name. He is a pathetic excuse of a man without you.”

      My arm wrapped around her waist, while I snaked an arm between her breasts up to her neck, pushing it to one side while I kissed down her neck to the junctions where Lucien had left his mark. I nuzzled it, making her arch into me rubbing her backside against my aching cock.

      “Aeon,” she whispered.

      My name on her lips was a plea that was hard to ignore. I kissed her neck, imagining all the ways I could make her mine. With the goddesses blessing, my need for her and her sinful body pressed against mine, my canines lengthened.

      My body tingled with power as several images flashed before me. Vivienne with a baby, Zev holding a baby, destruction everywhere, Lucien on the floor covered in blood. The visions were coming at me so fast I couldn’t decipher what was happening in most of them, but the few I saw were Katarina on the floor with lifeless eyes, our home destroyed and the one that hurt the most was us holding her lifeless body. We were mourning her loss.

      “Aeon!” The scream wretched me from my visions.

      The breath I took in felt like I hadn’t been breathing the entire time. My vision was blurry. When I rubbed my eyes, my face was wet. I was crying.

      “Aeon.” A set of hands cupped my face.

      I swallowed roughly, feeling the lump and tenderness in my throat while my mind replayed the array of images.

      “Aeon.” The voice caused me to look up and I realized I was on my knees. Blinking a few times, Katarina’s face came into focus with Zev and Lucien right behind her.

      “Are you ok?” Lucien asked hesitantly.

      “I’m fine.” My voice was gruff, my emotions were still raw. I pulled Katarina’s hands off my face, getting up too quickly, losing my balance. Katarina and Lucien caught me, while Zev scooted closer like he was expecting me to just fall over.

      “I’m fine,” I snapped, feeling overwhelmed. The remaining images of my visions were making me want to hurt something, lose control.

      My visions weren’t always definitive, but right now all I could think about was seeing Katarina in between all of us as we mourned for her. She was going to die, there was a pretty big chance of that. I was always the first to say that we should take my visions with caution, but seeing a version of the future where we lost her just destroyed me.

      “Aeon, what’s going on?” Lucien sounded worried.

      “Leave me!” I roared, changing into my wolf quickly. My emotions were heightened, the anger was consuming me while I looked at Katarina. I growled, baring my teeth, so they would get the hint to leave me alone.

      “What happened? Dammit, Lu, let me go.”

      “Leave him, Katarina. The burden of seeing the future is not something to be taken lightly. Aeon has the future on his shoulders and sometimes that burden feels like it might kill you.”

      Zev's explanation was exactly what was happening. The weight of her death was on my shoulders and I didn’t know if I could live with myself after what I had just seen. As much as I craved her, needed her, felt empty without her, mating with Katarina felt like a cruel joke. If I lost my mate, her death would be far worse than living with this curse for the last two hundred years.
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      A few days had passed since Aeon had lost it. Zev and Lucien had been trying to find him to see if he was ok, but he was nowhere to be found. My chest hurt from the constant worrying. It also hurt because while I didn’t exactly see what he saw, I felt his emotions throughout the entire episode. A fear so strong and stifling still lingered with me.

      My body shuddered as I tried to forget the strong emotions, to forget his fear that felt so strongly of loss. Did he see me die? Is that why he was so angry? How reliable were his visions? I had all these questions, and all I wanted was answers.

      Ever since that night, the guys had been looking for Aeon, but they couldn’t find him. Zev said he had felt Aeon’s magic, so he thought that he was using it to get away from them.

      The horror on his face still haunted me. I changed for the third time, itching to go down and look for Aeon myself. Lucien and Zev kept telling me not to go looking for him; they were afraid he would hurt me.

      I opened the balcony to look outside, hoping to catch a glimpse of Aeon, but I knew that it wasn’t going to happen. Leaning over, I saw a black wolf by the flower garden. I didn’t think about it, I quickly scaled down the side of the house to get to the wolf. If I could just touch him, then maybe I could talk some sense into him.

      I was an idiot to think I could do this again. I slipped and fell, the hair on my neck standing up. My whole body knew I had attracted the attention of the wolf. I looked up to see him looking directly at me. He stalked towards me slowly, as I crawled backwards.

      When I looked at his paws, I noticed it was Aeon. My body was in fight or flight mode, but my brain wanted me to stay still. He slowly came up to me with his teeth barred, but once he came close enough his expression changed. His tongue fell out of his mouth, tilting his head to one side.

      Like this, he looked like a huge dog, giving me a false sense of security that I was safe. He took another step towards me but leaned his body down close to the ground, showing me he wasn’t going to hurt me.

      “Aeon?”

      His ear twitched, scooting a little closer to me. I held out my hand to him as an invitation, he didn’t hesitate to push his head against it. The few times I had run into them, I had never realized how soft they were.

      I ran both my hands on the side of his head, doing it again before he stepped forward, almost pushing me back. He rubbed his head against my cheek in an almost loving way.

      “Oh, Aeon. Why are you making this so hard?” My throat constricted with emotion.

      He grumbled, but tried to climb into my lap.

      “Whoa! You’re not the size of a teacup poodle,” I said, getting pushed back again.

      He licked my face, eliciting a squeal from me.

      “Dude, gross.” I laughed when he licked me again.

      The lightness of the situation eased my emotions just a bit.

      He pushed me until I fell on my back, laying across my chest like my boobs were his pillows. We laid like that for a moment, while I stroked his fur, relaxing and enjoying the silence. The worry eased in my chest with each minute that passed. The ground was way too cold, making my back ache.

      “Ok, Ok, let me up.” I patted his head so he could stand back. “This floor is cold and it makes my back hurt.”

      He gave me just enough room so I could stand. When he stood up too, he was so tall. I wasn’t a tall woman, but his face came up to my shoulders.

      “I wish…” I caught myself before I said something stupid. I told myself that I would only worry about Lucien and I had failed horribly the last few days. “I guess, I’ll see you later, I’m glad you are ok.”

      I petted him one last time before I walked away from him.

      “Don’t go.”

      I looked over my shoulder to see Aeon naked and looking like a tree I wanted to climb on. My heart instantly beat faster, an ache in between my legs grew. When I pulled my eyes from his chiseled body, I realized his eyes were really yellow, but still different shades.

      “Aeon?” This reminded me of the time Lucien’s wolf came out for a chat.

      “Mate,” he growled, stepping closer to me.

      The possessiveness in his eyes made my heart flutter. He grabbed the back of my neck, leaning forward until our foreheads were resting against each other. The contact was almost as good as when I hugged Lucien.

      Mate.

      “You’re mine,” he said, kissing my nose ever so slightly. “If he wasn’t so stubborn, I would have made you mine the night that you and Lucien bonded.”

      I pulled away to look in his eyes again.

      “I’m assuming you take what he wants into consideration?”

      “I try to, but sometimes he lets his emotions get the best of him. He’s smarter than that, but Aeon has a big heart which is why he and Lucien do so well together.” He rubbed his nose with mine as he ran his hands up and down my arms. “I want you so bad.”

      He pushed me back until a wall came up behind me, not letting me go. His arms came up on either side of me, caging me in.

      “My mate is so beautiful.”

      “Why do you call me your mate?” I asked, trying to distract myself.

      “Because you are mine,” he stated, matter-of-factly.

      “But Aeon doesn’t want me to be his mate.” I was hoping I could get some answers out of his wolf since Aeon was tight-lipped about why he was pushing me away.

      “Aeon is protecting himself,” he said, kissing next to my lips. “The visions he sees aren’t the most comforting either.”

      Of course he would be vague as fuck. He kissed down my neck, pressing his body to mine, where I felt every delicious hard surface of his body, including his growing erection.

      “What does he see? I asked, not turning my head to give him better access.

      “Everyone and everything, but he never knows exactly what he sees,” he whispered, before sucking on my neck.

      “But if he doesn’t know… then why is he… scared,” I said, running my hands through his hair, while I hooked a leg around him.

      He growled, picked me up, and pressed my back into the wall. He thrusted into me and had me panting like we had been making out for the last twenty minutes. His kisses on my neck grew into bites. Each time he would nip at me, my body would tense up at the possibility he might make me his.

      “He might call you his Kitten, but to me you’ll always be my lioness. Lethal, cunning and nothing less than a queen,” he said, pulling away from my neck to look at me. “I feel it in my soul that things will work out, but the human brain can make things complicated. Don’t give up on him.”

      He gently set me down, stepping away from me. I tried reaching for him, but he shook his head.

      “He’s worried I might mate you,” he said, looking irritated. “If I don’t step away now, I won’t be able to stop myself from burying myself in you and making you ours.”

      I wanted to protest, get mad, but I stayed quiet, still not wanting to upset Aeon. If his wolf mated me, then he might resent me.

      “Don’t give up on him, we’ve lost enough, he’s afraid of losing more.”

      He turned away as a tear fell down my cheek. The more I learned about these men the more I realized they were just tortured beasts, trying to survive in a world that had been against them from the start.
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        * * *

      

      “Katarina?”

      I looked up to see Lucien looking at me with his brow furrowed.

      “I’m sorry, did you say something?”

      “I asked if you wanted a nightly run after we give thanks to the gods and goddesses.” He searched my face like he was looking for something.

      Before my run-in with Aeon’s wolf, Lucien and I had discussed doing something for Samhain which was now only a few days away. We talked about our last harvest feast, honoring our past loved ones and doing an offering to the gods.

      “Yeah, I would love to run with you,” I said, thinking about the last time I ran with all of the guys.

      “Ok…” he said, grabbing my hand. “What do you need?”

      I looked at his hand grabbing my own, and realized how right it felt. This simple contact between us felt like home. Even though Lucien made me happy, I still thought about Aeon. Lucien’s head perked as I figured he felt my internal struggle.

      “Aeon is a complicated man. He’s always been frustrating. He’s spent two hundred years being stubborn, denying he had any feelings for me.” Lucien ran a hand through his hair, looking like the young man he was. “I know he’s burrowed his way into your heart, he’s done the same thing to me. All I can say is the lull before the storm is the hardest part, but when he gets his head out of his arm, it will be worth it.”

      I laughed that he used the wrong term, but that made me love Lucien more. Love? Yeah, it was definitely starting to feel like love.

      “That is not the reaction I was trying to get, but I’ll take it,” he chuckled.

      “It’s ‘head out of your ass’, not arm,” I said, calming down.

      “Oh, that makes so much more sense.” He smiled at me.

      “Yeah, so are you trying to tell me he will come around?” I hated feeling like I was a desperate woman.

      “He will,” he said, with confidence. “I waited two hundred years and he finally came to his senses. I have a good feeling it might take less time than that for you.”

      I rolled my eyes. “That makes me feel so much better, let’s just hope I’m alive when he comes around.”

      I said it as a joke, but the moment it left my lips I regretted it.

      “We will figure it out. I promise,” Lucien said, pulling me to him for a hug.

      “Should we practice my magic or should we research the spell more?” I asked, pointing to the book I was reading.

      Lucien set his hand on fire.

      “Show off,” I said, rolling my eyes.

      “How are you feeling with your fire?”

      “I can’t set my hand on fire yet, but I feel more in control. Last night I felt anxious about it, but I've been working on calming myself down like you suggested.” I snapped my fingers trying to light a flame, but only managed a flicker instead of fire.

      “It’s going to take you a while to figure it out, but once you do, it will be second nature.” Lucien snapped his fingers lighting candles that were a few tables away from us. “Do you want to practice?”

      “I think I want to make a list of the items we need for the spell, maybe do more reading, but I think this could be the core of the spell. I’m missing some ingredients I need, but I’m going to talk to Mr. Potter about them.”

      Lucien didn’t say anything as he continued to stroke my back. I knew he was wary about finding something, and I hated that I was getting his hopes up high.

      “I think this is the right direction we need to go.” He finally spoke up.

      “I’m optimistic about it too,” I said, leaning up. “Now about that night run, are you in your human form or wolf? And does it involve chasing?”

      “One lap around and we will see if you’re up to being chased.” He pulled me towards him again until our chests were flushed. “It looked like you might have had fun with Zev. Does getting chased turn you on?”

      “Did you watch us?” I was a little surprised.

      “Maybe.” He shrugged. “Maybe I’ll tie you up and see how you like it.”

      A challenge lit his eyes, and I was glad the sadness was no longer there.

      “I’m thinking you’ll have to catch me to find out.” I got up, moving away from him slowly.

      “Run, Kit Kat, unless you wanna be caught.” He stood up, licking his lips.

      “Nah, why would I make it easy for you, you need to earn your catch.” I took off, hearing him growl.

      Excitement coursed through me as I left the library. I needed this. We both did.
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            LUCIEN

          

        

      

    

    
      Samhain is every witch’s favorite holiday. Our pack’s celebrations were always big. The nightly run was supposed to be run with our loved ones, since the veil between the living and the dead was almost non-existent.

      Since we had been stuck here, we had never celebrated anything. The run we had planned tonight was enough to make me anxious, wondering if I would be able to feel my family even if just for a moment. I walked into our home, the smell of apple pie making my mouth water instantly.

      Mr. Potter had already repaired most of the damage from the night Caston tried to take Katarina. A few things hadn’t been fixed, but the guy was getting exhausted and they were just some things that weren’t that important.

      “Did you need help, Mr. Potter?” I asked, walking into the kitchen.

      “Nope, we got it all done.” Katarina came out of the kitchen with a plate in her hand.

      She smiled at me and I couldn’t form any words. Katarina looked like a succubus sent from the underworld to tease me into submission with a tight black dress she had on that showcased every curve she owned. There was a tear in the dress that came all the way up to her upper thigh, showing off her throwing knives. Her hair was pulled back with a red ribbon, but still left to cascade down her back.

      “Kat got your tongue?” She smirked at me, and I realized her innuendo.

      “She definitely can get my tongue if she wants to. If her so-called kitty needs love, all she needs to do is ask.” I walked up to her by the table. “I’d be happy to oblige.”

      “As much as I would like to climb you like a tree right now, Mr. Potter probably wouldn’t like walking in on us.”

      “And Katarina would be right, I’ve walked in on Zev enough times to last me ten lifetimes.” Mr. Potter came out of the kitchen with another tray.

      “Well, we could go—”

      “Nope. Lucien, we are celebrating Samhain; we planned a good dinner. Everything is planned out and when you chase me tonight, we can definitely see how good you are with your tongue.” She smirked at me, taking a tray with her to the library.

      “I enjoy seeing you two together,” Mr. Potter said, handing me a tray while he picked up one as well.

      “I didn’t think I was ever going to find a mate, but I do wish it was all of us,” I said, voicing my worry.

      “All in due time Lucien. All they need to do is get their poop together,” he said, walking away. “Though I do find that to be such an odd expression to use.”

      I laughed that Katarina was getting all of us to use her expressions.

      “I think it’s to get their shit together.” I followed him to the library.

      He chuckled as he floated. Once we entered, I was in awe at the transformation. Katarina had said to leave the decorating to her, but this was amazing.

      “Wow,” I said, putting the tray down on the table to look around, seeing the table decorated with pumpkins, apples, tufts of wheat and candles. It looked fancier than anything we had ever done. There was also a basin full of water with apples with a sign that said ‘bobbing for apples’. Another area had two rectangles with a hole in it and another area that had a bottle with a bunch of cups.

      “Do you like it?” she asked.

      “I’ve never seen anything like this.” I turned around to see her look worried. “This is amazing, what is all of this?”

      “Well after our offering and dinner, I figure maybe we can enjoy some games that we usually have at the celebration. We’ve mixed modern celebrations with your own. The children in the coven go crazy over them.” She smiled at me.

      “It looks like fun,” I said, itching to see everything she had organized.

      “Let’s give our offering and we can—”

      She stopped talking as she looked behind me. I turned around to see Aeon and Zev walking in more dressed up than I had seen them in a long time. They both had on a pair of black pants. While Zev wore all black, Aeon opted for a gray shirt like mine.

      Zev looked around the place with a blank expression while Aeon looked curious at what was going on.

      “Hey, thanks for coming,” I said, nodding at them, glad they took my invitation.

      “What’s all this?” Aeon nodded towards the games.

      “Oh! Um…” Katarina’s cheeks flushed red. “I uh…”

      “Katarina thought it would be nice to enjoy a little of what she grew up with,” I said, saving her from her shyness and having to explain that this is what her coven did to celebrate.

      Zev narrowed his eyes at the games. I knew his mind had gone to Katarina’s family.

      “Uh, we have a harvest feast, but… I…” Katarina looked extremely nervous. “I thought we could each leave a candle in the windows of the library to lead your ancestors home for the feast and the run.”

      Zev and Aeon snapped their heads towards Katarina.

      She looked at them, but couldn’t hold their gaze, looking at me with uncertainty. My Kit Kat was trying to impress them for whatever reason. She was trying so hard to appeal to them when she didn’t need to do anything, they already gravitated to her. As much as she wanted to believe she was being indifferent, she then did things like this. The pull towards all of us was strong, and Katarina could only pull away for so long.

      “That sounds like a good idea. If you’d like to join us, we will be lighting candles,” I said, ushering Katarina away.

      “This might have been a bad idea,” Katarina muttered as she fumbled for where she had put the candles.

      “Honoring the dead is never a bad idea.” Aeon’s smooth voice startled her as he walked up next to us.

      Zev grumbled something next to us. Our grumpy alpha was so unpredictable. I expected him to run away, but he stayed. It seems we were all shocked he stayed as he turned to us with a scowl.

      “What?”

      “I’m glad you stayed,” I said, smirking at him.

      He rolled his eyes at me, grabbing a tapered candle from me along with everyone else. Katarina snapped her fingers that caused a flame to light on the edge of her finger.

      She looked serious until a big smile broke out on her face.

      “Oh good, hopefully she won’t burn us alive while we are all sleeping,” Zev commented, but I could see his approval.

      “I’ll make sure to burn the house while you are inside all by yourself,” Katarina commented back.

      Aeon smirked at Katarina, but Zev glared at him as we all lit our candles.

      “Goddess, light their way to us tonight so that our ancestors can join us for Samhain. Keep them safe and bless their souls on their journey.” Zev was the one to speak.

      “Blessed be,” Katarina whispered, before turning away to leave her candle at a window. Each of us placed a candle in the nearest windows. Since the veil was so thin tonight, we hoped the light would lead them to us, and enjoy their presence the one night it was allowed. If I could feel my mother for one night, even for a fleeting moment, I would be happy.

      “Dinner is ready,” Mr. Potter said when Aeon came back from his window.

      We followed him to the table that Katarina had set up. Zev led us in our harvest prayer before we ate, giving thanks to the gods and goddess who had given us so much. It was hard most days to give thanks because in a way, I felt they had turned their backs on us, especially our moon goddess. How could she have allowed a spell that clearly tipped the scales?

      Dinner was very quiet, other than the occasional “Can you pass me that, please?” Zev and Aeon ate so fast they just sat there until Katarina and I finished. The tension in the room was so palpable that it was almost stifling. I glanced at Katarina, noticing she wasn’t meeting anyone’s gaze. Feeling our bond, I felt her uncertainty and her worry.

      “That was delicious,” I said, wiping my mouth, knowing Mr. Potter could hear me.

      “Yes, thank you, Mr. Potter,” Katarina said, looking around for him.

      “He’s probably busy or having a moment with his mate,” I said.

      “Wait, can he see her all the time? Or is it just on Samhain?” She looked surprised.

      “Only on Samhain, since he is in-between, he can see and communicate with her these days,” Aeon answered.

      Katarina's lip trembled ever so slightly but I could feel her distress. I was about to ask her what was wrong when she abruptly got up. We all looked at her, each of us had a look of confusion.

      “We can have dessert if you’re ready for it, or we can go for the run, now,” she said, from the dessert table.

      “I thought we were going to play games?” I asked.

      “We don’t have to,” she said, with her back to us.

      “What games?” Aeon asked.

      “Oh, it’s nothing, I think we should go out for that run,” she said, coming back to the table with a piece of pumpkin pie.

      “I want at least one round of each before I run.” I got up to go to the side where she had set everything up.

      Looking at everything, I wondered how the hell it worked. Looking back at Aeon and Zev, I was pleading with my eyes for them to join me. We were bound to figure it out together.

      Katarina was looking at me like she was debating on whether to come put me out of my misery or leave me to fend for myself. She took a deep breath before she got up and walked to me.

      “This one is called bobbing for apples.” She stood next to the basin full of apples, leaning over with her hands behind her back and going down into the water. For a moment I thought she was going to put her head in, but she quickly picked up an apple with her teeth. She lifted herself up, taking the apple out of her mouth as water cascaded down her chin, her neck and into her breast.

      “That’s how you bob for an apple. You usually set a timer for a minute and see how many you can pick up, but I figure just seeing if you guys can pick one up would be just as fun.” She wiped her neck and cleavage, instantly making us all pay better attention to her. Someone cleared their throat, making me smirk that they were also affected by her.

      The sound of a chair scooting back echoed in the library, and I knew Aeon couldn’t resist. He had always been so competitive.

      “Set a timer,” he said, putting his arms behind his back waiting for Katarina to do as she was told.

      “Oh. Okay.” She turned over an hourglass.

      Aeon immediately bent over, trying to catch apples, but it wasn’t as easy as he thought. His confidence was waning as more time went by. When the time finished and Katarina called time, he glared at the apples like it was their fault he hadn’t caught them.

      “Ah, poor Aeon, didn’t catch any apples.” I taunted him, walking up to him pushing him out of the way. “Let me show you how to use your mouth more effectively.”

      Katarina bit her bottom lip to keep herself from laughing, she was looking better than she had a moment ago.

      “I’m sure you remember how good it was,” I said, putting my hands on my back.

      Aeon pushed my head down to lean me over the apples. “I’m sure this is a comfortable position for you.”

      “Start the timer Kit Kat, let me show this man how it's done.” I looked over at Katarina, looking at our exchange with heat in her gaze and that beautiful blush.

      “Go,” she whispered.

      I dipped my head down, trying to figure out the best way to do this. Katarina picked right from the middle, but the side of the basin should help me more. I pushed one right up against the wall until it stayed still enough that I was able to sink my teeth in. Once I lifted one apple up, Aeon took it out of my mouth, I had three more out by the end of the minute.

      “Holy shit Lucien, I didn’t think you would do so many,” Katarina sounded surprised.

      I wiped my mouth from the water and apple, shrugging my shoulders.

      “I guess my mouth is just that good,” I laughed.

      Aeon shook his head, like he wanted to laugh.

      “Alright since you got so many, I feel like I need to show you who is really good with her mouth.” Katarina tucked her hair back in her dress.

      “Time me, Aeon?” Katarina looked over her shoulder at Aeon who just nodded. She gave him a shy smile, but I knew she was just flirting with him.

      “Go,” his deep voice said.

      Katarina bent down with her hands behind her back, and I knew no one was keeping track of the apples she was taking out. Her dress was low cut enough that her breasts popped out more. It was also so tight that you got a great view of her ass. Now I understood why it was called bobbing for apples, except all I could picture was her bobbing her head up and down on my cock.

      I’m pretty sure the time lasted longer for Katarina before Aeon called time after she grabbed her last apple. She set it down with a triumphant smile while I looked at the rest of us adjusting ourselves. Katarina was oblivious to the naughty images I’m sure we all had of her.

      “Good job, Kit Kat,” I said, even though I didn’t keep score.

      She smirked at me like she knew where my head had gone, but she grabbed my hand, and we went on to the next game. It was called cornhole and I enjoyed this one much better. Aeon sat this one out while Katarina and I played a few rounds. Getting a bean bag into the hole proved to be quite difficult, but I enjoyed the laughter and squeals from Katarina each time she made it.

      I eventually got the hang of it, leaving her in my dust, pouting.

      “Ok so this game is more of an adult game. We can play in teams or we can play one on one.” Katarina explained as we came up to a table that had 5 cups on either side of the table.

      “We each have to take the shot of liquor that is in the cup and then do this.” She put the cup on the edge, hitting the bottom up so it flipped into the air. “After you get it to flip and land like this, you can move on to the next cup.”

      The cup was facing down on the opening.

      “First one who does all 5 wins.” She smiled looking at me, then Aeon and then over my shoulder for Zev. “I will say it's better with more people.”

      “Come on, Zev, one game and we can run,” I said, knowing he was just waiting for the run.

      He grumbled something before I heard his chair scoot back. Katarina’s eyes lit up in excitement that we were all going to be playing the game.

      “If I play this, I’m on Katarina’s team,” he said, standing next to her.

      I narrowed my eyes at him. He had only chosen her because he knew that they had a better chance at winning.

      “Great!” Katarina yelled, pulling him to one side as Aeon came to mine.

      “Alright, pick who goes first, and we can get started. Also, whoever is not flipping should refill the cup for your round, preferably while the other team member is still playing so that your shots are ready.” Katarina looked excited. “Alright, who is ready?”

      Aeon looked at me, nodding his head with the challenge in his eye.

      “We are ready to win,” I said confidently.

      Katarina said something to Zev who blatantly looked down her shirt. He nodded a few times before she said they were ready.

      “Alright, remember you have to flip the cup in order to go to the next one,” she said, looking around at each of us and patting Zev’s shoulder, since it looked like he was going first. “Alright. Ready, set, go!”

      I drank the contents of the cup, realizing it was tequila. Licking my lips, looking up at Katarina, I thought I might need to take another shot of this off of her. I set the cup down, hitting the bottom to make it flip, getting it on the first try.

      I smirked as I went to the next cup. Once I drank the contents, I tried flipping it again, only to fail a few times. Zev was still on the first one, so I took a deep breath trying to be a little more patient. I flipped it on the next try.

      “Yes! Come on, Zev,” Katarina squealed.

      “Lu, he’s catching up,” Aeon growled.

      “Go!” Katarina yelled excitedly.

      I went on to the next one, seeing both of us on the same cup. He stared at me as he drank the contents, the challenge clear in his eyes. He completed the next one easily, making me nervous. I finished my last cup when Katarina was starting her first one. I filled the last cup up for Aeon while he started, too.

      “Come on, Aeon,” I urged.

      He flipped the first cup with Katarina, going on to the next one quickly. They glared at each other while they drank the shot, trying to flip it quickly. They did the next three quickly. Katarina laughed as she tried flipping the last cup.

      “Come on, Hellcat,” Zev growled.

      Hellcat?

      I needed to remember that later to tease him.

      “One more, A!” I yelled, the excitement of possibly winning was getting to us all.

      “Shit!” Katarina yelled when her cup fell off the table. Her face was full of happiness, something I hadn’t seen too often. She needed this, seeing everyone else’s expressions, we did too.

      “No!!” Katarina yelled, throwing her cup at Aeon. “You cheated.”

      “We won, don’t be a sore loser, Kitten.” Aeon looked more relaxed.

      “I think we need a rematch.” Zev started looking like his old self before he became this grump guy. Katarina leaned into him smiling, but she checked her watch.

      “As much as I would love a rematch, I think we need to do the run now,” Katarina said, looking outside.

      “Let’s run,” I said, getting excited.

      Aeon took a deep breath as his eyes changed color. “Yeah, it’s time to run.”

      “Let’s go,” Zev said, walking out the library doors.

      We followed him out into the cool night, to experience something we hadn’t done since we had been cursed. This entire night was becoming a beacon of hope that maybe next year we could experience this and so much more.
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            KATARINA

          

        

      

    

    
      The October night made me shiver, but the alcohol in my system kept me warm. I hadn’t expected Aeon and Zev to show up. I definitely didn’t expect them to play, and it made me feel things that I knew were pointless.

      I had loved every single minute of it, so glad I could give them a piece of normalcy that they so desperately needed. Once we gathered together, I expected to watch from the sidelines, but Aeon pushed me into their circle.

      “Goddess, it has been many years since we have honored you in a run. We’ve lost our way, but tonight we have found our way back to you,” Zev spoke, with such reverence that I was not ready for it. “Bless this run we are about to complete, allow our ancestors to join, and allow us to feel their presence.”

      The guys took off their shirts as Zev pulled a vial out of his pocket, going to Aeon first, placing his thumb in it, then creating a half circle on his chest. He did the same to Lucien before he stopped at me. He looked conflicted.

      “You don’t have to,” I whispered.

      His yellow eyes seemed to see into my soul, as he looked down at me. He looked conflicted, the rage in his eyes told me he still hated me, but the hesitation I was feeling made me feel like maybe we were starting to move past it. I was about to step back, so he didn’t have to decide. When he put his thumb on my chest, I stilled.

      He finished the circle, doing the same on his chest when the air felt charged with energy.

      “Let’s run,” he growled, unbuttoning his pants as Lucien and Aeon did the same thing. My mouth dried up at each of them undressing, with all their muscles on display. They stood up for a moment in all their nakedness, and I didn’t know what to do with myself. The need to clench my thighs was strong, but I didn’t want to give Aeon or Zev the satisfaction of seeing me squirm for them.

      They all shifted instantly as Zev barked. Aeon and he took off. Lucien trotted to me.

      “Go, I’ll be right behind you,” I said, running my hands through his fur.

      He licked me before he took off to join his pack. The bond was thrumming with happiness, igniting relief in me. This is why I wanted to celebrate, and why I wanted to do this together. If I knew anything about pack life, it was that the pack did better when they were a solid unit.

      I took off behind Lucien, running through the trees. They yipped, barked and growled as they ran. The energy they wove together on this run was amazing. You could feel each of their magic, until I began to feel others on our run. I couldn’t see anyone, but I could feel at least ten other people with us. Their running slowed when they realized we were not alone. My bond was overwhelmed with joy, sadness, but also relief.

      It made me wonder who came to visit Lucien. Zev howled long and loud until the others howled joined in, running faster. I picked up my pace as much as I could, but I was slowly losing them. My legs ached, my lungs were on fire, but I kept going, still seeing them in front of me.

      That’s when I felt her, my grandmother. I don’t know how I knew it was her, or what made me think of her, but it was her. Tears came to my eyes immediately, missing her more than ever.

      “Grandma,” I whispered, needing reassurance just in case I was losing my mind. “What are you doing here?”

      I didn’t expect an answer. I was so engrossed, listening to her, that I didn’t see the guys had stopped. We had already completed a full circle around the property. They were all separated looking like they might be in groups when I felt my grandmother again.

      Closing my eyes, I reveled in her energy, wished I could talk to her, feel her or see her.

      Katarina, use your blood…

      A loud growl made me snap my eyes open. Zev stood in front of me baring his teeth. Did the clock strike four already? Stepping back slowly, I wondered if I could just lunge myself at him to get him back.

      “Zev, look—”

      He shifted quickly, not missing a step coming towards me.

      “What was she doing here?”

      He grabbed my upper arm.

      “I don’t know!” I said, confused.

      “She didn’t invite her, the goddess allowed Katarina a relative to come to her.” Aeon pulled me away from Zev, stepping in between us.

      “Don’t make excuses for her, why was her relative here? Giving her options on how to get rid of—”

      “Stop!” Aeon growled loudly, stopping Zev from coming any closer.

      “Keep this up, Zev, and we will never get out of here. You hold this curse on your shoulders because you think it was your fault, and it will be your fault because you can’t get your shit together.” Aeon’s presence felt like it was charged or something was fueling this bigger presence.

      Zev narrowed his eyes at him. Lucien walked up to them slowly like he was afraid to scare them.

      “Can we just enjoy the rest of the night without tearing into each other? Our families have taken the journey to see us, and you’re spending it angry at the wrong fucking person.” Lucien grabbed my hands pulling me away.

      Zev and Aeon argued as we left, but I didn’t want to leave them. I turned around when they erupted into their wolves. They snarled, and bit each other until I couldn’t take it.

      “No! Stop!” My voice sounded louder, but what I wasn’t expecting was for them to stop.

      “I’m getting sick and tired of you guys always thinking the worst of me. Now this is how this is going to work. Cut your shit now, mother fuckers, and help me find a way to break the spell. If you can’t fucking do that, then stay out of our way,” I yelled. “If you can’t stay out of our way, then I will gag you, tie you and leave you chained up to a fucking pole like a dog.”

      Zev and Aeon were looking at me with wide eyes.

      “I’m not going to die because you fuckers can’t learn to work together. Lucien and I planned Samhain in hopes to bring us all together, to make this work so that we could all be fucking free. I might have found something that might get us out of here.” Tears threatened to fall, but I wiped my face. “So, if you can’t contribute to us getting free then stay the fuck out of my way because so help me goddess, I will find a way to make you suffer.” I glared at the guys.

      I stormed off hoping that my outburst caught their attention. I needed them to realize that fighting each other was only wasting our energy, and we needed to focus on getting out of here.
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      I walked into the library the next day, expecting to see no one, but all three guys were sitting in my usual spot. Zev looked pissed off—but if I were being honest, he always looked pissed off even when he was fucking me into next year. Aeon looked pensive and Lucien was setting down pastries on the table. The big window had enough moonlight coming through making them look otherworldly. These men were such a pain in my ass, but I had grown fond of them.

      Taking a deep breath, I walked towards the table. They looked up at me, expectantly.

      “Look—”

      “Wait.” Zev cut me off. “I know my judgment of you has been harsh.”

      “That’s an understatement,” Lucien whispered, getting a glare from Zev.

      I smiled at Lucien, appreciating him siding with me.

      “I know you’re not her, but—” Zev looked away like he was struggling on what to say next. “How far have you gotten in this book?”

      He picked up Vivienne’s book.

      “You took it before I could finish the last few entries.” I snapped at him still peeved he took it away. I got some really great orgasms out of it, so I’m not that mad anymore, but he still took it from me.

      “Well, I thought it was going to give me insight about what happened the last few days she was alive, but it ends with her writing down what she told me.” He slammed the book down on the table, looking even more frustrated. “I was trying to do the right thing, then she went and cursed us.”

      He walked away from the table, but turned around quickly, opening and closing his mouth a few times.

      “I know our situation was shitty, I know maybe I should have handled it differently, but I was putting our lives on the line for her baby and her. If my father found out that her baby wasn’t ours, then that would have started a war. In hindsight, that might have been better.” He ran a hand down his beard, making me feel for him.

      “She doesn’t know what you are talking about, Zev,” Aeon spoke up.

      “I read she was seeing someone else, and I only got to where she found out about the baby.” I said, wondering what I had missed.

      Zev looked at me like a broken man. If I didn’t know better, I’d say he felt like he was at fault for this entire situation.

      “Vivienne told me about the baby and the guy she had slept with. She said she loved him, and if her family found out they would kill the baby. She begged me to help her. I told her that I would tell my father that it was our baby, and push for a quick mating, so we could protect her and the baby.” He started to pace. “I told her to go home, not to tell a soul, to leave everything else to me. She told me she loved me, and went back home. That was the last time I saw her.”

      Zev was going to protect her but why did she curse them? What happened when she went home?

      “Our pack has always cherished children; they were considered a blessing and they were our future. I knew I had to do everything I could to make sure both of them were safe, but she didn’t even give me the chance to prove myself. I owed it to Vivienne but—”

      I walked towards him feeling the need to hug him or comfort him.

      “Zev,” I said, getting closer to him.

      He didn’t stop pacing; he didn’t even look at me.

      “Zev,” I called out to him, touching his shoulder.

      He growled at me looking a little disoriented. “I was trying to help her, Katarina, what did I do wrong?”

      “I don’t know, but I have another of her books. All I’ve seen in it is spells, but maybe she wrote down what happened after that,” I said, just wanting to comfort him. He looked like he was in so much anguish that he didn’t know how to deal.

      “What spells?” he asked.

      “Stuff I’m assuming she worked with Thane on,” I said, going back to my bag to bring the second book back.

      “Thane?” Aeon got up to look at the book with me. “Why does that name sound so familiar?”

      “I thought so too, but I couldn’t remember if we had met him or not,” Zev answered.

      “Wasn’t Thane one of the guys we went with when reinforcements were called. It was the last time you guys left,” Lucien added.

      “Was it?” Zev said, looking over my shoulder while Aeon flipped through pages as I held onto the book. Their body heat was deliciously warm, the castle had a chill to it now that fall was here, and the first snow was around the corner.

      “Is this where you found the spell?’ Aeon asked me, looking down at me.

      “Yeah, it’s right, here,” I said, turning the pages towards the end of the book. The spell had been written a few times; a few things had been crossed out until what I’m assuming was Thane’s penmanship had rewritten it.

      “They had gotten deep into blood magic,” Aeon stated, looking over the spell.

      “They were using blood magic for everything, even simple things that could be done without it,” I said, as Zev stepped closer.

      “Why would they do that? There is always a price for blood magic,” Zev said, breathing close to me, giving me goosebumps.

      “Ok, I know this is a dumb question...”

      “There are never dumb questions, Lucien,” Aeon interrupted him, and I loved that he said that to him.

      “Why were they so obsessed with blood magic? Wasn’t Vivienne’s power unmatched in her coven? Also, why would she be afraid of her family, if she was so strong?” Lucien looked pensive.

      “It was Thane,” I said, when they all looked at me. “I mean he gave her attention, and she soaked it up.”

      “He was using her?” Aeon asked.

      “That’s what it felt like when I read it.” I looked at Zev.

      “I agree, I think he was using her. In one of her last entries, he is asking her to fix spells or do them with him.” Zev sneered. “His family also seemed like they were in on it.”

      “Is there any reason you think he would want her dead?” Aeon asked us.

      “I don’t think so,” I answered him truthfully.

      “I think he might have cared for her, but his family was pushing to get information from her,” Zev answered.

      “None of this makes sense.” Aeon rubbed his mouth. “Is it ok if I read this?”

      “Yeah, let me just copy down the spell, and it’s all yours,” I said, moving away from them shivering at the loss of heat.

      “Are you cold, Kit Kat?” Lucien asked me.

      “A bit, winter is just around the corner,” I said, as I sat down.

      “Come on, let’s work by the fireplace.” Lucien picked me up, walking to the other side of the library close to the doors that led out. “Hold on.”

      He stood me up before going to the fireplace and opening up the chute. He grabbed a few pieces of wood before he lit them on fire.

      “Sit close to the fire, I’m going to go get more comfortable furniture.” He kissed my forehead, picking up a chair, going back to the spot we were at. Aeon was walking towards me with my bag in his hand, Zev was right behind him with a table in one hand and two chairs in another. They worked together to make the space comfier with a table to work at, with the couch and two comfy chairs. The coffee table stayed and once the sofa was moved, I arranged all my things on top, getting to work on copying the spell while they finished.

      With the fire roaring, a pastry and tea, and all the guys close to me, I was hopeful. We might actually be able to break this curse sooner than later. I just had to make sure we didn’t kill one another, or that Caston wouldn’t come back before we broke it.
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      Waking up alone was getting harder every day, and it was all because of Katarina Belladonna. She was the bane of my existence, with her brattiness, fierce nature and a body meant to tempt me. Keeping my hate alive was getting harder and harder. When she yelled at all of us on Samhain, my wolf was intent on mating with her.

      She was my match in every way. As much as I wanted to complete the mating, to make her ours, I couldn’t get over that she was related to the woman who had put us here. My wolf was getting tired of what I wanted, making me afraid he was going to take matters into his own hands.

      I could only hold him off for so long, but I was hoping we would break the spell before he decided to make her his. Taking a deep breath, I felt my wolf’s discomfort with this entire situation. I got up as it started to rain a little. The chill in the air made the rain feel that much colder.

      “You’re up early.”

      I turned around to see Aeon walking towards me.

      “What do you mean I’m up early?” I scowled at him.

      Aeon looked at me warily, “You’re not going to be mad, right?”

      “How can I tell you if I’m going to be mad if I don’t know what I’m about to be mad about?” I snapped.

      “I just expect you to be mad for everything.” Aeon rolled his eyes before he walked past me.

      “You’re not going to tell me?” I caught up to him.

      “Honestly, forget everything I just said.” He dismissed me.

      I growled at the blatant disrespect.

      “You and Lucien are getting too comfortable thinking you still don’t have to respect me,” I snarled.

      “How can you keep respect, if you can’t even give it.” Aeon didn’t even look at me.

      I wanted to say something back, but he was right. A good alpha gave respect and earned it from his pack. As much as I wanted to just exert my dominance, it wasn’t the way to go about it.

      “I won’t be mad,” I grumbled.

      “Lucien and I have been waking early for weeks now. I think this is the first time I’ve seen you before three,” he said, still walking away.

      “Wait what? And you didn’t think I needed to know?”

      “See this is why I didn’t tell you.” He looked back at me even more annoyed. “Everything makes you grumpy, it’s starting to get exhausting having to figure out what is going to set you off and what isn’t.”

      “I’m not grumpy,” I growled.

      He looked at me with a “see, this is what I was talking about” look before he went into the house.

      “How much earlier are you waking up?” I asked, curiosity hit me.

      Aeon stopped as he took a breath.

      “Lucien has been waking up before two, and I’m right behind him, some days. It’s not consistent but we are waking up a little earlier every week.”

      “Are you mated to her?” I asked, thinking that was the only reason they were waking earlier.

      “No, I’m not,” he snapped.

      I raised my eyebrow at him.

      “I can’t, as much as I want to and crave to.” He ran his hand through his hair. “I keep seeing different futures and none of them look good. It won’t be good if both of us go crazy because she dies. Lucien should have thought about the consequences before he mated her.”

      That’s why he had been so cold to her lately, I thought they had had a fight. Now it made sense. As much as I wanted to tell him it was a good idea, I hated to see him suffer. He was right, though, that if Katarina died, Lucien might go crazy. Living without your mate was hard enough, but if both of them were in mourning, I didn’t know what would happen.

      “It’s smart thinking,” I agreed with him. “Lucien is going to be inconsolable without her. He didn’t think it through.”

      My heart grew heavy with apprehension, I hadn’t thought about it much, but I had wondered what if she didn’t make it.

      “I want her though; I need her and I hate every day that she isn’t mine and I’m not hers.” The pain in his voice made my wolf come forward in comfort.

      Aeon looked at me when his eyes flashed yellow. Our wolves had always been in sync.

      Loud steps came down the stairs and we looked up to Lucien, who looked pissed off. He glared at us as he went in the direction of the library.

      “Lu?” Aeon called out to him, but he kept walking. “Fuck.”

      Aeon walked after him, but I pulled him back. “Let him cool off before you talk to him,” I said, trying to help him.

      “No, I shouldn’t have said what I said, I’m just really frustrated.” He yanked his arm out of my own, before he followed him.

      I was about to walk away, but this nagging feeling like I had to apologize too made me follow Aeon into the library.

      “We’ve talked about it already, and I don’t need to hear how both of you just think I make stupid decisions.” Lucien’s voice carried out into the hallway.

      “Lu, that not what—”

      “Look it might be easy for you to deny your feelings for her, but I know if I didn’t mate her that day, it would have been a day very soon afterward.”

      I walked into the library with Aeon and Lucien by the study area we had made by the fireplace.

      “I’m stressed,” Aeon said, like that was an acceptable excuse.

      “You’re stressed? How the hell do you think I feel, Aeon? I fucking love her, I live and breathe for her,” Lucien snarled, pacing in front of the fire. “All I think about is keeping her safe, happy and giving her whatever else she needs.”

      I walked up to them trying to think of anything to say that would make Lucien calm down. He was always the most emotional one out of us, and still innocent from his youth. He didn’t need to be tainted by the stuff Aeon and I had seen. I made sure he stayed home while we did all the dirty work.

      Once Lucien saw me, he rolled his eyes walking away.

      “Lucien,” I said, following him.

      “Look, I don’t need both of you treating me like I’m a dumb child, go patronize someone else and just leave me alone.” He walked toward the doors that lead outside but turned the other way walking back from where we had come from.

      “We are just worried,” I said, still following him.

      “No, you just like to control me.” He sounded exhausted. “That’s all you’ve done since I was young.”

      “That’s uncalled for, and you know it, Lucien,” I snapped. “I did what I had to.”

      “Why me? Aeon always went with you to war or whenever your father sent you out for diplomatic things. I’ve always been on the outside.”

      “That’s not true,” I scoffed. “I did what I had to, so you stayed safe.”

      “I didn’t need you to protect me.” He turned around. “Maybe if I hadn’t listened to you, we wouldn’t be in this mess. Then again, I guess I wouldn’t have been stupid enough to mate with Katarina, to mate with a woman I love. If this is the only chance I get to have a mate, then so be it. I would rather spend a year with her than cold and alone for eternity.”

      I didn’t know what else to say except, “Lu, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to be insensitive about it. It was your choice, and I have no reason to judge you. I’m just worried, it’s an instinct that I have to protect you.”

      Lucien stopped walking to look back at me.

      “Excuse me? What did you say?” He looked shocked.

      “I’m sorry,” I said, confused.

      Aeon laughed behind me.

      “What?” I still didn’t get what was going on.

      “That’s a first, and who the hell are you?” Lucien still looked at me funny.

      “Damn, how did saying you’re sorry feel coming out of your mouth?” Aeon was still laughing.

      “What? I’ve said sorry before,” I said, a little defensively.

      They laughed at me like I was telling jokes.

      “Sure, and I’m the moon goddess herself,” Lucien joked. “I think the last time I heard you say sorry was when your father sent us to welcome a new cub into the pack and you said it looked weird.”

      I laughed thinking about that memory because that was an awful day, but sometimes my honesty got the best of me. I didn’t know babies looked weird those first few days and babies’ heads look like that because of... well, let’s just leave it at that.

      “The only reason he apologized was because his father forced him to,” Aeon laughed.

      They laughed at me, and even though I should have been mad, I enjoyed their happiness.

      “I thought babies were supposed to be cute and cuddly.” I shrugged my shoulders.

      “They just need to acclimate to being out of the mother for a week or two before most babies get cute,” Aeon stated.

      “I don’t think that baby ever got cute though,” Lucien laughed.

      Aeon looked at Lucien while they both smiled. I missed this.

      “I really am sorry,” I said, needing to make sure he understood where I was coming from. “I have this need to protect you guys, it’s ingrained in me and everything about this spell goes against what I need to do. I was helping Vivienne with the baby and when this whole situation backfired on us, I felt like I should have put you guys first.”

      I didn’t look at them when I spoke, feeling vulnerable and feeling like this sorry might be two hundred years too late.

      “We had been dragging out the mating because of a disagreement on our side within the pack. I saw it as an opportunity, but also to help her out. I wanted to right a wrong in not taking my mate seriously when she said she had feelings for me.”

      I ran my hand through my hair, expecting them to tell me it was my fault, or I didn’t know what I was doing. All I felt was a pair of arms wrapped around me and then another. There was no other peace than being with your pack. Each of us exhaled with a contented sigh. Our unit had never been so out of touch, and we needed this.

      “It’s not your fault, Zev,” Lucien rubbed his face against my own.

      “I don’t know if I would have been so caring about her, but you had been groomed to lead a pack, your judgment was sound,” Aeon murmured into my shoulder. “I would have been less honorable, but that is why you lead and not me.”

      “I would have done the same thing, I might have just mated her right then and there, but like Aeon said this is why you lead not me,” Lucien said, as we all stayed huddled for a moment.

      I wasn’t ready for them to hug me, but I also wasn’t ready for them to pull away. My wolf was starved for their proximity, wanting to soak every minute of closeness until my logical brain messed things up.

      “I think we might need a run together,” Aeon suggested. “Get all this negative energy away from us.”

      “Yes, we need a run, to reset our bond and start fresh,” I said, remembering our pack runs had always strengthened the pack bond. They were crucial, especially after war or strife in the community.

      “To strengthen our bond.” Lucien nodded his head.

      “May I suggest a sage cleansing before your run?”

      Mr. Potter was right behind him with a bundle of dried sage, wrapped with a moon flower.

      “I think that’s perfect.” I nodded as Lucien and Aeon stood facing me in our own circle, much like on the day we all became a sub-pack.

      He lit the sage, allowing it to billow before he walked around us, saying a few words to cleanse our energies and our bond.

      “Goddess, allow this run to cleanse their energies and allow them to use your moonlight to reaffirm the bond that has been blessed onto them.”

      Our bond warmed with each pass he made until I felt all of our energy as a unit, but there was also something different.

      Katarina.

      Her presence wasn’t big, but I felt her. It was warm, familiar and the call to her was stronger. The realization hit me that she was always going to be a part of our bond. She had wormed her way into my space once again. I desperately wanted to pull away from our circle, but my wolf made me stay still. Aeon looked at me, like he knew what I had been thinking.

      She is your brother’s mate. I could hear him say.

      Taking a deep breath, I controlled the anger brewing inside me. I felt childish for acting the way that I did. It was hard not to feel resentment towards her and her family. Mr. Potter finished his cleansing and I tried keeping my face neutral, but I felt Aeon’s gaze.

      “Let’s run,” I growled, transforming so Lucien wouldn’t suspect anything.

      They shifted and followed me out into the freezing rain. It wouldn’t be too long until we had snow and running in the snow was harder. I howled to the moon, to honor our moon goddess before I ran faster. Feeling my pack behind me washed away all anger from earlier. We ran in and out of the trees, our energy weaving as I took us around the property once.

      It was a balm on our bond. On the second lap around, I nipped at Aeon. His wolf pushed me back into Lucien, who playfully pushed me back. We chased each other, wrestled with one another and after, we caught our breath together. This feeling of togetherness made me feel like we could really break this curse. We had a chance to possibly live our lives free.

      I shifted back into my human form, even though my wolf wanted to keep playing.

      “I needed that.” My voice was gruff.

      “We all needed that.” Lucien smiled.

      “We did,” Aeon said while looking stronger. Lately Aeon had started to look tired.

      “We need to start doing this at least once a week, for our sanity,” I said, standing up, needing water and food.

      “Let’s make it every Sunday,” Aeon suggested.

      “Let’s do it,” Lucien said, but quickly looked over my shoulder with a big smile on his face. Her scent slit through the air, making me stiffen.

      “That was amazing.” Her soft velvet voice was full of awe.

      “That was nothing, Kit Kat.” Lucien walked past me.

      “What is this?” Lucien sounded shocked.

      “I figured you were thirsty.” She sounded shy.

      I turned around to see a bowl in her hand with a moonflower floating inside. My heart stopped.

      Lucien took the bowl from her while taking a sip. He said something to her that had her blushing before she moved to Aeon. He stared at her for a moment as I thought he was going to turn away from her. They stood together looking frozen in time. I thought Aeon had warped time, but he took the bowl from her, sipping the water while never breaking eye contact.

      Katarina’s blush never went away, only increasing in its intensity. She gave him a small smile before she walked to me. Aeon turned away from me, and I wished he had let me see his expression.

      “Alpha,” she said, looking down.

      It was a respectful greeting, appeasing me more than it should have.

      She lifted the bowl up for me to take it.

      “Why are you doing this?”

      “I’m trying to be nice, consider it a peace offering. Mr. Potter suggested that it would be a nice gesture.”

      I looked away from her as my anger burned through me.

      “It’s not a nice gesture, it’s saying you’re available or interested… And I’m definitely not,” I snapped, walking away from her.

      My body shook with my rage and my wolf went ballistic, but I knew what it was. Mr. Potter was playing matchmaker. Now I wanted to know if she really didn’t know how meaningful that one small gesture was.
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      “Will this be enough power?” Aeon asked, as I added another symbol to my circle.

      “I hope so,” I said, worrying that all these preparations we had been doing for the last week weren’t going to be enough.

      “It’s going to be enough,” Lucien said, handing me another crystal.

      Lucien's confidence in me made me even more nervous. In his mind, we were going to be free in a couple of days. Being the pessimist that I was, I couldn’t bring myself to hope too much. Aeon looked at Lucien with a sad smile, he also knew how optimistic Lucien was being. If this didn’t work, he was going to take it hard, and I knew I was going to hate the look of disappointment on his face.

      “If it doesn’t work, it’s not like we will be in a worse position,” Zev said, from behind us as he ground some herbs in a pestle.

      I turned around to glare at him, wanting to say he was not helping the situation. Since that night he had walked away, he had been getting on my nerves. I didn’t want to admit it, but the sting of his rejection was still hurting. All I wanted to do was stab him or make paper cuts all over his body so he would be uncomfortable, then douse him in hand sanitizer.

      “And we still have time to figure out something else,” Lucien said, giving me some salt.

      “Exactly, we still have time.” I made another symbol, feeling it charge. My magic from the bond had been changing rapidly the last few weeks. Aeon, and Lucien had taken to teaching me a few things before I went to bed. They were mostly things you learn as a child like making salves or creating enchantments on trinkets.

      “Less than six months,” Zev stated.

      I clenched my jaw in anger that he was being an ass.

      “Well, now that we actually have all of us researching, it might not take us quite as long as it did this time.” I finished setting the salt.

      “Or we might fail again.” Zev handed me the herbs he had just made into a paste.

      I glared up at him. He stared back at me, like I didn’t matter. Pursing my lips so I didn’t yell something at him, I looked away trying to keep my cool. I dipped two stones in the paste, murmuring an incantation to power the stone. My fingers tingled with magic, and I couldn’t help but smile at the feeling.

      “It’s amazing right?” Lucien said, looking over my shoulder, then kissing it. My sweater was so big that it hung off of one shoulder, leaving my mating mark to be seen. Lucien always kissed my exposed skin along my neck and shoulder.

      “It feels like I've always missed a part of me, like I wasn’t who I was supposed to be.” I laid the stone on top of the salt I had placed earlier.

      “It's like a limb was missing.” Lucien nodded.

      “I’m sure it's worse for you since you had it, and it was taken away,” I continued laying the last two stones on various symbols.

      “Yeah, but it feels so good to be able to use it, even if I'm not at my full potential.”

      “You mean you can do more?” I asked surprised, scooting back to him.

      “I could level an entire village if I wanted to, but I might not wake up for days after that,” he said, like he was remembering a distant memory.

      “Has that actually happened before?” I looked back at my notebook to see what else I needed to do for tonight. Aeon and I had meticulously set up steps to the spell. It was going to require all the power not just from us, but from the moon and anything we could charge and get our hands on.

      “I was thirteen when I burned down our house and seven others,” he said sadly.

      I knew I should have schooled my expression, but that amount of power was something you would hear about from an adult, not a child.

      “I was angry at my father for humiliating me in front of Zev and Aeon. We were sparring earlier, when I lost my footing and Zev took me down in less than a minute.” He took a deep breath. “One of my fathers said that if I wasn’t going to take my protection of the Alpha seriously, then I should have just stayed home with my mother.”

      “It was just a mistake,” I scoffed.

      “My father took protecting our pack extremely seriously. My mistake could cost us our Alpha. So, he yelled at me in front of them. I also had a huge crush on Aeon, which made it even worse.” He smiled at that bit of information.

      “I remember that day,” Aeon chuckled. “Poor Lucien was beet red with embarrassment. I felt bad for you.”

      “I wanted the goddess to take me right then and there. So, I did what any teenager would do, I ran.” Lucien and Aeon were looking at each other, the latter’s cheeks getting pink. Seeing them together always made me so happy. “I ran back home only for my father to follow me, still digging into me saying I was an embarrassment.”

      “I wanted to hit your father that day, he was being irrational.” Zev walked up to us.

      “Well, what he didn’t expect was my anger to unleash a power I had yet to discover. I exploded, setting fire to our house and the surrounding houses.” Lucien looked down like he was still ashamed.

      “You became a bomb?” I laid my hand on his arm.

      He looked at me confused.

      “So, everything was destroyed? Or just set on fire?” I tried to make it easier for him to understand me.

      “My house and one other were destroyed, the rest had extreme damage.”

      I wanted to ask if anyone was hurt, but I didn’t think Lucien needed a reminder if he had hurt someone.

      “What did your father say?” I was afraid to ask, thinking he probably just got yelled at even more.

      “Well, nothing at first, he was hurt pretty bad. I had expended so much energy I had passed out. My other father actually apologized when I woke up, and after that, most people were afraid of me.” He rubbed his neck.

      “Yeah, Lucien was deadly, and his power only grew with time and control.” Zev looked proud of Lucien.

      Lucien rolled his eyes.

      “Didn’t stop this damn spell though.” He exhaled sharply, lighting a flame with the snap of his fingers, then making it into a ball.

      “I don’t think Vivienne herself could have stopped this spell, blood magic is powerful but volatile,” Aeon chimed in. “Even if we knew what was coming, I don’t think there was anything we could have done.”

      “Whoever she was hanging with made her impossibly stronger, but didn’t educate her well enough to show her what blood magic really does,” Zev said, and I knew he was still trying to find out who Thane was. He felt like he might be the key in all of this, but I didn’t know exactly how. He was just a boy she fell in love with.

      I looked at Zev who appeared to be lost in thought until his yellow eyes got even brighter. He had been able to make it thirty minutes past four but today it looked like it would only be about ten minutes past four. I knew he was jealous of Aeon and Lucien, he would never say it, but FOMO was a bitch.

      “The curse calls me, good night,” he said, and we all said good night. I waited for him to look at me like he had been, just one lingering look that left me feeling empty and needy.

      We caught each other's gaze, the distrust evident in his eyes, but also just a hint of longing. If we weren’t on a time crunch for this spell, I would taunt him until he snapped, so I could enjoy him fucking me against the tree. He left without another backward glance, and I hated him even more. I needed to find a way to have Mr. Potter bring me some hand sanitizer so I could let my anger and frustrations out on Zev.
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      I looked at myself in the mirror with my stomach in knots. Tonight was the night we attempted to break the spell. The pressure of it weighed heavily on my shoulders. As much as I wanted to be confident that this would break the spell, I was trying to be realistic. Tonight might not be the night I broke it.

      My pants felt a little tight around my waist, making me too uncomfortable. It seemed all those rolls Mr. Potter was making had made it to my waist or we could chalk it up to my body getting ready for winter. Yeah, it was my winter body for sure.

      I grabbed a pair of pleather leggings that felt a whole lot better. My top was long sleeved with a sweetheart neckline that cinched around my waist and flowed around my hips. I put on a necklace we had made for tonight, a moonstone sat between my breasts along with a string of pearls that sat on my wrist. These would hopefully aid in the power I needed for tonight.

      A knock sounded at the door with a sizable pause before Mr. Potter floated in. I couldn’t contain the smile that blossomed on my face. A few weeks ago, he walked in on Aeon fucking me from behind, while I sucked on Lucien as I taught them what the Eiffel tower was.

      He didn’t make eye contact with me for a few days, but he also barged in quickly and it's not like I could tell him to go away. My mouth was busy.

      “Don’t bring it up.” He set the tray down then turned around to glare at me.

      I laughed, enjoying his discomfort.

      “Are you nervous?” he asked me.

      “Extremely,” I said, sitting on my bed. “I also don’t want to disappoint Lucien; he is so hopeful that this is it and… what if it is not?”

      I expressed my fear to Mr. Potter because he always had the best advice.

      “I think you all don’t give Lucien enough credit. He’s a smart man, but if you don’t allow him to live life, he will never learn. I think you will see he surprises you.”

      I mulled over his words.

      “No matter how much you think you are protecting him, you are not helping him. I've told Zev this dozens of times; let him grow, let him make his mistakes.” He sat down by me, looking uncomfortable. “I also have a confession to make to you.”

      I looked over at him wondering what beans he was going to spill.

      “The night they ran, I told you to take them water with the moon flower I had in it,” he said, looking uncomfortable. “I had an ulterior motive. Once or twice a year a few packs will get together to have a mating run. The men would hunt while the women waited and when they returned if the woman found them attractive and a good provider, then she would offer him water with a moon flower in it. The men could consider her offer, or if it was an instant attraction, some would mate that night after the run.”

      I looked at him confused. What was he trying to tell me?

      “Wait... are you saying you sent me with the water so that I could tell them I was interested in them, to mate with all of them?” I asked, getting up from the bed.

      “Well, yes, but also, I wanted all of you to be on better terms with each other. I thought that perhaps Zev just needed to see that you were making the first step...”

      “That's why he was angry,” I snapped. “He probably thinks I am still trying to manipulate him.”

      “I didn’t think he would react that way. You seemed to be more relaxed with each other so I thought—”

      “I can’t believe you did that.” I looked away from him, the tears I had in my eyes threatened to spill over. “If you would have just let us be, we would have been fine. Now he thinks I’m still trying to manipulate him, he’s been awful lately, and now I know why.”

      “I didn’t think he would get defensive,” he argued.

      “This is Zev, we are talking about, the man who is broody and mad at the world all the time. You really think he was gonna be ok with me basically telling him I wanted to make him mine?” I ran a hand through my hair. “Zev and I will never be together.”

      “I see the way you look at each other, it's a mutual attraction,” he said it like that was enough of an excuse for what he did.

      “Yeah, but you know how Zev is, he is astute, nothing gets by him and now I look like the back-stabbing Belladonna that he thinks I am,” I snapped, feeling frustrated. I grabbed a pair of shoes and slipped them on. “Look, I know you think you were doing something good, but the delicate balance that he and I had completely crashed that night. I feel it in my gut that Zev is the key to all of this, and I can’t break this spell with your old lady meddling.”

      Grabbing my knives and bag, I opened the door and then slammed it shut. It was about two thirty, there was a possibility that Zev could still be in wolf form, but I needed to walk away. My anger fueled my haste. I didn’t even know where I was walking until I came crashing into a chest, making me stiffened, worried I had run into Zev.

      “Kitten?” I instantly relaxed when I heard and smelled Aeon. “What’s wrong?”

      “Nothing,” I said, trying to wipe my face with tears that I didn’t even realize had fallen.

      “Kitten,” The authority in his voice always brought me comfort, like I was a damn submissive in heat.

      “I need to go.” I tried to push him away, but he kept a firm hold on me.

      “What happened?” He grabbed my chin, making me look at him. His gorgeous eyes captivated me.

      “Did you know what it meant, when I gave you the water after you ran with the guys?”

      We continued to look at each other, but when Aeon looked at me it felt like he was always looking for my darkest secrets.

      “I did,” his rich voice said.

      “And you didn’t think to explain to me what I was doing?”

      “I didn’t think it mattered,” he answered.

      “You didn’t think it mattered? You know Zev—”

      “Are you not interested in us?” He raised an eyebrow at us.

      “That’s not the point,” I snapped.

      “Then what is?” He looked at me with mirth in his eyes.

      “He’s been mad at me this entire time, for something I didn’t know about.” I raised my voice feeling stupid when I said it out loud.

      “Why did you do it?” He looked curious.

      His question threw me off. Why did I do it? Seeing them bond, running together made me so happy. Once they shifted back, I had an urge to go out there to be with them. When Mr. Potter offered me the water, I thought, at least I didn’t have to go out empty-handed.

      “You wanted to come out with us?”

      His question pulled me out of my thoughts. I pursed my lips, like I didn’t want to agree with him.

      “I’ll take that as a yes.” He smirked. “I want to say instinctually you wanted to provide for us, be with us, and that is why I didn’t see it as a big deal.”

      He tucked a hair behind my ear.

      “I know you; you didn’t do it maliciously and Zev is so stubborn that even if you came out with just plain water, he would have been suspicious.” He cupped my face, leaning down until our lips were almost touching. “I enjoyed the gesture so much that all I wanted to do was push you into one of them. Tell them to hold you down while I fucked you and made you mine. Preferably Zev so he could see what he was missing out on.”

      “Why didn’t you?” I asked, breathlessly.

      My skin tingled from our proximity, my core throbbed with need and all I wanted to do was make Aeon mine.

      “I wanted to see what Zev’s reaction to you was, and as much as I wanted you...” His jaw clenched. “Our future is unknown.”

      I couldn’t argue with his logic. We didn’t know if I was going to break the spell or if I was going to fail and die. A fresh wave of anger and sadness hit me. It was a smart decision, but the rejection didn’t hurt any less.

      I grabbed both of his hands, pulling them down from my face, looking at them before I let them go. Taking a deep breath to taper the raging maelstrom of emotions in me, I stepped back and walked away. Even though every step felt like my heart was torn in three... even though I wouldn’t admit it to anyone, Zev was burrowing his way into my heart.

      I made my way to the library desperately needing this spell to break tonight. It had to happen because I didn’t know how much more of this I could take. What I really needed was these guys to quit making me feel for them only to be like, yeah that's not going to happen, or I hate you so much I hope you die.

      “Kit Kat, whose ass do I have to kick?” Lucien's warm voice helped me ease my way out of the black hole of feelings.

      Looking up at him, he looked murderous.

      “No one, it’s my own damn fault,” I said, walking into his arms. I burrowed my face into his chest, wishing I only had to deal with one beast instead of three. How much easier would that have been? Only having to break the spell for one of them would probably be a walk in the park compared to this.

      He wrapped his arms around me, our bond instantly made me feel better, but my heart still felt incomplete.

      “Don’t let them bring you down, Aeon and Zev, are troubled men,” he said into my hair, before he kissed the crown of my head.

      “Why didn’t you tell me what I was doing the other day, when I brought you guys water?” I asked.

      “I was wondering if you would figure it out, or if Mr. Potter would tell you. I didn’t intervene because I was curious and I saw no harm in it. You are mine and if these assholes want to keep being assholes, then that is their choice. As much as I would love to share you with my brothers, if they don’t make you happy and put you first, they don’t deserve to be in your life.” He looked down at me with his honey eyes and pride filled me.

      “I love you,” I said, bringing him down for a kiss, but he pulled away.

      “You what?” Disbelief crossed his face.

      “I love you,” I said, smiling at him, enjoying his reaction.

      He crushed his lips against mine with such urgency all I wanted was for us to go back to my room and spend hours with each other. I groaned, feeling his need that fueled my own.

      “You don’t know how good it feels to hear you say that,” Lucien murmured against my lips. “I fucking love you, Katarina Belladonna, today, tomorrow and every day for the rest our lives, no matter what happens. I am yours.”

      “Let’s go break the curse, so we can get the hell out of here, and I can show you how much I love you.” I laughed as we turned around. Aeon and Zev were staring at us, but even with their blatant negativity, I was blissful. I had finally found love and learned what it was like to be loved.
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      They told each other that they loved each other. My heart sank at the amount of happiness they had on their faces, and Lucien looked like he was the luckiest man in the world. Zev was silent next to me. When I glanced at him, his nostrils were flared with a scowl on his face. It seemed like I wasn’t the only one affected by the scene before us.

      “Are you just going to be wasting time kissing, or are we going to break this spell?” Zev snapped at them.

      Lucien glared at him. “We’ve been here waiting for you, if you wanted to get started right away then you should have been here earlier.”

      Katarina smirked as she moved away from Lucien, grabbing her bag, and pulling out the notebook we had been working on. Zev said something else to Lucien while I walked to her.

      “Do we need anything else?” I asked, thinking of any excuse to be close to her. My wolf was angry at me because she could be ours, even though we already thought of her as ours.

      “I think we have everything, except—”

      Mr. Potter floated holding a cauldron, setting it in the middle of the circle.

      “It’s been brewing for twelve hours, just like you asked,” he said, looking at Katarina, but she didn’t look up from her notebook.

      “Thank you,” she said, flipping through the pages of her notes.

      Mr. Potter looked at her for a moment like he wanted to say something.

      “I’ll stay close in case you need something.” He smiled at me before he turned away.

      “He was only...”

      “Let’s get started,” she said, dropping the notebook hard. It made a loud sound. “Lucien, the candles please.”

      He snapped his fingers as dozens of candles lit up. Katarina turned away to grab a few things we would need. I pursed my lips at the clear dismissal, trying to feel anything other than disappointment, and that my world was falling apart. Not even thirty minutes ago I was telling her it wasn’t going to work, and here I was trying to get her attention like she had forgotten our conversations.

      What the fuck was I doing?

      The warring emotions were clogging my throat. I wanted to tell her I loved her, that I would always protect her, and that my heart was hers. I clenched my jaw as I stood where I was supposed to, watching her start the spell. She started with Lucien first, slicing his palm while he muttered the enchantment, dropping his blood in a chalice. I was next, and I slit my palm. She looked anywhere but at me, even as I said my incantation.

      Zev was last. He stared at her when he slit his palm, the hatred in his eyes was burning bright. I don’t think it was hatred towards her because he wanted her attention; he craved her love and warmth like the rest of us. Once she put her blood in the cup, she cleaned the blade on her thigh. Swirling the content in a circle, she said something else I couldn’t make out.

      “We enter,” she said, and we all obeyed.

      She spoke in Latin, walking to the center to dispense our blood in the cauldron. It sparked to life, but glowed violet. She added a few other items whispering as I felt my magic stir in me. It felt like I was being pulled to the cauldron. My body felt clammy, her words were getting louder, but it felt like I was under water. None of her words were making any sense.

      The tugging sensation was getting stronger, almost painful. This was it, a sliver of hope bloomed in my chest. Katarina was going to free us. Pain radiated all over me like something was trying to be pulled from my body, when I heard her cry out.

      I opened my eyes even though it felt like my eyelids felt like stone. I gritted my teeth against the pain, grunted when the pain intensified. A whimper made me focus on her. Katarina’s head was thrown back, her arms were out, and she was floating in the air. She wasn’t chanting anymore, black tendrils of magic were floating around her and she cried out louder.

      “Kat!” Lucien yelled.

      There was too much power, she was overrun with magic, it could tear her to shreds if we didn’t disperse it. I growled, fighting the hold on the magic wondering why it had turned bad so quickly, thinking that maybe this was her plan all along but realizing this is why we didn’t do blood magic, you had to be really powerful to control it.

      “Help me!” she screamed.

      Fighting the magic, I felt Lucien’s fire close to me; a snarl echoed in the library. I pushed everything I had against the hold the spell had on me until it finally snapped, and I fell forward. I looked over at Katarina who was crying. Lucien stumbled over to her.

      “Don’t touch her,” I yelled.

      “What the fuck is going on?” he yelled.

      “It’s too much power for her, she is being flooded with magic and she doesn’t know what to do with it,” I yelled, getting up, seeing Zev also on the ground.

      He looked up at me, his eyes glowing bright, then he looked at Katarina with worry. I rushed to her when she screamed so loud her voice broke.

      “We touch her at the same time, we have to ease the magic out of her,” I said, when Zev stopped right in front of her.

      “Ok.” Lucien reached for her, but Zev stopped him.

      “We don’t know what this will do to her or us.” He looked back at me.

      “If we don’t stop the build-up of power, it’s going to kill her. She might not come back.” I snapped, reaching for her.

      Thankfully Zev reached for her too when a rush of magic entered into me. Grunts of our pain echoed through the room as the magic snapped, throwing me back. My vision was blurry when I tried to get up, looking around for Katarina and my brothers.

      My body still tingled from the overload of magic, but I forced myself to get up and make sure everyone was ok.

      “Kit Kat.” Lucien’s voice was nervous.

      I shook my head, clearing some of the fog in my head to see him bent over her.

      “A, she’s not waking up.” He looked up at me, looking scared and so very young.

      Katarina was in his arms looking lifeless.

      “Is she breathing?” Zev asked, as he walked up to us. He fell to his knees next to Lucien, staring at Katarina.

      “She is,” I said, seeing her chest rise and fall. “She needs rest and when she wakes up, let’s hope there is no permanent damage.”

      I picked her up from Lucien’s arms, seeing the corner of the library we used destroyed. Furniture was broken, books laid everywhere and even a piece of wall was missing. Holding her tight against me, my anxiety took a moment to dissipate. The fear of her dying was receding away, and with it came only more dread. We didn’t break the spell.
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        * * *

      

      Katarina woke up two days later. Lucien was a mess, Zev was broodier than usual, and I was ready to crawl out of my skin if she hadn’t woken up. The first day we made her stay in bed, she was confused about what had happened, but she said all she remembered was the pain. It felt like each limb was being ripped from her body. Lucien told her we had experienced the same thing.

      She apologized profusely not knowing where she went wrong, but it didn’t escape me that she kept looking at Zev. I didn’t know if she was waiting for him to lash out at her, or why she kept looking over at him. He stayed relatively quiet, but I knew he was still worried.

      By the fifth day, Katarina looked and sounded better. The color had returned to her cheeks; she was more alert and her sass was back in full force. Right now, she was getting frustrated with Lucien trying to keep her in bed.

      “Lucien, I swear to the goddess if you keep me in this bed for any longer, I'm going to go crazy,” she snapped.

      “One more day of rest isn’t going to kill you.” He tried to push her into the bed.

      “Lucien, I’m fine I—”

      “Katarina, you are not fine!” he yelled.

      My eyebrows shot up at his outburst.

      “You do not tell me what and how to feel.” She glared at him. “I appreciate the caution, and I know it’s been rough, but I'm not just some fragile doll you have to keep in bed.”

      She pushed him back.

      “Katarina—”

      “Lu, let her be.” Zev’s alpha command echoed in the room.

      He glared at Zev. “She is my mate; you do not tell me what to do.”

      “You’re smothering her,” Zev snarled. “Give her room to breathe before she cracks anymore.”

      Lucien looked shocked by his words. He looked down at Katarina before looking at Zev, and then me.

      “I’m sorry, I just know how it feels to be so overrun with magic that you don’t know what to do.” Lucien looked lost. “I’m sorry, I’ll leave you.”

      “Lu,” Katarina called out to him.

      “If I stay, I’m just going to keep hovering, I need to leave,” he said, before he left the room.

      Katarina stared at the door shaking her head, looking lost.

      “What do you need?” Zev asked her.

      “I don’t know, but I’m just tired of lying here when I know I could be researching or trying to figure out what went wrong with the spell.” She took a deep breath. “I need to stop obsessing over what went wrong and...”

      She looked away from us, her shoulder shook.

      “I feel guilty,” she whispered.

      Zev walked towards her with fury written all over his face.

      “Look at me,” he snarled.

      She didn’t look at him until he grabbed her chin, forcing her to look at him.

      “I said look at me.”

      Defiance shined in her eyes before she pulled away baring her teeth at him.

      “Look, I don't need your alpha bullshit.” She turned around.

      Zev grabbed her by the hair, turning her around to face him, when she swung at him. He barely pulled back, but she was still able to hit his mouth. She threw another punch quickly when he caught it. They fought for dominance, one throwing hits while the other blocked until they fell on to the ground. Her strength and her quickness always surprised me.

      Katarina’s fury was intoxicating, no one had ever given Zev such a hard time, and now I knew why he liked her so much. She wasn’t some weak woman, no, she rivaled his strength and kept him on his toes.

      It took Zev a minute, but he had her pinned on her back with both arms up.

      “Why do you feel guilty?” he growled.

      “Get the fuck off of me, you fucking brute.” She thrashed trying to buck him off.

      “Answer me!” he roared.

      “Fuck you!” She yelled back.

      “Answer the damn question!”

      Her lips quivered, “Because I failed! I thought I could do it, but no surprise, I failed.”

      “So, get back up and try again,” he said, matter of factly, but I knew she was listening to that part of her brain her family had groomed to doubt herself.

      “For someone who is so sure of herself when she goes head-to-head with me, you are looking more and more like a coward right now.” He leaned down to her. “You failed and that’s ok. I expect you to get back up and try again and if you fail again, you try again.”

      Katarina continued to glare at him, but I could see his words getting to her.

      “Don’t be a big baby because if you want to act like one, we can take care of that right now.”

      He flipped her body around pulling her shorts down until her pert ass was exposed. He slapped it hard.

      “You motherfucker.” She tried lifting herself.

      Smack.

      The sound of it echoed in the room and as much as I didn’t think I would like to see them go toe to toe, it was making me really hard.

      “I swear to the goddess, Zev.”

      Smack.

      “Hit me again and—”

      Smack.

      “Ugh,” she snarled, but I saw her ass lift up like she was asking for more.

      He spanked her two more times, her ass was a gorgeous red.

      Her breathing was hard, so was Zev’s.

      “What do you feel?” he asked, not as forcefully as before.

      “I don’t know,” she answered, still trying to catch her breath, but looked better.

      He picked her up, laid her on the edge of the bed, throwing her shorts over his shoulders.

      “Then I’ll decide for you,” he said, pulling his pants down low enough for him to stroke himself before lining himself up to thrust into her.

      Kartarina’s moan was sensual, like this was exactly what she needed.

      “Fuck me, until I can’t move, I don’t want to think.” She pulled him down for a kiss, but he turned his head to nip at her jaw, continuing his punishing strokes. She ran her hands through his hair pulling them so she could kiss him, but he dodged her kiss again.

      They constantly fought, but it fit them.

      I was painfully hard, I needed to get out of here, but they were hypnotizing. Zev was a rough lover, but Katarina seemed to be enjoying it.

      She moaned, running her hands down his chest. He hiked up her leg over his shoulder changing his angle and pace.

      “You can’t change the past,” Zev snarled. “All you can do is move forward.”

      Katarina’s lip quivered.

      “For someone who lives in the past, I don’t think I need to take advice from you.” She pushed him off of her and he let her.

      Zev, laughed.

      “I’m not done with you.” His laugh grew menacing as he threw her over his shoulder and tossed her into this bed.

      “You son of a bitch—”

      Zev pinched her nipple, slapping her breast while he slid in between her legs, holding her arms above her head.

      “Zev,” she whined.

      “Say it,” he growled.

      “I think Aeon might make me come harder,” she breathed out, making me chuckle.

      “Cheeky little Hellcat,” Zev chuckled. “But you know better than I do I can make you see the goddess herself and drag you back for more.”

      “Aeon,” Katarina moaned my name, but I was glued to my chair. If I went over there, I knew I might not be able to control myself.

      She looked over at me and an array of images with pleasure on her face slid through my mind. All of us together, just her and I. It wasn’t just sexual pleasure; it was the pleasure of living life and children...

      The image of a full and happy life made my heart stop. We looked happy. My visions were never concrete, they ebbed and flowed like a river, but there was always a possibility for them to come to fruition. We could have a future with her. We could be happy, and we could have a family. I yearned for a future with Katarina more than I wanted to take my next breath.

      I was thrown back into the view before me. Zev was fucking Katarina so hard they had moved down the bed. Her hair hung over the edge with the occasional glance at me.

      If there was a chance...

      Six months of happiness was better than a lifetime of sorrow. I had to try, if not for me, then for Katarina, Lucien and Zev. He might not see it yet or maybe he did, but Katarina was his match, and he needed someone to bring him down a few notches.

      She was ours.

      I got up from the chair, walking to her, slowly. She followed me with her eyes as she cried out, making Zev glance up at me.

      “Took you long enough,” he growled.

      “Hello, Kitten.” I kneel by her head.

      “Aeon,” she moaned, closing her eyes.

      “Keep your eyes open, Kitten,” I demanded.

      Her violet gaze snapped up at me. My teeth ached to sink into her skin.

      I gave her the kiss she had been craving, letting my hands roam down her chest to pinch both of her nipples. She ran her hands through my hair, deepening the kiss.

      “You want to come, Hellcat?” Zev growled.

      She pulled away from our kiss.

      “If you can’t... I'm sure Aeon will be up for the job,” Katarina taunted.

      “Naughty Kitten, don’t taunt him too much, I enjoy seeing you at his mercy.” I smirked.

      “Aeon, shut her up.” Zev looked down at her like she was a meal.

      I grabbed her under her shoulders until her head fell down the side of the bed. She looked confused, until I undid my pants. Zev entered her again, making her close her eyes and moan. Giving me the perfect opportunity to put the head of my cock in her mouth.

      Her eyes snapped open when I thrusted inside of her. I groaned at the feel of her hot mouth, wanting to push into her mouth harder.

      Slap.

      “You like being used like a whore, don’t you?”

      Zev looked down where they were joined before slapping her cunt again. She bowed off the bed taking more of my cock.

      “You’re such a dirty whore, your cunt clenching at being used by both of us,” he groaned, as I thrusted into her mouth carefully. She used her free hand to stroke herself, but he slapped her hand away.

      “You don’t come until I let you,” he snapped.

      Katarina pulled my cock out of her mouth.

      “All talk, just make me come, asshole,” she snarled, snaking her hand down to her soaked cunt. The sounds were obscene and as much as I liked her mouth, I also wanted her tight cunt around me.

      “I don’t think you’ve earned it.” He pumped into her.

      Before she said anything, I pushed myself into her mouth more roughly than I had before. She moaned and I took that as my cue to keep going. I fucked her mouth with shallow strokes, holding on to her throat as I pushed myself a little further in. She moaned again, making me shudder with pleasure. I rewarded her with a pinch on her nipple, pushing myself a little further in.

      I moaned at the sight before me as she took both of us.

      “I think she deserves to come,” I said breathlessly, increasing my pace as I leaned overreaching for her sensitive nub. She was slick with her arousal making it easy for me to make little circles. She groaned, running her hands up my thighs, then clawing her nails down my thighs. I shivered from the sensations, thrusting harder into her mouth. The familiar tingle started low when she caressed under my balls.

      I stopped thrusting, not wanting to come so quickly, when her fingers caressed my tight hole.

      “Katarina,” I barked.

      She moved her head up and down on my cock, making me step away. Her mouth was covered in saliva, and she had tears streaking down the side of her face. I walked to her, slapping her breast before I tugged her nipple and did the same to the other, tailing my hand down to pinch her sensitive nub.

      That set her off as I did it again, but not as roughly. Zev slowed his pace, his eyes closed, enjoying her orgasm. I needed to be inside her.

      “Switch,” I growled. My wolf wanted to feel her, he’d been wanting to sink into her since that night in the garden.

      Zev smirked at me before releasing her hips, moving aside for me. Katarina looked at me with hunger in her eyes. I wasted no time getting on the bed notching myself inside of her before I began thrusting with no warning. A loud moan erupted from her mouth as I quickened my pace.

      “Hellcat, have you learned your lesson?” He stood by her head with his cock by her lips.

      “What lesson? That you can’t make me come unless someone helps you.”

      I saw her smirk before he pinched her nipple hard, making her open her mouth so he could start to fuck it. If I thought I was rough, Zev seemed not to care if he was hurting her. I rubbed her nub with my thumb, getting lost in her warmth.

      “Fuck you,” Katarina snarled, but Zev pushed back into her mouth, keeping up his pace. She clenched around me, making me smile that Katarina was just as filthy as Zev.

      “Swallow, whore, don’t waste a drop,” Zev groaned, as I saw Katarina taking his release. My pace picked up, fascinated that she was swallowing.

      Zev backed away breathing heavily looking at her with such a hunger that for a moment, I thought he was going to mate with her. He backed up until he dropped into a chair, and I took the opportunity to have my way with her. I flipped her onto her stomach, pulled her hips back so she was impaled on my cock. She clenched the sheets whimpering and it triggered something in me, reminding me of my visions.

      I lost it. My hips pounded into her, I snarled from the euphoric feeling. I looked at where we were joined, seeing myself go in and out of her delicious cunt. Her tight hole pulsed while I ran my thumb over it. I shivered from my need. I gathered her arousal on my thumb, deciding to play with her a little more.

      “Aeon,” she whimpered.

      I pushed in a little past the tight ring of muscle, she tightened around me, making me groan. I pushed a little further, then pulled back until she had relaxed enough to fuck her with my thumb more smoothly.

      Katarina’s moans fill the room, she’s pushing back against me as her fists tighten their hold on the sheets.

      “A, I’m close,” she cried out.

      I pulled my thumb out, grabbed her by her hair, lifting her up. Her back bowed from my sharp thrusts.

      “Who do you belong to, Kitten?” I grabbed her neck, my wolf enjoying the position we had her in.

      “No one,” she shuddered, breathing hard.

      I tightened my grip.

      “Who do you belong to?” I snarled feeling my release coming full force.

      “Lucien,” she cried out, when I rubbed her clit in small circles.

      I spanked her hard.

      “Come on, Kitten, don’t make me leave your bottom black and blue just for you to admit what we already know.” I ran my nose along her throat, slamming into her once, keeping myself sheathed in her.

      “A, you know who I belong to, but you don’t want to acknowledge it,” she panted, squirming against me.

      “I want to hear you say it.” I tightened my hold on her.

      “Aeon, just let me come, even if I say what you want, it's not going to change anything,” she whimpered.

      Her words made me feel things I had been trying to ignore. I wanted to pull out of her, but I was tired of running from her.

      “You. Are. Mine.” I snapped, thrusting into her again. “You. Are. Ours.” I snarled seeing Zev look at us with his yellow gaze. “You. Belong. To. Us.”

      I slapped her ass, angry that she wouldn’t admit it, but angry at myself for stringing her along.

      “Who do you belong to?” I rubbed her, coaxing an orgasm from her.

      “All of you!” she screamed, as her release hit, I slammed into her. I pumped into her, pulling her neck to the side, sinking my teeth into her neck, right next to Lucien's bite.

      Katarina shook as I bit down hard, gripping me so tight that it ignited my release. I released her neck as I roared, looking up at the ceiling. Katarina fell forward as I caught myself on shaky arms. The bond snapped into place, making me shudder from her presence. She was life, my reason for existing and the peace I've been searching for. She was love. Lucien’s presence was comforting, rounding out the immense joy I felt. I couldn’t stop the smile that crossed my lips when I kissed her shoulder, as the weight of our curse felt nonexistent.

      “Kitten, are you ok?” I slid out of her, seeing my release spill out.

      A primal need in me made me push my cum back inside of her. Seeing her round with my young made my cock stir again. I wanted her pregnant, with children around us.

      “Kitten.” I tore my gaze from her cunt to make sure she was ok.

      I turned her over, seeing her eyes closed.

      “Kitten?!” I panicked when she didn’t stir.

      Shit, I was too rough with her.

      “It might be the bond, more than one bite might have taken it out of her.” I looked up to see Zev still in the room. He was looking at her with such need.

      I didn’t know how to explain myself. I said I wasn’t going to mate her, but I wasn’t strong enough. Now that the bond was in place, I couldn’t take it back. Katarina Belladonna was mine and I was an idiot for not making her mine sooner.
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      I opened my eyes, instantly met with a view of Lucien’s profile. The smile that made my lips move was big. He still came back to me, even though I was a bitch to him. I moved towards him when an arm around my waist tightened. Warmth began to bloom in my chest, remembering that Aeon was now mine. Two down, one to go. A hurricane of emotions hit me with the need to cry from the perfect level of contentment. I was no longer alone, I was surrounded by men who cared for me, treated me right—on most days— and made me feel safe.

      Pushing myself against Aeon, I enjoyed his hard body next to mine. I extended my hand out to touch Lucien, needing the connection to him as well. His eyes opened when I laid my hand on his arm. He looked over to me, smiling instantly.

      “Hi,” I said, shyly.

      “How are you feeling?” He looked me over cautiously, his eyes darkening the more he looked at me.

      “I feel good, sore but good.” I glanced down at my body wondering why he was upset.

      Small finger sized bruises peppered my body, my wrists were dark and based on the way my neck felt, I’m sure that was bruised along with my ass.

      He nodded his head as he eyed my neck.

      “Do they have to be so rough with you?” He looked mildly annoyed.

      “I like it,” I snapped, feeling like he was shaming me.

      He stared at me like he was at war with himself. I didn’t want to back down from this, I wouldn’t be ashamed of liking what I like. This is why I was upset last night. As much as I loved Lucien trying to take care of me, sometimes I didn’t need to be handled with kid gloves.

      “Kit Kat.” He took a deep breath. “I just worry that they are going to take it too far with you.”

      “They won’t, I know what I can handle, and I know what I can’t.” I also took a deep breath to calm down. “Do you remember what I told you when we first had sex?”

      He shook his head no.

      “I told you I liked it rough, and I wasn’t lying. There’s just...”

      “I’m sorry,” he said quickly. “I just... I just don’t want you to think you have to take what they give you because you think you deserve it. Just because Caston was rough with you doesn’t mean you can’t set boundaries.”

      I looked at him trying to figure out what he meant when it suddenly clicked into place.

      “Lucien, they aren’t abusing me, this is different,” I said, trying to explain the difference.

      “It isn’t about hurting her, it’s about trust.” Aeon’s muffled voice broke the silence. “She trusts us to give her what she needs and wants without pushing her over the edge.”

      “Just like I trust you when I need something sweet, it’s just a different part of me you all call to,” I said, hoping that explained it enough.

      “Ok, but if I need to kick some ass, let me know because I will gladly do it,” Lucien said, moving closer to me, throwing his arm around Aeon and me.

      My eyes gathered with tears at the immense sense of belonging I felt to both of them. I didn’t realize I had been crying until Lucien looked at me with concern.

      “Kit Kat, what’s wrong?”

      “I just.... my family... I’ve never felt...” I cried, feeling completely idiotic for crying at a moment where I should be happy. “I’ve never felt like I belonged and now, it’s a lot.”

      “You feel like you’re home.” Aeon squeezed me.

      “You feel accepted,” Lucien said, wiping the tears off my face.

      “I feel loved,” I whispered, feeling way too exposed.

      Aeon lifted his head from my back, laying me on my back, when he stilled at the light filtering in the room. The realization hit me at the same time. Aeon had woken up to see the sun rise. He turned his head slowly to the window, sitting up at the same time.

      “Goddess, I’ve missed the sun,” he whispered.

      “How are you feeling?” Lucien’s arm came in front of me in a protective gesture.

      “Like I’ve been given a gift I don’t deserve.” He pulled the covers off of himself, walking to the window.

      The sky was changing from pinks and oranges to blues. He stood in front of the window completely naked, showing off his perfect ass. He looked like a painting I’m sure Lucien would be itching to draw.

      I threw the covers off of me, feeling the chill in the air, but I wanted to touch him, and hold him in this beautiful moment. I laid my hand on his back, startling him, making him look back at me. The tears in his eyes caught me off guard.

      He picked me up in a hug, spinning me around.

      “Thank you for this gift, I don’t know how or if you are doing it but thank you,” he whispered in my ear.

      I didn’t know what to say, but I continued to hold him tightly. He stopped spinning us, turning me around so my back was to his front when I felt another hand caress my side. I squirmed because it tickled, but when I heard them kissing, I couldn’t help but turn around, admiring how fucking sexy they looked together.

      They made me squirm with my lust for them both, but I turned back around giving them a moment together. They had waited long enough to be together, and I wanted them to continue to have a relationship.

      “Aeon, it’s ok.” Lucien’s voice made me turn around again.

      Aeon had tears falling down his face. I panicked, thinking something had gone wrong.

      “I’ve been such a fool.” Aeon looked at Lucien and then at me, with more tears. “I spent so long pushing you away, both of you. I thought that it was the right thing to do, but I could have been enjoying both of you this entire time. I… I… I’m so sorry.”

      “Aeon, don’t dwell in the past. What matters is that we are here together,” Lucien said, cupping his face, wiping his tears.

      “There is no point in thinking of the past, we have to move forward,” I said, grabbing his hand and kissing it. “Enjoy the sunrise before the curse calls you and if you need to, we can talk about this later. I’m just happy we finally got here.”

      “She’s right, let’s enjoy it in bed and…”

      A knock on the door interrupted Lucien.

      “I have breakfast,” Mr. Potter called from the other side of the door, and I laughed.

      “Give us a minute!” Aeon yelled back. “I just want to say I’m sorry it’s taking me so long.”

      “You don’t have to apologize.” Lucien kissed Aeon softly. “Like Katarina said, we are happy you got here.”

      Aeon looked down at me, kissing me softly before kissing Lucien.

      “Let’s enjoy breakfast in bed before you have to leave,” I said, grabbing my shirt from the floor.

      “Nope, stay naked because I think we should have you for breakfast,” Lucien said, picking me and tossing me on the bed.

      “Uh no! Mr. Potter is on the other side of the door,” I squealed.

      “I’ll leave the food by the door!” he shouted.

      I laughed. “You traumatized him the last time he walked in on us.”

      “Serves him right, plus he should be used to it. He’s walked in on Zev plenty of times,” Aeon chuckled.

      “He doesn’t—”

      My sentence was cut off when Lucien licked up my pussy. His eyes flashed gold, but all I saw was hunger when his eyes turned back to his honey brown eyes.

      “Mmmm… Breakfast in bed,” he murmured, against my pussy.

      “Breakfast of champions,” I said, grinding against his face, feeling Aeon get on the bed. For a moment I worried this might be a bad idea. That quickly went out the window when they kissed. Lucien moved over letting Aeon take his turn and suck on my clit.
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      “I don’t know where we went wrong, it should have worked,” I said frustrated, throwing my notebook on the coffee table, glancing at the entrance of the library.

      “I’ve looked over it, and I don’t think we did anything wrong.” Aeon picked up my notebook looking over the spell.

      We had spent the last few days combing over the spell, seeing where we had gone wrong. We wondered if there was a possibility to could salvage parts of the spell or if the whole thing was crap.

      “Blood magic is unpredictable,” Aeon said, still looking over the spell.

      “It could have been the wrong spell entirely,” Lucien said, sitting across from me. “We must also prepare you better for the spell next time. That was an exorbitant amount of magic that you didn’t know how to deal with.”

      “I don’t know if it was in me, but it felt—” I said, thinking about the feeling it gave me. “It was like I was being torn apart. It flowed through me, but didn’t feel like it was building. It was like being in a river after the rain and it overwhelmed the dams. It was destructive, fast and the amount of magic was all-encompassing, but kept going through me.”

      “The air did feel charged, it wasn’t just around you, it was all around us.” Aeon nodded his head.

      “But when we touched her, I felt it flow through me too and it was coming from her,” Lucien said confused.

      Aeon looked at me. “Maybe it’s not just our bonded magic anymore, it could be your own magic trying to surface.”

      “But I can barely do small things and the fire I do have is unpredictable. Anything bigger than a flame is volatile.” I snapped my fingers to produce a flame, too afraid to do anything else.

      “I’ve felt something even before we were bonded, I’m going to say your own magic might have played a part in the magic we felt.” Lucien said, sounding confident.

      Aeon pursed his lips as Lucien ran his hands through his hair while they thought of what Lucien and I said. I looked over at the entrance and made a quick scan of the library.

      “He’s not here,” Lucien said, making my gaze snap back to him. “I don’t think we will see him for a while.”

      I thought I was being stealthy in my search for Zev. I internally rolled my eyes at myself, irked that I thought that it would go unnoticed.

      “Is he mad?” I asked, hating the words coming out of my mouth. “Was he still in the room when we mated?

      Our relationship was complicated on the best of days. I hated that I was worried about him, worried about what he was feeling and how we made him feel.

      “Zev is always mad,” Aeon stated, but I could see the concern in his face. “But yes, he was in the room with us.”

      “If it’s not one thing, it’s another,” Lucien added, also looking mildly concerned. “He’s always been a broody man. If it makes you feel better, he left the room afterwards looking like his normal broody self.”

      “Should we worry that he will retaliate?” My mind had thought of a lot of scenarios, one being he was so mad he would start something with one of them or me.

      “No.”

      “He won’t.”

      They both spoke at the same time, confirming what I already felt.

      “I don’t know why I feel bad for him, like I have a need to go make sure he is ok, but I also want to ignore him for being a petulant child.” I leaned back onto the sofa, irritated with myself for caring about someone who didn’t give two shits about me.

      “Kit Kat.” Lucien walked up to me. “It’s ok to care about the brute.”

      I laughed because if anything could sum up Zev, brute would be the word. Also, pain in my ass would work too.

      “He’s not an easy man to love, Kitten.” Aeon looked up from his reading. “Zev is frustrating on his best days, and a downright pain in your existence on others.”

      “Let him come to you, Kit Kat, once he does, he will be insufferable and you might regret it,” Lucien chuckled, sitting next to me, pulling me close to comfort me.

      I wanted to tell them that even though Aeon and I had mated, I still felt incomplete. It was glaringly obvious that Zev was supposed to be a part of our group. He completed a part of me that I was ashamed about, that I had realized a few times that I was with Caston. I enjoyed being used, and dominated, but with Caston, he always made sure that I knew I was useless, and I didn’t deserve anything better.

      Zev also made me wonder if I only enjoyed our time together because of all the shit I said to him that I also wished I had enough courage to say to Caston. Zev made me feel more powerful than I had ever felt before. Looking at Aeon and Lucien, I also felt guilty.

      I shouldn’t need anyone else, right? They should be enough, but my mind wandered to the damn brute who was wiggling his way into my soul. I was afraid of the day he made himself at home only to realize he didn’t want to be mine.
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      I needed to keep busy. I had to find something to do every day so I didn’t run to Katarina, pick her up, throw her against the wall, and fuck her till she couldn’t breathe, then make her mine.

      Ever since Aeon had mated with her, I had been going crazy. Her presence coming through the bond was stronger than ever. My bond with the guys was changing because of her. I no longer felt just fleeting emotions, I could feel more, like when they fucked her for the hundredth time in the last week. My hand has seen more action than I’d like to admit, but hey, it made pleasuring myself even better.

      I could feel their pleasure, and while I had learned to flip that switch, curiosity had me check in on them occasionally. The intensity of their feelings has stopped me in my tracks or whatever I was doing at the time. I had stopped doing it now because the longing in me for the connection they had was driving me wild. It also made me want to break something or start a fight.

      The war in me was exhausting. My wolf hated me most days, I hated me, too. I brought down the ax full force, splitting the wood, making it fly in different directions. I did this over and over again, tempted to take off my shirt so I could have better range of motion. I put another log on the stump and kept chopping wood, hoping that I got exhausted enough that I could quiet my thoughts. I needed to think of anything but her, or them… together.

      I had already made more furniture for my room, replacing the items I had destroyed. They didn’t look fancy, but I made sure they still looked good. I made some decorative carvings on the bed frame. I sanded them down to make sure it was prepped for the stain Mr. Potter had found me. The room was almost finished.

      “I think we have enough wood to last us through the winter.”

      Aeon stood at a tree close by. I looked around, he was probably right, but Katarina's body always ran on the cooler side. Now that winter was almost here, we’d probably have the fireplaces on all the time.

      I shrugged, not knowing what to say. I was also mad at him for not holding out. It made my decision not to mate her easy, but now I was the odd man left out. It left me feeling out of place and I hated to say, unwanted.

      “Are you mad at me? Wait, scratch that, why are you mad at me?” Aeon looked at me intensely.

      I shrugged, knowing he was going to get upset, but I didn’t want to talk. I left them to their debauchery, and I was expecting the same courtesy. I just wanted to be left alone to deal with this how I wanted to.

      “Zev, don’t be a shit about it,” he said, running a hand through his hair. “I can feel you more than ever through our bond. Surprisingly, that’s how I found you right now. Our bond has changed.”

      “I know.” I put another piece of wood on the chopping block and took a swing. “I can feel when you are all together.”

      I tried to keep my voice even, so he didn’t suspect that it upset me.

      “Shit,” he said, under his breath. “Zev... We didn’t—”

      “I can mute it.” I took another swing.

      “Zev.” I heard the pleading in his voice. “Can we just talk about it?”

      “No,” I growled, hating that I let my emotions come out.

      “Quit being like this, I know you’re mad. As much as you’re trying to hide it, I can still feel remnants of your feelings.” He walked up to me. “I know you hate this; I know you’re mad at me, but can I just explain myself?”

      “No, now leave me alone,” I said, getting more upset.

      “We’ve left you alone for a week.” Lucien walked up to us. “Our bond is stronger. We should be able to talk about things. We said we were going to make sure we didn’t go back to a pack that ignored their bond.”

      I swung at another piece of wood. I chopped at a few other pieces feeling them staring at me, and I knew they weren’t going to leave me alone.

      “Run with me, and I’ll talk,” I said, setting the ax on the floor.

      “Let’s run,” Lucien said, first taking his pants off and shirt.

      “I’m holding you to that promise, Zev. Don’t think we are just going to forget about it.” Aeon took off his pants.

      “Yeah, yeah,” I said, taking off my own pants and shirts. “Let’s run.”

      I transformed into my wolf and took off so we could run the perimeter of the house. It also served the purpose of making sure our wards were still up, and there wasn’t a surprise attack. It seemed that now that they were all mated, they forgot about our safety and Katarina’s.

      Aeon bumped into me a few times signaling he wanted to play, but I ran around one more time before we started to play around. Lucien tackled me, nipping at my neck before we all rolled around. I barked at them, making them chase me. We ran around the perimeter a few more times before Aeon barked at me.

      You can’t run forever.

      I whipped my head to look at Aeon.

      Did you just talk in our head?

      Lucien’s voice filtered into my head, and I stopped abruptly feeling them run into me.

      What is going on? I said, panicking that we could hear each other’s voices.

      How is this possible? Lucien said, looking around at us.

      I shifted back into human form wondering what the hell was going on. Panic hit me as I felt that everything was changing and she was the catalyst.

      “Zev,” Aeon called out to me.

      I had been stuck in this endless loop of time that I didn’t know how to deal with. She was changing everything; did that mean she was going to break the spell? Or was she here to give us a glimmer of hope, and when she died it would all be taken away? Another punishment we would all have to deal with when she was taken from us.

      “Z!” Lucien yelled at me using his Alpha power yanking me from my thoughts. “What is going on?”

      I didn’t know what to say. My heart was pounding, my head was running through the aftermath if she died. What if this was her plan all along? Would she make us fall in love with her only for her to die at the end of the year?

      “Zev!”

      I looked at Aeon, feeling like I was going to break.

      “Breathe,” he said to me, while I was starting to breathe harder. “Zev, what’s going on, talk to me, say something.”

      “What’s going on?”

      It was her voice that lifted the veil of endless thoughts.

      “It’s your fault!” I snarled when I focused on her.

      I pushed her back into a wall with my hand over her throat. I could hear them yelling at me while someone pushed me, but I had extended my claws. They knew they couldn’t pull me off her without hurting her.

      “Zev, you need to calm down,” she said, putting her hands on my arms.

      This was all her fault. The rage in me was slowly starting to crack.

      “You’re going to break us apart, you’re going to make us suffer more and when you die, you’re going to make this bond die too!” I roared, my nails grew longer around her neck, piercing into her.

      “Don’t!” Katarina yelled at them. “Don’t provoke him.”

      I couldn’t hear or see anything else but her.

      “Is that how you win? Do you want to make them go crazy after you die, leaving them to suffer your loss or leaving us all to suffer your loss?”

      “Zev, where is this coming from?”

      Her voice was sweet. I wanted her hate, I needed it. She ran her hands up and down my arms. The feel of her on my skin felt so good that I closed my eyes, enjoying her touch.

      “Zev, what happened?”

      The concern in her eyes made me loosen my grip on her. The anger in me was slowly dissipating as my logical side took over.

      “When you die, they will have nothing. If you cared so much you would have told them no, or you would break the bond.” I stepped away from her. “When you die, they will wish the same thing, but they will stay here suffering your loss for what might be an eternity.”

      Her eyes widened, tears filled them, while her lips trembled.

      “Don’t listen to him, Kit Kat,” Lucien said, glaring at me, but I knew he had thought about it before.

      “My brothers are now at your mercy, so I hope you’re happy for the last few months. There is a possibility you just gave them a fate worse than living with this curse.”

      I walked away from them when Aeon stopped me.

      “You’re such an asshole. I know you’re insufferable, but why do you have to make everyone else feel like shit.”

      I grunted when he pushed me away, feeling like a complete ass. I knew I had made things worse, but the fear in me was taking over. Katarina was changing my life whether I wanted her to or not, and I hated that she was from a family I had hated for so long.

      At the end of the day, she was still a Belladonna. If she wanted to, whether it was intentional or not, she had the power to wreck us whether it be with her death or her survival. And there was no way in hell I was going to let her ruin us for her own selfish reasons.

      They all should have thought about the consequences of what their mating would do to them if Katarina ended up dying. Some days it felt like I was the only one with common sense because they were so wrapped up in her they couldn’t see past what would happen if she died.

      I punched a tree feeling my rage come back full force.

      “You’re being a child.”

      I turned around to see Mr. Potter behind me.

      “Your hate is bringing them all down. If you for once in your life thought about what you’re doing to your brothers, you would stop acting like a petulant child and realize that your salvation, your home and your forgiveness, is right in front of you.”

      I laughed. “My salvation? You think she is my salvation?”

      “If you thought past your hate, you would see they are all your salvation,” he snarled at me. There were very few times he had ever gotten angry with me, but when he did, he was a scary man.

      I didn’t know what to say when he lumped them all together.

      “All of you were meant to be together. You were always supposed to be a Belladonna, but unfortunately, you had to wait two hundred years for her.” He came up to me. “From the moment she came here, I have felt that she was going to be something different, and when she gave you what you deserved, I knew she was your match. Katarina is a Belladonna, but you have to know she is so much more than that.”

      I knew she was more than her family would ever be, but admitting that was admitting that I was wrong, and right now that was not going to happen.

      “Katarina is the other half of your moon, the day to your night and the sunshine to your rain. She is all of your matches in every way, and there is no woman better suited for all of you than her. So instead of worrying about her tearing you apart, how about you start helping and making sure your brothers don’t lose the love of their lives because you are a jealous and stubborn brute.”

      He walked away leaving me to think about his words. My anger always got the better of me. It drove me to think of things I wouldn’t normally think of. I leaned against a tree, sliding down until I sat on the cold ground. Instead of blaming everyone else, I had to be the Alpha I was taught to be. I needed to save my brothers from the fate of losing their mate, even if their union made me feel things I wasn’t ready to deal with.
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      It was Thanksgiving and I had convinced Mr. Potter to help me cook a big dinner. He was very excited about it, showing me his book that had a whole chapter on the meal. They also had turkeys on the property, which baffled me since I had never heard about them or seen them.

      Mr. Potter didn’t just take care of the guys, he had livestock, and a greenhouse that he took care of. He reminded me that they were separate because he couldn’t have the beasts kill their food, and it just made it easier to not even give the guys the temptation.

      Mr. Potter was looking for more potatoes because we needed a few more for the mashed potatoes. I finished the pie crust for the pumpkin pie, and poured the mixture inside of it, so I could place it in the oven. It was the third pie I had made in the last hour, and I was almost tempted to make another one.

      Closing the oven, I backed up to the small table that was put in here by the guys. The last few nights I had prepped for today as they sat watching me while they looked over some books we had found that might give us any clues about the curse. We had poured through so many books that I was worrying we were running out of ideas and ways to research them.

      I had less than six months to break this curse; each day that passed made my anxiety worse. Zev also hadn’t made it better with his accusations a few weeks ago. As much as I had been mad at him, I knew he was right. I should have been smarter about my bond with Aeon and Lucien.

      From what Lucien had told me, losing your mate was a terrible fate. So much so, that he had said over and over again that he would find a way to follow me. Aeon hadn’t expressed the same sentiments, but with how strong our bond was forming, I wouldn’t doubt he might say the same thing. I was hoping Aeon would be the more logical one and talk some sense into Lucien.

      I sat down with a heaviness that threatened to consume me. Keeping my emotions under control had proven difficult, but I was hoping to keep as much of this turmoil away from Aeon and Lucien. This was why I had wanted to do a Thanksgiving dinner with them; so we could make memories... just in case.

      I looked at the stack of books on the table, dreading opening up any of them, when a noise on the other side of the door caught my attention. Getting up, I headed to the door, thinking it was Mr. Potter, so I could help him. I opened the door and was surprised by a huge black wolf staring back at me. Zev.

      My body froze wondering what I could use as a weapon. That’s when I lit my hand on fire. It was not as reliable as my knives, but I had no choice. He stood before me, just looking at me, when I noticed he had something in his mouth. It was a book.

      He set it down on the floor before he backed away. I didn’t move for fear he might lunge at me. He then shook himself, transforming back into a man. Zev was on the floor on his hands and knees, breathing hard like he was in pain. As much as I wanted to help him, I kept my distance.

      He looked up at me with a look of agony which made me react quickly. I rushed to him, putting my hands on him to find him feeling really warm. He groaned when we made contact, pushing himself against me.

      “Mate.” His alien voice made me shiver. “Your grandmother visited you on Samhain, have you thought about why?”

      It was his wolf talking to me. He sat up on his knees, looking down at me with hunger in his eyes. I shook my head wondering where he was going with this, but also not missing the fact that he had called me mate.

      “I suspect it was to tell you something important, I don’t think any one of the Belladonnas would choose to come to our part of the land if it wasn’t something important.” His body shook violently.

      “Zev, what’s going on?” I asked, putting my hand on his shoulder.

      “The curse still calls to me but... I needed to speak to you.” He shook again. “This is important.”

      “Just shift back, you’re hurting yourself,” I said, panicking because he was really warm and his shakes were getting worse.

      “He’s being stubborn, he fears you will ruin them, and he won’t know what to do if you die. He is also…” He grunted in pain as fur began sprouting on his arms and back.

      “Please don’t hurt them. I know you won’t, but Zev feels like he has failed over and over again. He doesn’t want to…”

      He growled menacingly, making the hairs on the back of my neck stand up.

      “We crave you, but the man is scared because of Vivienne and the good girl act she portrayed. He was going to save them and call her baby his own when she betrayed him, leaving him to suffer.” His voice sounded like he was barely holding on. “I beg you. Don’t be her, if you love them, put them first.”

      I glanced at my watch, seeing it was just before two. How was he managing to fight it?

      “Please don’t be like her,” he gasped, pushing my hand from him as he backed away running out the front door. I heard a loud snarl that kicked me into high gear. I grabbed the book, running back into the kitchen, turning around and walking backwards until I didn’t hear anything. When I hit the table, I scared myself, my heart was pounding loudly in my ears. Once a few more minutes passed, I sat down in the chair. I set the book down on the table, noticing that my hand was bleeding from where he pushed me away.

      “Dammit,” I muttered, hoping it was not too bad.

      I knew either Aeon or Lucien was going to be pissed once they heard what he had done. The urgency in his voice made me think it might be really important, that there was a reason my grandmother came to visit me.

      Katarina use your blood…

      She never finished her sentence, but when I looked down at the book in my hand it clicked. I flipped over the cover, setting my hand over the page. My heart was pounding erratically while I waited for what I thought was going to happen, the book shimmered just like I hoped for and the writing on the first page disappeared and new writing took its place.

      Today my father dropped my sister off at the home of the beasts.

      My blood ran cold when I read the first line. I didn’t know my grandmother had a sister, she only had a brother, or at least that’s what I had been told. How far back did the lies go? I wondered if I was the only one who didn’t know she had a sister. It wouldn’t surprise me if I was the only one who didn’t know.

      I looked down at the book again feeling apprehension, but also excitement. Ever since I had arrived here, I had wondered what the other Belladonnas had gone through. My hand was still bleeding. I grabbed a towel and wrapped it around my hand because reading was more important than my hand at the moment.

      We’ve known she was going to leave for years, but now that that day has arrived, it feels as if a piece of myself is getting ripped away. Before she left, we made a charm to talk to each other hoping that it still worked when she was inside the castle. We needed to know everything in hopes of possibly breaking this curse.

      My sister will not die for some stupid curse that was cast over a hundred and fifty years ago. We shouldn’t have to pay for the sins of our ancestors, and I have a feeling that there are more secrets we don’t know about.

      My grandmother was trying to figure out a way to break the curse. The thought brought me hope until I realized that my great aunt died here, meaning they didn’t figure it out. I closed the book when reading felt futile. I got up, checking on the pie to see if it was ready. My hand was throbbing when Mr. Potter returned.

      “I leave you for an hour and you cut yourself with a knife.” He shook his head when he took my arm.

      “I didn’t cut it with a knife. Zev came to visit me.” I was still reeling over what had happened.

      “Excuse me?” He looked at me with concern, as he checked on the rest of me, then looked around for him.

      “The curse called him back, but before he shifted, he brought me this,” I said, showing him my grandmother’s grimoire. “He said he had been thinking about it, and there was a reason she came to visit me. When I felt her, she said ‘Katarina use your blood’. Her grimoire opened up just like Vivienne’s had with my blood. And she talked about breaking the spell.”

      “That’s wonderful!” Mr. Potter looked excited.

      “They obviously didn’t get far if she died, Mr. Potter,” I snapped at him.

      “They might not have broken the spell, but who’s to say they didn’t have a good starting point.” Mr. Potter cupped the side of my face with his ghostly hands. “I know this is all hard on you. You are such a warrior; you love fiercely and there is no better mate for them than you. Don’t let the weight of this spell bring you down. You will break this spell and when you do, your family should bow at your feet. A magic-less witch did what no one else could.”

      I launched myself at him still expecting to fly right through him, but his ghostly embrace was just the right amount of comfort I needed. As much as I would miss him, he was also a reason to break the spell. He deserved to go home with his mate to enjoy the afterlife together.

      “You’re an amazing man, Mr. Potter. I wish I had an elder like you in my life to guide me and make me believe in myself,” I said, enjoying the feel of a fatherly embrace.

      “You’re an amazing woman. I wish I could see your relationship with the boys flourish and see your children.” He pulled back and kissed me on the forehead. “Zev is a stubborn man, but I feel it in my soul that you are meant to be. If he ever pulled his head out of his bottom.”

      “Just say it Mr. Potter, ass,” I chuckled.

      “No,” he smirked. “Now, let me stitch you up and you can go get ready. I’ll have the boys help me bring everything to the library.”

      “Ok,” I said, getting settled, as he disappeared and reappeared quickly. It didn’t take him long to stitch me up, since the cuts weren’t that deep. He placed two stitches on one cut, and just one on the other. When he finished, he sent me on my way so I could get ready. I clutched my grandmother’s book in my hand as I climbed the steps.

      “Katarina!”

      I turned to see Zev running towards me. He was covered in sweat looking worse for wear.

      “Are you ok?” He looked me up and down, like he was expecting to see me injured.

      When he saw my bandage, he narrowed his eyes on it.

      “I’m fine, nothing a few stitches won’t fix,” I said quickly.

      “My wolf had forced a shift, desperate to get that to you. I was in the library when I remembered that you said you had your grandmother’s grimoire and it made me think, she could have visited you for a reason.” He fidgeted with his hands. “I didn’t think my wolf would be so impatient, but it seemed the closer to three it was, the weaker the curse became.”

      “He definitely scared me, but you were right, I unlocked a hidden grimoire,” I lifted the book.

      Relief passed through his rugged features. “Good, that’s good,” he said, nodding his head.

      “We are going to have Thanksgiving dinner, you’re more than welcome to come and eat with us.” I felt nervous inviting him, but felt it was right. “Come, we can get ready and go down together.”

      I reached for his hand, expecting him to pull away, but he let me pull him up the stairs with my good arm. He stopped before we could enter my bedroom as disappointment hit me.

      “I will bathe in my own quarters, but I will see you afterwards,” Zev said, looking down at his feet.

      “If you don’t want to come, that’s ok, but if you’re worried about Aeon and Lucien, you don’t have to. They might be mad at first, but you are too close to let this pull you apart.”

      “I’m sorry,” he said, as I waited for him to say he was going to back out. “My anger got the better of me, but I will do whatever it takes to free all of us. I want you to be happy with my brothers and have a happy life together.”

      He might as well have told me he didn’t want me.

      “Ok, thanks,” I said, trying to hide my disappointment. “I’ll see you in a bit.”

      I walked into my bedroom without a backward glance, closing the door and heading to the bathroom for a warm bath that would hopefully rinse off my disappointment... again.

      I changed into a long, loose, dark brown dress since the last few days it hadn’t been too cold. It had been surprisingly warm, feeling like spring instead of closer to winter. The dress was loose enough that I could enjoy as many rolls and turkey as I wanted. I slipped on some Chucks since I wanted to be comfortable. My hair was pulled back into a long braid leaving some tendrils around my face with minimal makeup.

      It wasn’t supposed to be fancy or anything, but I had been feeling a need to dress up a little. Thank goddess I did. When I left my room, Zev stood on the landing looking debonaire. He was dressed all in black again except it looked like he had on some kind of vest. When he turned around to look at me, his normally loose hair was pulled back, his beard was trimmed, and he looked like he was straight out of a Jane Austen novel.

      Why was he torturing me, goddess? Was he playing games with me?

      Taking a deep breath, I tried to look as cool, calm and collected as I possibly could. He nodded at me when I walked up to him, noticing that he was not wearing shoes. Now that I thought of it, they never wore shoes. He caught my glance at his feet and shrugged.

      “I hate the way shoes feel, I’ve grown so used to being shoeless that it’s really uncomfortable to wear them.” He gave me a tight smile.

      “I’m surprised you’re wearing clothes,” I teased, as we walked down the stairs to the library.

      “I didn’t want to be the odd man out if I just came in pants, which is what I prefer.”

      “I’m sure all of you would prefer to be naked all the time.” I tried to keep from laughing. “I’m surprised you all opt for pants around me.”

      “During the winter, no-one likes a cold cock.”

      I laughed at his bluntness. He gave me a smirk as we walked into the library, making this all feel normal for just a moment.

      The table was set with the decorations I had made yesterday. Mr. Potter, Lucien and Aeon were setting the table when I realized Zev was still at the door. I motioned him over when Lucien smiled at me only for his smile to fall when he saw who was behind me.

      He was about to say something when I shook my head, and his jaw clenched. Aeon stepped next to him, staring at Zev. He looked passive, but I could feel both of their displeasure that he was here.

      “Now that all of us are here we can eat,” Mr. Potter announced, like it was no big deal he was here.

      “Sit,” I told them as I grabbed the first plate.

      I loaded it up with everything while I looked over my shoulder to see all of them staring at each other.

      “It’s not the first time they’ve fought with each other, and I can guarantee it wouldn’t be the last.” Mr. Potter grabbed the rolls to set them on the table.

      I took the first plate to the table, unsure of who I was going to give it to when I decided on Lucien. He kissed me on the lips thanking me. The next plate I fixed, I sat in front of Aeon, who kissed my forehead before muttering a thank you too. I set the last plate in front of Zev, practically throwing the plate on the table because I didn’t need to be rejected again, but before I could turn away, he grabbed my hand and said thank you.

      When I finally sat down, they were all looking at me with varying degrees of hunger. I felt like I did something that I wasn’t aware of, like the night of the water and the moonflower.

      “Thank you, for joining me,” I said, not knowing what else to say.

      “Goddess, thank you for blessing us with this dinner,” Zev said, looking down at the food.

      “Blessed be,” we all responded and dug in.

      “Zev figured out a way to get my grandmother’s grimoire open,” I said, in between bites.

      “I thought it wasn’t legible,” Aeon responded.

      “There was a hidden part of her grimoire that I uncovered. Her and her sister were trying to break the spell,” I said, grabbing a roll.

      “You mean Ava?” Zev looked confused.

      “Was that her name?” I asked, realizing I didn’t even know her name.

      “Yeah, that was her name, and she mostly kept to herself,” Aeon said, looking like he was trying to think about the past.

      “That would explain why she was always in the library.” Lucien added.

      “Well, it looked like we might have something, tomorrow we can start combing over it and hopefully we can find a lead,” I said, cautiously feeling hopeful.

      If this didn’t pan out, I didn’t know if we had many more options; this spell looked to be our last hope.
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      It had been unusually warm. By this time of the year, there were usually a few snowstorms that had passed, but we had yet to have any snow stick. I couldn’t complain though, because for once, Aeon and I were not waking up freezing or covered in snow.

      It had been a few days after our Thanksgiving dinner. Aeon and I had started our normal routine of running the perimeter before heading inside to wash ourselves and do more research.

      “Just bathe with me, it will be a lot faster if we just get in together,” Aeon smirked at me.

      “You know if we bathe together, we won’t get any bathing done.” I bit my lip at the thought of both of us in the bath together.

      “That’s the point.” Aeon grabbed my hands, dragging me to my room, leading me into the bathroom.

      Ever since he had mated with Katarina, our relationship had never been better. Our bond was stronger, our communication was better and being able to enjoy each other with Katarina was the icing on the cake—as she liked to say.

      Aeon stepped into the tub first, sliding all the way back leaving me some space, but I didn’t think it would be enough. He slapped his lap, making me laugh before I stepped into the almost too hot water. Sitting down slowly, I hoped the water didn’t overfill the tub. I turned some of the water into steam to make room for me when it looked like it was going to be too much water.

      Once I sat between his legs, he pulled me back to lean on his chest. I relaxed against his firm chest feeling his steady heartbeat, resting my head on his shoulder.

      “You think he is going to hurt her again?” Aeon asked, running his hands over my chest.

      “Probably, Zev is so scared of Katarina, and he is convinced that she is still going to screw us over. It’s going to take mating her for that fear to disappear.” I ran my hands up and down his thighs, raking my nails down his flesh. It was a tight squeeze, but I loved the idea of being this close to Aeon every day for the rest of my life.

      “You think there is a chance he will mate her?” Aeon nuzzled against my face.

      “I don’t know, but I hope there is. As much as I love the three of us together, it still feels incomplete.” I leaned into his touch. “Even though I want to murder him after what he did to her, I know that’s not the answer.”

      “Zev is frustrating on his best days, and I wish there was something we could do to ease his obviously misplaced anger,” Aeon sighed, kissing my temple.

      “I know he felt betrayed by Vivienne, but how much was he going to punish Katarina for something she had nothing to do with? If he mated her, he would see her true intentions revealed.” I pushed back further into Aeon. “You think he loved Vivienne? Is that why her betrayal was so hard on him?”

      “I’ve thought of that, but he was always so guarded with her, he told me many times that she was just his duty.” Aeon wrapped his arms around me. “She told him she loved him, but he told her that he wasn’t in love with her.”

      “She did?” I turned around, surprised I hadn’t heard about this. My legs were crammed underneath me, but I could see him.

      “He told me, when we got drunk, the last time we had to leave,” Aeon said, looking at me. “He felt bad, but that’s when he told me; she was his duty, nothing more.”

      “Was I the only one excited for a mate? Or was it my naivety that made me think this was going to be amazing,” I said, feeling dumb.

      “No, not at all.” Aeon sat up, taking my face in his hands. “It probably made you the best of us, ready to give a Belladonna a chance. The rest of us just resented her a little.”

      He pulled me in for a slow and sensual kiss. I had been half-erect this entire time, but now I craved Aeon. I ran my hands down his chest feeling that familiar burning need I had always had for him.

      When my hands reached his hard cock, I began to slowly stroke him.

      “Lucien,” he moaned into my mouth.

      “Sit up on the edge, I want to taste you.” I nipped his lip.

      “Aren’t you the one who said we were just going to bathe?” he growled, sitting up.

      “I had a feeling this would happen.” I scooted forward, taking him into my mouth slowly, coming back up, swirling my tongue around the head of his cock. “And the need to see you come for me is all I need.”

      “Goddess,” Aeon moaned, flexing his hips up into my mouth.

      Seeing him come undone was one of my favorite things. I loved being in control of his pleasure; it had my own cock growing painfully hard. I stroked myself and took him in mouth until he hit the back of my throat.

      Aeon’s guttural moan spurred me on to take him even deeper. I slowly went as far as I could before the need to breath was too much. Taking a deep breath, I did it again only for Aeon to moan even louder for me.

      “Take that cock like a good boy,” Aeon snarled, lifting his hips up until he was fucking me in the mouth. His thighs were tensing up as I pulled away wanting him to spill himself elsewhere.

      “I want to fuck you, Aeon,” I growled, kissing up his stomach until I reached his mouth. I kept kissing him as I stroked him, teasing him so he would say yes.

      I had only fucked Aeon a few times, since I was happy taking his cock, but I wanted to be the one who gave him pleasure, make him squirm, make him beg.

      “Ok,” he panted, as I pulled away from him. “But not here, we might break the tub.”

      “Now, go get on the bed like a good boy,” I chuckled, standing up with my cock in his face.

      Aeon smirked at me with heavy lidded eyes. He stood up until we were chest to chest with our cocks close to each other. Grabbing both of our cocks, he stroked them together in both of his hands.

      “Holy shit, Aeon,” I whispered, thrusting into his palms.

      Seeing both of us in his hands, working us together, made me want to come already. I pushed him away before that could happen.

      “Bed, now,” I snapped, smacking his ass.

      He got out of the tub, walking to the bed still dripping wet. He looked over his shoulder with a sly grin on his face, watching as I followed him. I went to my dresser to get some oil out. Aeon laid back on the bed, stroking himself in lazy strokes. My mouth watered as I wanted to have him in my mouth again.

      I climbed on the bed kissing up his thigh, reaching his throbbing erection, before I did the same to his other thigh. Running my hands up, I took one of his balls in my mouth, sucking on one before I switched to the other one. He took a sharp intake of breath, grabbing the sheets as I teased him.

      I oiled up my finger, spreading it on his tight hole. He tensed, but once I sucked him into my mouth, he relaxed and let me in a little easier. I used my mouth and hand to pleasure him, working a second finger into him.

      Aeon runs his hands through my hair, trying to fuck my mouth, but I pushed my hand down on his hips to keep him still.

      “Lu...” he cried out. “I need... fuck me.”

      I wanted him to beg, I inserted another finger when he shouted out a slew of unintelligible things. I pulled my fingers out when I took my mouth off of him.

      “Lu, if you—”

      I took his cock as far down as I could, inserting my fingers again.

      “Lucien,” he growled. “Fuck me already.”

      The veins in his neck became more pronounced as I kept my head down almost to the base of his cock.

      “Lu!”

      I came up for air seeing the need in his eyes. Grabbing the oil, I coated my cock, stroking myself a few times. I lifted his legs, notching myself in place before I pushed inside with a little more force than I should have, shutting him up.

      Aeon groaned loudly, pulling at my hips, so that I could fully sheath myself in him. All I wanted to do was stay still and enjoy his warmth, but the primal side of me just wanted to spill myself in Aeon. I lean over touching our foreheads together as I pulled out, thrusting myself back into him.

      “Lucien,” Aeon panted.

      “Goddess, Aeon,” I was completely lost in the sensation of driving in and out of him.

      He turned my head to the side, kissing me while one of his hands pulled my hips forward. I continued my pace as our breathing became ragged, my heart was ready to burst and it was taking everything for me not to come too soon.

      “Look at you, taking my cock so well.” I smirked, pulling myself up, rolling my hips slowly as his cock jumped at the movement. “Touch yourself Aeon, give me your release.”

      He wasted no time in stroking himself. The sight was erotic, so erotic I had to distract myself, so I wouldn’t come prematurely. He lazily stroked himself, but I needed him to come now. I slapped his hand away as I pumped into him, sliding my cock in and out of his tight hole.

      “Lucien... Lu!” Aeon snarled, clenching around my cock while thick ropes of his cum shot between us. A few more thrusts and I followed, spilling myself into him, falling forward as I shuddered from the intensity,

      Our breathing was still labored as I kissed his lips softly.

      “That was amazing.” Aeon ran his hands through my hair. “I can see why—”

      I smelled her when Aeon stopped talking, making me look at the door to see her there in the shadows. Her violet eyes were shining brightly, but I noticed her hand in her leggings. She slowly pulled it out,  tasting herself while she moaned.

      Pulling myself slowly out of Aeon, I felt my cock get hard again. Aeon turned around to look at her.

      “Do you need help finishing, Kitten?” He coyly asked her.

      I saw her shake her head as I headed for the bathroom to wash myself, just in case she did need help.

      “Kitten.” Aeon’s growl was a warning that made me wash myself quickly before coming back into the room to see her hands back in her leggings. Her breathing was getting shallower, she was grabbing her own breast tweaking her nipple.

      “Kit Kat is being a bad girl.” I stalked to the door quickly, wanting to help her finish, when she shook her head.

      “Kitten,” Aeon warned as he came up behind me.

      “Almost, there,” she groaned.

      “Katarina,” I growled, lunging for her, when she screamed and ran away.

      I slowly walked in the direction she ran off to, giving her a head start.

      “Katarina you better run because I’m going to spank that bottom so red while I fuck you till you see your ancestors,” Aeon yelled.

      “I’m sure I can make myself come faster and harder with just my hands,” Katarina giggled, making me laugh.

      “Run!” we growled, loud enough that it echoed.

      Katarina squealed as I heard her running. Aeon and I looked at each other, pecked each other on the lips, and took off after her. With my blood pumping, Aeon running next to me and Katarina on the loose, I was more content than I had ever been. All we needed was Zev to complete the pack, and then...

      Katarina screamed and laughter echoed as we jogged after her in the library. Katarina was exiting the doors when Zev followed her, right on her heels. I guess it was going to be a good night. A really good night.
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      Aeon and Lucien’s moans were so hard to ignore. All I needed was just a peek, to see them together, then go back to my room to rub one out. Nothing like an orgasm to help with the stress. I also needed a pause from curse breaking. When I saw that Lucien was fucking Aeon, I just about had an orgasm right then and there.

      His face was angry with pleasure as he thrusted in and out, making me slip my hands down my leggings. I bit my lip to keep my moan from escaping when Aeon’s moans were cresting and they came together. I swear I had never seen anything sexier.

      When Lucien caught me with my hands down my pants, the hunger I had wasn’t going to be satiated with just my hands. I wanted a chase. So, I taunted until I got what I wanted. What I didn’t expect was Zev showing up in the library.

      He almost caught me when he lunged for me, catching me off guard.

      “Come on, Hellcat, let me catch you and we can fuck before they get here,” he growled, when we stepped outside.

      “Nah, you’re fucked, Zev,” I laughed, running even faster.

      After Aeon and I mated, it seemed I had gotten another upgrade. I was faster, stronger and I could control my magic better.

      “Come on, Sir Fluffington, catch me if you can.” I ran in and out of the trees when he tackled me.

      He landed on me thrusting into me as he tried to pin my hands down. Another thrust and I moaned obscenely. I was already so sensitive that any movement was driving me crazy. Before he could grab my hands. I ran my hand down his erection. Pumping him twice before I slugged him right in the face. It was enough to push him off of me.

      I took off running again, tripping on a branch, glancing behind me to see all of them chasing me. My heart skipped a beat, getting up to run again. The weather was perfect for this, as the cool air hit my heated body, pushing myself harder.

      When I could no longer hear them, I wondered if I had lost them already. I slowed down to a jog when I thought it might be best to hide. Before I could hide, one of them grabbed me by the waist.

      It was Lucien, with his smokey scent. He bent me over by a tree, and ground himself into me when I felt the rip on my t-shirt.

      “This was one of my favorite shirts,” I growled, getting pissed off.

      “Then don’t run,” he snapped, ripping my shirt on the side, tearing the other side too.

      I pushed away from the tree while he was ripping my shirt, which made us fall backwards and allowed me to roll on my shoulder. I got up quickly with flaps of loose material hanging off of me so I just took off my shirt. Before I could get the material over my head, I was tackled to the ground. The material was over my eyes and whoever it was had tightened it around my arms and head. They hovered over my lips like they wanted to kiss me when I head-butted them, hoping I had caught them off guard.

      Pain exploded behind my eyes when I heard them swear. I grabbed the shirt as I got up, almost falling when I pulled on the shirt, making me hit a tree.

      “Katarina!” My name was growled by none other than grumpy himself.

      Throwing my shirt back, I took off again, feeling Aeon and Lucien close. I took a wrong turn when I cornered myself in the same spot Zev had first chased me in. I spent too long looking for an exit when someone grabbed me by my waist, slamming me into a nearby tree.

      Zev’s bloody face came into view. I couldn’t help but smile at my handiwork.

      “You look good in red,” I laughed.

      “You’re such a pain my ass, Hellcat,” he growled, before ripping my leggings down the seam by my crotch.

      “Dammit, you brute! Can’t you take my pants off like a normal person,” I said, trying to knee him, but Zev had grown aware that I liked to kick them in the balls any chance I got.

      “Only when you stop being a fucking brat,” he snarled, pushing my panties to the side and thrusting into me. I was dripping for them, so he slid home with no resistance. Zev was so big that it wasn’t without some pain.

      I moaned loudly, hoping the others could hear me, but I wasn’t done running away. I enjoyed a few more thrusts before I pulled on his hair, pushing off the tree, making us fall. He grabbed me by the throat before I could get a punch in and made me slam my palm in his face.

      “Belladonna!” he snarled as I got up to run with my damn torn leggings.

      They gave me a false sense of security, letting me leave. I ran without seeing anyone behind me. Fear coursed through me, making me shiver in anticipation. I kept running, not wanting to stick around, even though I wanted to take my leggings off. A loud howl made me pick up my pace as I heard noise all around me. I decided to turn around thinking I could backtrack when a snarl made me turn in a different direction.

      They were hunting me like a pack, making me even more deliciously wet. The adrenaline was keeping me going before Aeon tackled me to the ground. I landed on top of him, remembering that night when I ground myself against him and he let me go.

      Tonight, he didn’t let me go when I rolled my hips over his hard cock. Quickly he pushed my panties aside, impaling me, making me scream with pleasure. Using his claws, he shredded the rest of my legging until I was only in a bra and panties. Someone held my hands back as Aeon thrusted from underneath me. The moon cast a beautiful glow on him, his eyes shining gold every so often.

      “Take his fucking cock, like a good whore,” Lucien whispered in my ear, making me clench around Aeon.

      Lucien talking dirty to me almost had me coming. My sweet Lucien being filthy was just what I needed.

      “I think it’s time for you to take both of us, Kitten,” Aeon grunted.

      “I don’t think I’m ready for—”

      I assumed ass play but when Lucien pushed me onto Aeon’s chest running his finger in my pussy’s entrance, I stilled as panic rushed through me.

      “As much as I want to take your ass, Kit Kat, I think you can take both of us in your pussy.” His voice was low and sensual.

      “Guys, I don’t think you realize how big you are.” I couldn’t stop the moan that escaped when he slid two fingers right on top of Aeon’s cock.

      “You’re soaked Kitten, let us fuck you at the same time.” I shivered as he kissed my neck with their marks.

      I was lost in different sensations as Lucien took his cock and rubbed it against where Aeon and I were connected. The thought of taking both of them made my heart race in fear and excitement. Aeon bit me hard on my mating marks, making me orgasm unexpectedly. Lucien pushed his way in slowly as I continued to clench around Aeon.

      Lucien moaned, sinking in as aftershocks from my orgasm were still making my pussy flutter. The stretch was scary, but it felt way too good. Aeon was still thrusting with small movements until Lucien had entered me fully.

      “Goddess, look at you taking our cocks, like a good girl,” Lucien moaned.

      It was too much for me, and also not enough. They let me get used to the fullness before they started to move. It wasn’t slow or careful. They fucked me like they were branding themselves on me. My legs started to shake with another orgasm as I leaned up changing the angle making them both groan.

      Movement to my left caught my eye as I saw Zev leaning against a tree, stroking himself. Having him watch us turned me on even more.

      “You like that he’s watching us both fuck you, Kit Kat?” Lucien’s dirty talk was sexier than I could have imagined. “You want him to see us filling you with our cum?”

      I nodded when I couldn’t find my voice. Lucien grabbed my tits tugging at my nipple’s while Aeon stroked my clit in small circles.

      “You want him to see you coming, while we fill your cunt up?” Aeon groaned. “Whose cunt is this? Huh, Kitten, tell us who you belong to?”

      Aeon grabbed my throat while his eyes flashed gold. Lucien’s hands were on my hips, grabbing on to the flesh like handles pulling me back while he thrusted forward. I closed my eyes as my pleasure was building past anything I had ever felt before.

      “He asked you a fucking question, Hellcat,” Zev snarled, grabbing my chin making me look up at him. “Who does this cunt belong to? Who owns you?”

      “No one.” I looked up at him with defiance in my eyes.

      Zev’s lips twitched like he wanted to smile but he kept his fierce expression in place.

      “We will see about that,” he said, accepting my challenge. “Don’t let her come.”

      I laughed that he thought he could control my men. I rolled my hips ready to chase my own release because no one fucking tells me what to do. Aeon was still rubbing my clit softly in circular motions that had me on the edge. Lucien kissed me while he played with my tits, but it wasn’t enough. I needed more.

      I rolled my hips faster, slapping Aeon’s hand away when I rubbed myself.

      “Kitten.” The warning in Aeon’s voice had me glaring at him.

      “Aeon,” I said, in the same tone of voice.

      “Nuh uh, Kit Kat.” Lucien pulled my arms back, changing the angle slightly, keeping me from touching myself. “Be a good girl and listen.

      “No,” I growled, hating that they were siding with Zev. “You little fucking shits are taking his side when—”

      Zev pinched my nipple so hard it made me scream when he shoved his cock in my mouth and a fleeting thought crossed my mind that I should just bite him.

      “Do it, see what happens,” he sneered, like he read my mind.

      I rolled my eyes, but kept my mouth open. Zev—of course—was the biggest dick. I mean he had the biggest cock. It was hard to take with my hands being held behind me. Each of them thrusted into me, it was like they were all in sync with each other.

      My pussy clenched as they used me.

      “Kitten,” Aeon moaned.

      “Katarina.” Lucien said my name in reverence like he was worshiping me.

      “Don’t come, Hellcat. If you do, I’m going to tie you up in the library again and you won’t come until we see you tomorrow.” Zev grinned at me before I pushed him all the way to the back of my throat, making myself gag.

      I pulled away when Aeon’s and Lucien’s thrusts were too much for me. Every nerve in my body was singing with pleasure ready to hit the high notes.

      “Don’t fucking come,” Zev growled, holding my chin, staring me down as I shivered.

      My orgasm was right there at the cusp when Aeon and Lucien snarled, coming together. I felt their release spill out of me. The thought was deliciously filthy and holding off my orgasm was almost too much.

      Zev pulled me off Aeon, spilling cum on his stomach. Lucien bent down to clean Aeon up. I was pushed onto my back, with a good view as Lucien took Aeon in his mouth. Zev slammed into me, fucking me fast and hard.

      I had to look away from Aeon and Lucien. The sight was so erotic that I was on the cusp again. The need to come was making me tremble even more.

      “I need to come,” I whimpered.

      All my anger, my hate and my inhibitions were out the door.

      Zev laughed, laying his body on top of me as he continued thrusting into me.

      “Already, Hellcat?” His voice was menacing. “That’s all it took.”

      I wanted to lash out, but I couldn’t think straight. My nerves were rapid-firing pleasure after pleasure quickly and all I wanted was my release.

      “Zev,” I whined.

      “Goddess, I love to hear you beg,” Zev groaned, lifting himself up for better leverage. “Beg, Katarina.”

      “Zev, please,” I groaned.

      His pelvis was gracing my already sensitive clit.

      “Please, what?” He chuckled.

      I slapped him, hating that I was at his mercy. He laughed as I dug my nails into his ass pushing him forward.

      “Please,” I groaned. “Just make me come already, Sir Fluffington.”

      He snarled at me, peppering my skin with goosebumps all over.

      “Please, Alpha,” I said, in a meek voice before I bit into his peck.

      He roared, picking up his pace.

      My body was on fire as we went wild. I ran my nails down his back before he leaned up onto his knees, grabbed my hips and picked up his pace. My legs shook when my body soared into a glorious, all-consuming orgasm. I screamed as the pleasure assaulted my body with wave after wave running through me. The pleasure was intense as it kept rolling through my body when he roared his release, pumping into me a few more times.

      He collapsed on top of me breathing hard in the crook of my heck, nuzzling me. For just a tiny moment I relished his weight on me, our hearts beating as one and just being near him. Exhaustion teased me, but I took one deep breath before pushing him up. He got up on his elbows, staring down at me like he wanted to tell me something. He nuzzled my nose in an affectionate way.

      I turned my head away from him. I wasn’t going to give in to this moment. He had made his choice, he had drawn the line, and he was going to have to deal with it. Zev had made his bed, now he had to lie in.

      He took the hint surprisingly, rolling off of me, as I felt some of his release come out.

      “You’re such a dirty woman.” Lucien nuzzled me. “That was so hot and the fact that you had all of us in you makes me want to take you again to make sure it all stays in you.”

      I couldn’t help the moan that escaped just thinking about it.

      “Lu, have we corrupted you?” I giggled when he picked me up.

      He shrugged, “Maybe, but I enjoyed seeing you like this much more than I expected. I’ll honestly take you anyway I can get you.”

      I leaned into his shoulder nuzzling his neck. Glancing behind us, Aeon was talking to Zev. They didn’t look upset, but it didn’t look like a comfortable conversation. Aeon walked to follow us, while Zev watched us walk away. He looked like a lost puppy for a moment before he shifted and ran away.

      As we made our way up the stairs a howl came from outside, making Lucien tense. It sounded so sad. When we reached Lucien’s drawing room, they looked at each other and for some reason I got a bad feeling.

      “As much as I hate the thought of cleaning you from our release, you have twigs in your hair and dirt smeared all over you.” Lucien smiled but I saw the tightness behind his eyes.

      As much as I wanted to know what had happened, I didn’t have the strength to worry about anything else.

      “You can get me dirty again,” I said, pulling him in for a kiss.

      “Oh, we will definitely get you dirty.” Aeon nipped at my neck.

      And they definitely did.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            30

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          

      

    

    







            AEON

          

        

      

    

    
      Katarina’s grandmother’s grimoire was filled with so many things that we didn’t know where to start. She had a journal portion, but she also had many spells in it too. She didn’t label everything, so to not miss anything we went through each spell just to make sure there wasn’t a possibility that we had missed something.

      Every night Lucien and I woke up together. Now that we were both mated to Katarina, we always woke up at the same time. Some days we would wake up before two, and some days we would wake up after two. The inconsistencies were getting annoying, but every day we were able to see the sun and I couldn’t complain. I wondered if it was because we had mated her that the curse allowed us to shift early.

      After we ran the perimeter we would bathe, heading down to the library. Zev would join us later where we would either eat a meal together or a snack as we researched. A few times it almost felt like we were complete. Between the four of us, we went through a lot of the spells, and each time that we didn’t find anything promising, you could see all of us get more and more frustrated. We only had a handful left to go through, but nothing was standing out.

      Zev had started to go through old text again, hoping to find something. He also went back through our logs to see if he could find anything more about Thane. He was fixated on the guy, but since nothing was really moving forward, I didn’t see the harm in letting him search for information about him. We needed to make sure we left no rock unturned.

      Since Yuletide was around the corner, Katarina had taken to making wreaths out of pines, some of the evergreens in the area, along with pinecones and cinnamon when we went back up to our rooms.

      Lucien and I would help her hang them in different areas until the night before Yuletide when most of the library and our rooms looked very festive. We agreed to give ourselves the day to celebrate, enjoying the small celebration to reset.

      When we woke up on Yuletide, flurries were starting to fall; it felt like it might be a big storm too. It was the latest snowfall we had ever had before. This worried me that a very brutal winter was coming. Katarina spent most of the day before and the day of Yuletide prepping, cooking and baking. So, as soon as we finished our run, we walked into the smell of cinnamon and oranges along with something savory. My stomach growled at the mouth watering scents, and I couldn’t wait for our meal together.

      Lucien and I took separate baths to ensure we didn’t fool around. During Yuletide, we always wore our best, but it seemed I was starting to wear the same things for every celebration. I grabbed my black trousers with a green button-down that seemed festive enough, combing my hair back to look more presentable. It wasn’t much but it would have to do.

      I exited my room when I noticed Zev exiting his room too. Today we all woke from the curse early, and it seemed it had allowed him to get up early too.

      “Blessed Yule,” he said, nodding at me.

      “Blessed Yule,” I responded.

      Our relationship had been strained since he had lashed out last time. It also didn’t go unnoticed that Katarina had given him the cold shoulder after we had chased her. She hadn’t said it out loud, but she kept her distance from him. That didn’t stop him from looking at her with longing. I knew why she had kept her distance, even though I was tired of both of their constant back and forth.

      “Dammit A, I tore my shirt.” Lucien came out of his room to see us both standing there.

      The seam on the side was ripped and I couldn’t help the chuckle that escaped my lips.

      “I have an extra green shirt, or I might have a maroon one,” Zev spoke up. “Blessed Yule.”

      “Uh, sure, it’s either that, or I wear my gray shirt.” Lucien stalked to Zev’s room. “I know Katarina is going to look beautiful, and I don’t want to look underdressed. Blessed Yule to you too.”

      I didn’t know if I should follow or not, but I decided I wanted to see inside the room because I knew he had been carving a few things.

      Lucien was changing his shirt when I walked in. Even though he was naked most of the time, I appreciated his sculpted chest with that delicious V that showed me exactly where to go.

      “This will work, thank you,” he said, looking at Zev.

      He buttoned up his shirt letting me appreciate the room instead of his body. Zev looked like he had replaced most of the furniture that he had destroyed a few months ago. It wasn’t as ornate as the ones before, but they were still beautiful.

      “It needs more work, but I wanted something in the room.” His deep voice was somber.

      “It looks good, Z,” I said, seeing he had also made nightstands that matched and he had a chair with an ottoman next to the enormous windows. The snow was falling in thick flakes and in no time the floor would be covered. I’m pretty sure Katarina had said she liked the chair, and that it was very comfortable. Had he done this for Katarina? The entire room was cozy, inviting, and Katarina would definitely like it.

      “Ok, I’m ready,” Lucien said, running his hand through his hair, messing up what he had fixed earlier.

      “Let’s go,” I said, walking out of the room.

      We walked down the stairs and saw Mr. Potter on the landing. He beamed at us. Seeing us together always made Mr. Potter happy.

      “And there she is,” Mr. Potter whispered.

      We all turned around, seeing Katarina coming out of her room. She hadn’t seen us yet; we were all able to look at her freely as she smoothed her gold dress into place. It was close to her body, dipping low in the front, flaring out slightly at the skirt with a huge slit in the dress showing her throwing knives strapped to her leg.

      I liked that she never went anywhere without them. She turned around to her door, like she was going to go back inside, showing us her bare back. The skirt of her dress started right above her perky ass.

      “Seriously,” Zev whispered, frustrated, almost making me feel bad for him.

      Changing her mind, Katarina turned around and walked to the stairs saying something to herself. Nervous energy filtered throughout our bond, amusing me. What was she nervous about? When she looked down at us, her cheeks flushed a gorgeous red. She slowly made her way down the stairs; appreciation shone in her amethyst eyes as she took us all in.

      “Blessed Yule,” she said, with a hesitant smile.

      Her lips were a gorgeous shade of red that went with the black around her eyes, making them look even more vibrant.

      “Blessed Yule,” we responded.

      “I’ve got dinner set up in the library by the fire,” Mr. Potter said, when no one moved.

      I moved to escort her, but Lucien beat me to it, holding his arm so she could hold onto him. They walked in front of us, and I was grateful for it. Her hips swayed side to side, mesmerizing me. Glancing at Zev, he was just as entranced with her as I was.

      We entered the library, but it was not how we had left it yesterday.

      “Mr. Potter!” Katarina squealed, as she launched herself at Mr. Potter. “It looks gorgeous, thank you for putting it up!”

      He hugged her back with the biggest smile on his face. My heart warmed at how everyone was changing because of her. Mr. Potter always liked to help or be useful and with Katarina, she satisfied some part of him that had always tried to take care of us.

      A rush of love filled me, it was so much so, that I didn’t know if it was because of Katarina, Lucien, or all of us being together.

      Katarina walked around the room with several trees up that looked like they had snow on them. The wreaths were all up with more garland decorating different surfaces in the library and around the windows. It looked like a winter wonderland had exploded here. Even though our pack never did anything this festive, it was nice to see Katarina enjoying it.

      “I didn’t think our home could look like this. It seems each holiday, she brings more warmth into our lives that I didn’t know we were missing.” Zev walked away after his confession.

      I knew exactly what he meant. Katarina had changed everything in less than a year. I hoped that included freeing us and letting us live our lives after we broke free. Looking around, I felt like we should be researching instead of wasting our time on this, but I knew we needed this. We had plenty of time to break the spell, right?

      “Come on Aeon, we have to light our Yule log.” Katarina beamed at me by the fireplace.

      I walked over to them seeing her put the log into place. She handed Zev the candle to light it, looking at him expectantly. We didn’t light a Yule log, we usually had a big bonfire.

      Zev stared at her, then at the rest of us. He usually took the lead on this but tonight he looked unsure.

      “Goddess moon, guide us in your light tonight as we shift into longer days. Guide us to embrace the sun that leads up into spring. Bless us tonight as we celebrate our longest night and show us our way to peace. Blessed be.”

      “Blessed be,” we all responded.

      He sounded nervous as he said the prayer, making me more curious as to what was going on with him. He gave the candle to Katarina giving her the honor of burning the Yule log when she surprised us and used her hand to light it on fire. She extinguished the flame, relighting like she was showing off to Zev.

      Pride bloomed in my chest that she had been getting better with her fire. It made me wonder if she was going to inherit my magic as well. My stomach soured at the idea, hoping that maybe she only got Lucien’s powers, and not mine.

      “Damn, Kit Kat.” Lucien beamed at her. “You just keep getting better.”

      She glowed with pride and excitement. “I don’t fight it like you said, my magic is here for me to control, not the other way around.”

      She summoned a ball of fire in her hand making it bounce up and down.

      Zev stared at her in awe. I don’t think he ever thought she would be able to do it on her own.

      “Ok, I’m done showing off,” she said, as another blush stained her cheeks.

      “Come on let’s eat,” I said, grabbing her hand, leading her to the table.

      The meal was amazing with a roast, fancy potatoes, green beans, rolls, and dessert. It was a peaceful dinner as Katarina talked about the disaster that had happened on Yule a few years ago. One of her sisters tried to cook dinner but ended up almost burning the house down.

      As I watched her laugh making her eyes light up, I had the sudden urge to play the piano for her. It had been decades since I played but seeing her carefree, and getting to know her more after we mated, made me want to offer a piece of myself that not many people knew about.

      A rush of emotions clogged my throat as I thought about my mate. How she was my a piece of music that called to me and how each facet of her was a part of a serenade that all came together to make the most harmonious piece of music. A melody that spoke to my soul, that played for only me because Katarina was music that I would never tire of hearing.

      After she finished her story, Katarina got up to serve us a lemon cranberry pie. She cut four pieces of pie, putting them on a plate before she walked to each of us. I don’t think she realized what she was doing, serving us food was meaningful. Zev looked down at the pie like it was poisoned.

      Once she served us, she murmured she would be right back.

      “Why does she look suspicious?” Lucien asked, while putting a piece of pie in his mouth, looking out the door she had just left.

      “Does she know what it means to serve us food?” Zev looked down at his pie.

      “I doubt it,” Lucien said, with a mouthful of food. “I wouldn’t take it the way you’re taking it.”

      I glared at Lucien, but he was oblivious to my stare, or he knew what he was doing by saying that to him. He was protective of Katarina.

      “Ok, don’t make this a big deal, but we used to exchange gifts at home. It’s nothing big but Blessed Yule.” She set down bags in front of each of us. It wasn’t anything fancy, just a brown bag, but it had a gold ribbon holding it closed.

      No one moved to open their bag as Katarina’s smile began to fade from her face.

      “Uh... you don’t have to open it now, but...”

      “Kit Kat, you shouldn’t have, I don’t have anything for you,” Lucien said, opening the bag revealing bright red small things that said Kit Kat, and he pulled out a necklace. It was a bright looking stone with one side a burning orange and the other side a bright white.

      “I took inspiration from the yin and yang symbol. Two halves of a whole, the sun and the moon. It’s meant to bring you balance. I know not having balance is hard so I wanted to give you a piece of it. If you ever feel off, this might give you a sense of peace. Where there is darkness, there is light.”

      Katarina fidgeted with her hands. She didn’t look at any of us, clearly shy that she had given us something meaningful, but I loved it even if I hadn’t seen it yet. I stood up, walked to her and kissed her.

      She yelped in surprise before she melted against me, kissing me with the same intensity. I gave her one last nibble before I rested my forehead against hers.

      “I don’t deserve you, but thank you for my gift. I love it.” I kissed her again, a little upset that I didn’t have anything for her.

      “You haven’t even seen yours.” She smiled at me.

      “I don’t need to, but I’ll go and open it right now.”

      The sound of a chair scooting back echoed in the library as we looked to see Zev walking away from the table. He had a scowl on his face as he left.

      “Zev!” Lucien called out, but he didn’t slow down, and it wasn’t long until I heard him shift.

      I looked down at Katarina who looked heartbroken. She quickly masked it with a half-smile. Lucien walked up to us with an annoyed expression, but he had put his necklace on already.

      “It’s fine guys.” She cupped Lucien’s face, kissing him softly. “As we like to say, Merry Christmas.”

      I wrapped my arms around both of them.

      “Merry Christmas,” I said, kissing Lucien and then Katarina. “Thank you, Katarina.”

      “You should open your gift.” She looked up at me.

      “I don’t need to, anything you give me, I’ll be grateful for.” I rubbed my nose against hers. “I love you, Katarina. Everyday I’ve had with you is a gift.”

      “Aeon,” she cried, as she threw her arms around me. “You were a pain in my ass, but I’m so glad we got over ourselves. I love you too, Aeon.”

      I kissed her softly even though I could feel her need for more. Holding her face in my hands, I poured my heart into making her feel everything that I felt for her. Katarina was my life, my air, and my reason to live.

      Katarina gasped, making me pull away from her, expecting Lucien behind her kissing her neck, but all I saw was her gray and glassy eyes. Heartache tore at me; it seemed Katarina had inherited one of my powers. She wasn’t lucky enough to be spared, and I hated that for her.
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      I didn’t see the future; I saw the past. The vision began with my grandmother writing in her grimoire around the same age as I was. She was furiously writing while looking over a few books, like she was taking notes or copying a spell. The frustration on her face spoke volumes. Either she was running out of time, or she had no idea what she was going to do.

      I could relate to both emotions because that was where I was right now. It was almost the new year and we had combed over every spell she had in her grimoire, but nothing looked useful, or was unfinished. The memory was growing weaker as the days went by, but nothing seemed to stand out from it. I didn’t even get a good look at what she had been writing.

      “Katarina, not everything that is shown to you has meaning, my power is never concrete,” Aeon said, running his hand down my back. We were naked on the floor in front of the fireplace that Lucien had in his drawing room. I was lying on my stomach, reading while he was next to me. Lucien was drawing on a chair across from us.

      “Then what is the point of this damn power if it just shows you stupid shit,” I said frustrated, slamming the book shut. “I was always told magic was a gift and this just feels like a curse.”

      I laid my head on my hands looking into the fireplace.

      “My mother was a seer too, but her visions were always important because they always came true.” Aeon kissed my shoulder. “She saw my father die and no matter what she did, he ended up dying.”

      I closed my eyes thinking that was definitely worse than what I had to go through.

      “When my powers started to show, I was getting snippets of what I thought was the future, but I wasn’t getting full visions like my mother. It was frustrating and it felt useless. But one day I saw my sister getting hurt. The following week, she walked out of the house in the clothes I had seen her in.” I turned around to look at him, seeing him staring at the flames. “I asked her where she was going, why she was going, trying to be the annoying little brother I could be, and it saved her life.”

      He looked down at me with a solemn expression. I cupped his face, giving him all the comfort I could.

      “We were making repairs on a building, and it was on the way she was going to walk. In my vision she was underneath something, but I couldn’t see what it was. Just that small interference made all the difference. When I told my mother about it, she said the goddess gave me a power that might not seem like it was useful, but if out of a hundred visions one saved my sister, then it might be worth it.”

      “That makes sense, but what about the anxiety it gives you, isn’t it exhausting?”

      “You will never be able to save everyone, and if it’s their time, then it’s their time. The goddess gave me visions to change things but also to prepare me. I saw my family die, I knew when they were going to die. Actually, my mother had seen different things and I hated it, but my mother pointed out that not everyone gets a chance to say goodbye or say what they need to say.” He looked lost in the memory of his mother.

      “She sounds like she was an amazing woman,” I said, running my fingers through his hair.

      “She was one of the best people of the pack. She was selfless, a fierce warrior and she loved like it was her last day on earth.” The longing in his voice made me want to cry. “The night my family died, she told me she had seen my future and one day the spell would be broken but I had to have patience...”

      He took a deep breath, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear.

      “And I had to prepare to sacrifice anything for the spell.” He looked worriedly at me.

      “Do you think it’s me you have to sacrifice?” I knew that look in his eyes. “Is that why you held off mating for so long?”

      “That and losing you would be a fate I didn’t want to have to live though. I had seen a future where we were all holding on to you and you laid in our arms motionless. Almost all of my visions had you or one of us die with you.” The fear in his voice made me launch myself at him, making him roll onto his back.

      “Death won’t keep us apart, Aeon. I will haunt your ass until you come home to me.” I kissed him trying to ease his fear.

      “What will you do, molest me while I’m awake during my hour?” He pulled away from me smirking.

      “You better believe it, because this is mine.” I grabbed his semi-hard cock. “You belong to me Aeon, you’re a piece of me that I have been missing for a long time and without you I’m incomplete.”

      “I couldn’t live without you Katarina. Lucien has said it before and I thought it was a dumb idea, but as soon as you leave this world, I will follow you. We will follow you. I don’t care if you think we could be free. I won’t live in a world where I get to live my life and you don’t. Our bond will not end in death, and if I have to sell my soul to the goddess then I will. You are my eternity and I expect no less time with you.”

      Aeon rolled me onto my back as he kissed me deeply while I swooned. It wasn’t long before I felt Lucien join. Even though I hated the thought of them dying for me, these men always had a way with words that I couldn’t live without. I just hoped none of us had to experience a future without each other. If I couldn’t break the spell, I didn’t know if I could die knowing they would follow or go crazy without me.
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      It was New Year’s Day. I had exactly four months to find a way to break the curse. It was two in the morning and I couldn’t stay in the castle anymore. A fresh foot of snow lay on the ground as I walked through it.

      My mind was racing with what-if’s, what more could I do, and what if I’m not meant to break the spell. It was not safe to be out here this early, but since I couldn’t find anything more in my grandmother’s grimoire, I needed to get out of my prison for some fresh air. Unfortunately, that’s what it was starting to feel like, and I didn’t know how the guys had done it for so long.

      The crisp air was helping me keep a tight grip on my emotions. All I wanted to do was cry, destroy my room and hit something. It felt like I was fighting a losing battle that I initially thought I could win, but now felt like I had always been destined to lose.

      “Katarina, what are you doing out here so early?”

      I turned around to see Zev behind me, naked. Yeah, that fucker was still big in the cold, go figure. I shivered involuntarily because he looked cold.

      “What are you still doing out here? Go inside before you catch hypothermia.” I took off my cape to give it to him. It was bright red, reminiscent of Red Riding Hood’s cape, but I had three wolves who were luring me into their debauchery instead of something innocent.

      “I don’t need it, but what if I had been a wolf, or one of the guys was still called to the curse.” He looked angry, giving me back my cape.

      “Would it have mattered? If you had killed me, I would come back,” I snapped, pushing it back to him.

      “Coming back to life isn’t always quick,” he said frustrated, putting the cape over my shoulders. “You could be hurt for a week and waste all that time because you’re stubborn.”

      I shrugged off the cape as I threw a punch at him. He barely dodged it, grabbing my fist, wrapping my own arm around my chest, pinning me against his chest. I could feel his heat against my back. He was deliciously warm and as much as I wanted to sit here and soak up his warmth, I needed some violence.

      I stomped on his foot, swinging my hand down to his crotch, which he did not expect. He let go of me with a snarl. Turning around quickly, I punched him square in the face. He blocked the next hit before he was able to grab my left hand, pinning it to my back, pushing the front of my body against a tree.

      “Katarina, we—”

      I pushed up against the tree until I had space to push my leg up and kick off from the tree. He loosened his grip when I tried to yank my arm away, almost dislocating it. My training went out the window as I started to thrash in his hold, tired of this whole ordeal.

      That’s when the vision hit as soon as he wrapped his arms around me.

      This time a woman was looking through books, but one book in particular was standing out to me. I had seen it before, but I couldn’t figure out where until I realized she was in the library. It was my great aunt. The vision left as quickly as it came.

      Her grimoire was here. She had to have hidden it or maybe she left it in the library.

      “Katarina!”

      I looked at Zev with wide eyes.

      “We have to find Ava’s grimoire, it’s in the library,” I said quickly, trying to push him away.

      “Wait, when the hell did you get Aeon’s magic?” he growled.

      I was about to answer when I saw the necklace. This bastard had left me after I gave him my present and said present was hanging around his neck, WTF!

      “If you hadn’t left that night of Yule, you would have been there when I got my first vision,” I snapped, pushing him away. “Don’t act like you are hurt because you didn’t know.”

      Turning around to walk back to the library, I only made it a few steps before my legs buckled, and I was forced into a vision.

      My aunt wiped her hand on a mirror. The same mirror that was in my bathroom.

      “My sweet darling, I hope this finds you. I’ve had visions of you. Everything your grandmother and I have done has led you to this moment. I’m leaving all of my research here in the library for you along with Vivienne’s grimoire.” She held up a black and gold grimoire. “By now, I hope you have read Vivienne’s grimoire. She was tricked, Katarina. This spell is not what they think it is or any of us thought it was. Read my book darling, break the spell, and break the awful path our coven is following.”

      “Katarina!” My body was laid down carefully on the floor. “Hellcat.”

      The panic in his voice made me snap my eyes open quickly as I tried to get my bearings.

      “Zev,” I croaked out, my voice sounding awful.

      “Are you ok?” he cupped my face.

      “Yeah, I just—”

      I didn’t even know what to say. The vision wasn’t long, but it held so much information that I didn’t know how to process it. Zev picked me up with ease, walking me inside and up the stairs. It wasn’t much warmer here, but I didn’t realize how cold I was. He took me to his room, set me on his bed and took my shoes off. He quickly looked me over before going to the fireplace to get it started.

      I turned on two candles to give us more light. It was odd that he brought me here, but the room had certainly changed since the last time I had been here. The bed was massive, just as comfortable as my own bed, maybe even a little more comfortable. The room had darker colors, with a lot of wood furniture and in the corner next to the big window was one of the chairs I liked to read in with an ottoman.

      “Are you ok?” Zev pulled my attention to him, disappointed that he had pants on, but his dick had to be cold.

      I nodded as my cheeks flushed, thinking about Zev in ways I knew I shouldn’t. He sat next to me, grabbing my cold hands, warming them with his own. The action felt intimate, and I didn’t know why.

      “You scared me,” he said, looking down at our hands. “Your whole body went limp, and I was barely able to catch you. Your eyes were a vivid violet before they went completely black. I thought Caston had come back.”

      I shook my head, hating the concern I heard in his voice.

      “I haven’t felt him for weeks,” I said defensively, but then I didn’t feel him the first time. “I think my barriers are strong and I wear this all the time. Aeon gave it to me as Mr. Potter had suggested, to help strengthen my mind.”

      I showed him my amethyst necklace.

      “That was his mother’s.” Zev stared at it.

      “I know. He said she never took it off, and that it was supposed to help with her visions. Amethyst is supposed to help center the mind and ward off any negativity,” I said, trying to figure out why it was such a big deal.

      He nodded, but his eyes looked to be far away in a memory.

      “I think I am going to go back to my room and change my pants since they got wet. Then I’m going to the library to search for her book.” I made a move to get off the bed, but Zev stopped me.

      “I think maybe you should rest,” he said, looking at me like he was expecting to find something wrong with me.

      “Zev, I’m fine. I’ve warmed up and I think this grimoire is going to be our ticket out of here.”

      “I’ll go look and you stay here, just tell me what I’m looking for.” He stood up ready to leave me. “I also wanted to tell you that this room is ready for you and the guys.”

      “What do you mean it’s ready?”

      I looked around the room wondering why he was giving us this room. I knew the bed was abnormally bigger, but it felt wrong to take it from him.

      “This room was for Vivienne, it was our pack room but well, that didn’t happen. Now that you are mated to them, this room should be yours.” He walked to the double doors to the left. “The closet should be big enough for all of you, I’ve added shelves and the bathroom is bigger too. I’ve moved all my things—”

      “Excuse me? This is your room,” I said frustrated, the rejection that he would not be my mate irritated me and made me want to throttle him. “I won’t take your room whether or not I’m mated to Aeon and Lucien.”

      I got off the bed, slipped my shoes on and got ready to walk out. It shouldn’t have bothered me; he was an angry asshole. All he did was bring me pain, but I still felt a pull to him like a magnet. My body craved him while my heart wanted to claim him. It didn’t help that even though I had two amazing men who loved and cherished me, our group still felt incomplete.

      “Katarina,” Zev called out to me as I left the room.

      I ignored him as I walked down the stairs.

      “Katarina.” He reached for me, but I moved away quickly.

      “Leave me alone, Zev, I have more important things to do instead of arguing about that stupid room,” I snapped, running to my room, shutting the door and locking it.

      There was no way in hell I was taking that room. If I remembered correctly, that room was for them and Vivienne; it was a pack room. If he was going to reject me then I definitely wasn’t going to be in that damn room, no matter how much I loved the thought of all of us having a room together. They made that room for her, and it felt wrong to live there, especially if it wasn’t all of us.
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      Katarina called the room I spent all my hard work on ‘stupid’. I knew it shouldn’t have stung so much, but it was all done for her. Keeping that piece of information from her was probably a really dumb thing to do, but admitting it seemed like it would give her the wrong idea.

      It would be the wrong idea, right?

      Who was I kidding, I had an insane need to take care of her. If she couldn’t be my mate, then the next best thing would be to provide for her. I could do that and not be mated to her. At this point, I forgot why I couldn’t have her, but I was so stubborn that I didn’t want to give in.

      You can’t trust her.

      She was infuriating most days, a pain in my ass on her worst days, and always a sex witch weaving her spell around me because I was always hard around her. Just smelling her close by would make me start to become erect.

      I ran my hands through my hair as I hid in the shadows, waiting for her to leave her room. Her reaction left me even more grumpy, but I had an idea to just move her things into the room with Lucien’s and Aeon’s things too. She would have no reason to move back out, and I knew she liked the room. She looked at it with appreciation, especially that chair I had taken from the library.

      Katarina left her room in a rush. She had on her usual big sweater and those sinful pants she called leggings. I had no idea who invented them, but the way it made her legs and ass look, damn, I was grateful. That person deserved a fucking award.

      She hadn’t found the grimoire yet. Each night she came back to her room or Lucien’s drawing room looking more and more frustrated. Yesterday I spent the night trying to find it on my own. Her vision hadn’t said where it was, so we were blindly looking for a grimoire. All we knew was what coloring it was.

      After I finished what I wanted to do, I would go down and help her. I knew this was not the way to go about it, but my need to take care of her was overriding my practical brain. Once she went down the stairs, I waited a few minutes to make sure she didn’t come back.

      Listening one last time before I made my way to her room, I opened the door, assaulted with her delicious scent. It was so strong, inciting the hard to ignore need to bring myself to a release. Maybe I could steal another pair of her underwear and I could finish early at the library, or I could take care of business before I went down.

      I shook off the need, going straight to her trunk to open it. Grabbing all her books, and all her clothes, I loaded them into it as neatly as possible. She had a lot of clothes, but she also had things in her bathroom too. The amount seemed unnecessary, but it looked like she liked a lot of things for her face and body.

      “What are you doing?”

      I turned around, dropping a few bottles of things.

      Aeon and Lucien stood in the doorway of her room. I wanted to lie but I knew I had to come clean to them.

      “I was moving Katarina’s thing to the main bedroom. You are all mated and deserve the bigger space so all of you have one place to keep your things like mated packs do,” I said, putting the bottles in the trunk.

      “Did you tell her or are you just making her?” Lucien looked at me suspiciously.

      I exhaled sharply, wanting to lash out at him. “I told her about it a few days ago and she dismissed it. All I want to do is provide a space for you. You are mated, you should sleep and live in the same space.”

      “We are usually in one of our rooms, but he’s right. I’ve thought about moving her things into one of our rooms,” Aeon said, walking into the room.

      “So, we are just going to ignore what she wants?” Lucien looked angry.

      “No, I just think she would appreciate it if you all were together. That is what that bedroom is for.” I put more things into the trunk. “Once she sees all of your stuff there too, she will stay.”

      “I mean it would make things easier. The room is bigger, so is the bathroom and that tub is definitely bigger.” Aeon grabbed a few things, helping me pack up. “If she doesn’t like it, we can just blame Zev and move her things to the drawing room or one of our rooms.”

      I glared at Aeon. “Seriously?”

      “I mean either way it would be your fault if we hadn’t showed up.” Aeon shrugged.

      Lucien looked conflicted but he came into the room, helping us pack her things.

      “It would be easier if you just mated with her,” Aeon said. I knew it was only a matter of time before he brought it up.

      I’m surprised it wasn’t Lucien who said it.

      “You hurt her feelings by suggesting we use that room when you are fighting the mating urge. You keep rejecting her and there is only so much she can take.” Lucien moved to her nightstand.

      “I don’t expect you to understand. I just can’t mate with her, it’s complicated and no matter how much my wolf wants to do it, or how much I want to do it, it’s...” I stood there, completely dumbstruck. I didn’t have a good excuse anymore, I was just being stubborn. But if I could just hold on to my hate and distrust, I might make it out of here without mating her.

      “You don’t even know why you are mad anymore, do you? You’re holding onto hate or whatever it is and for what reason? We could all be blissfully happy but again, you are only thinking of yourself.” Lucien was angry and I expected it, but hearing the truth out loud hurt me even more.

      I didn’t know what to say, so I stayed quiet. A buzzing sound made me turn around to see Lucien holding a very pink item in his hand which he looked at it with fascination.

      “What is that?’ Aeon walked over to Lucien.

      “I think it’s called a vibrator. I just finished reading a book where the man tried a lot of these on his woman. It goes right on her clit, Katarina said they were intense orgasms.”

      Lucien must have seen the confusion on my face.

      “The clit is her sensitive bud.” He shut off the thing and pulled out something else that looked like an egg with a long cord at the end.

      “I think this one goes into her cunt and it—” he pressed a button making it vibrate. “This one looks fun. Yeah, we are definitely going to use these.” He put them in his pocket.

      “You read about these in a book?” I couldn’t believe it.

      “Yeah, it was a good book, the dude was cool, some guy who protects her, she writes romance novels. He helps her orgasm, makes her believe in herself and they definitely get her out of her head. I’m sure Katarina wouldn’t mind recreating one of the sex scenes and getting fucked against a bookshelf while I call her brave one.”

      “Does she read this? Where did you get the book?” I wondered if I had been missing out.

      “Katarina says the holy trinity of authors are always guaranteed to make you cry, feel good and give you the ‘happily ever after’ every girl deserves.”

      He continued packing up her things like this conversation was so normal.

      “So, she reads about sex?”

      “Yeah, she says she needs a little escapism.” Lucien smirked, grabbing the other bag she brought with her and putting it on the bed, filling it up. “See, this one made her cry, but she said the shower scene was great and the guy was a hot cinnamon roll.”

      He held up a pink book with butterflies on it that read ‘Until Tomorrow Comes’.

      What the hell is a cinnamon roll?

      “And you’re ok with it?” I looked at Aeon.

      “Does it matter what I think? It makes her happy and why would I take that away from her?” He looked back at me like I had lost my mind. “They have good information too, why would I pass up different ways to make her come?”

      They continued to pack her things while I thought about these books wondering why on earth anyone would read them. Once we finished grabbing most of her things, we took them up to their pack room and began to unpack.

      We made quick work of unpacking before I went for the last of her things as they went back to their rooms for their things. We didn’t have a lot of stuff to our name so it wouldn’t take all of us to finish it quickly.

      I entered their pack room, seeing them put clothes in their closet along with setting things throughout the room. It looked just like how I imagined our life was destined to be with Vivienne. For the first time, I wondered what life with Vivienne would have been like. Would we have hated each other? Grown to love her? Or were we always destined to fail?

      “This was a great idea, Zev,” Aeon said, as he came out of the closet.

      Lucien came out of the bathroom, looking around the room.

      “It was a great idea, and it would be even better if you just moved in with us and mated her already.” Lucien glared at me. “What if this spell requires us to be mated to her, or maybe us being mated to her gives her the power she needs to break it?”

      “That’s a lot of what-ifs. You think all of that was put into the spell?” I snapped. “You think Vivienne sat there listing out all of these things? No, at the end of the day she wanted to punish us for Goddess knows what. She conjured this curse to punish us and that’s all there is to it.”

      “Zev, I think you really need to think about it, what if you mating her ensured she breaks the spell? Don’t you think it’s weird that ever since she’s mated Lucien, we are awakening earlier and staying human later?” Aeon looked exasperated at me.

      “The same reason that our wards around the property failed. The magic is getting weak. Isn’t that what you and Mr. Potter speculated?”

      He narrowed his eyes at me. “Yes, but…”

      “So then what is it? You can’t change your narrative to manipulate me,” I snarled, getting impatient and hating them ganging up on me.

      “Just think about it, ok?” Lucien said, getting between us. “She won’t admit it, but I will, our bond doesn’t feel complete and you walking out on Yule was a dick move. It might not help with breaking the curse, but we were always supposed to share our mate.”

      I didn’t know what to say because he was right. We were always supposed to share a mate, but the possibility that we would lose her made my stomach sour. My resolve on mating her was dwindling away, but I couldn’t let go. There was still a possibility that she was going to do something to us, purposely or accidentally.

      “I know we might lose her. We might only get a few months of happiness, but I think her love and feeling complete for a few months is better than feeling many lifetimes of heartache. Happiness that I never knew existed warms my soul, and I finally got tired of feeling numb.” Aeon smiled. “Zev, she’s everything we’ve always wanted and more.”

      Lucien smiled, looking at Aeon with a dreamy look on his face.

      “She’s the calm before the storm, but she is also the eye of the storm. She will cause havoc, but fuck if I don’t love every single piece of her.” Lucien’s smile grew. “You of all people know how sassy she can be, she is our equal in every way. Katarina is a sprig of lavender in our stressful lives, an amethyst to heal our damaged hearts and most of all, a purple sunrise, because she is giving us hope for another day.”

      Lucien looked extremely happy. I was jealous, so hateful, but I couldn’t put my faith in her. I simply couldn’t trust her; I wouldn’t survive another betrayal.

      “Just think about it,” Aeon said. “Come on, let’s go see if we can find this grimoire.”

      Aeon grabbed Lucien’s hand walking out of the room, leaving me even more confused and resentful. If she died, they had each other. Who would I have?

      I followed them out of the room debating on whether I wanted to shift and spend the rest of my time running or helping. Not wanting to be a dick or selfish, I headed to the library.

      “I must have gotten the vision wrong or maybe it was the wrong book.” Katarina’s voice was sad when I walked into the library. “I guess I was hoping she would have just left it somewhere obvious, instead of hiding it.”

      Katarina looked up at me with narrowed eyes as I walked closer to her.

      “You’ve checked everywhere?” Lucien wrapped an arm around her.

      “Mr. Potter looked for a dark grimoire with purple and gold and I’ve been looking too, we both haven’t found anything,” she said, looking over the library when her eyes grew big. “She said she left it with Vivienne’s book. Do you know—”

      I didn’t wait to hear what she said before I took off.

      “Zev!” Katarina called out to me, and I could hear her following me.

      I ran up the stairs to the bookshelf to the secret spot my mothers had and climbed the bookshelf. Once I got to the top, I looked in the bench that opened up at the corner exactly where I had found Vivienne’s grimoire. As soon as I opened I saw it there, a black grimoire with purple and gold on it.

      “Holy shit, Zev!” Katarina screamed, launching herself at me. “You found it!”

      She kissed me on my lips, catching me off guard before she grabbed the grimoire. When she opened it, it was blank, she pulled a knife from her thigh and sliced her hand, letting a few drops of blood hit the first page. It shimmered while words slowly started to appear on the page.

      “I hope those brutes have been treating you kindly. If not, I have a spell that will cause them to have boils on their butts, and not just on the outside.” Katarina read and she laughed.

      She looked relieved.

      “Well, it seems we have some more studying to do.” She smiled at me, looking hopeful.

      “Yeah, it does,” I said, as we climbed down to Lucien and Aeon.

      “Jackpot boys! Let’s get the fuck out of here,” Katarina said, looking excited.
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      Ava’s book ended up being a gold mine of research. That night we found so much information that we had no idea what to do with it. But my happiness at finding the book was overshadowed when I found out all of my stuff had been moved to the pack room as they liked to call it.

      I didn’t even let Lucien and Aeon sleep with me when they said they thought it was a good idea and confessed to moving my things a couple of days ago. Even though it was nice being able to have so much room for all of us, hearing that it was actually meant for Vivienne just gave me a weird feeling. I wouldn’t admit it, but I did enjoy having a space to call our own and having a fireplace in your room was amazing. The weather seemed to be getting colder and colder, so it was nice being able to walk around the warm room without having to run to my bathroom to pee.

      Over the last few days we saw Ava had narrowed it down to several spells, but she wasn’t sure what would work the best and she didn’t have the guys. She didn’t have the original spell, but she had something that she thought was similar to Vivienne’s grimoire.

      “Ava was a genius,” Aeon said, as he looked over one of the spells we had narrowed it down to. “She was extremely detailed. Her ingenuity was amazing.”

      I smiled at the awe in his voice.

      “I don’t understand why she didn’t tell us this is what she was doing.” Zev stated, pacing in front of the fire, looking through her grimoire. Ava kept a very detailed journal, explaining what happened almost every day, and Zev had taken to reading it.

      I snorted at his comment, earning a glare from him.

      “I mean, do you blame her?” I raised my brows at Zev.

      “Maybe it would have been different.” He shrugged his shoulders.

      “Different how?” I was irritated.

      “She could have been our mate instead.” He narrowed his eyes at me.

      Jealousy flared through me that he would say something like that.

      “Zev,” Aeon chided.

      “I’m just saying she could have been our mate; I mean she did have magic and—”

      The sound of my chair scooting back up stopped his speaking.

      “I’m sure she would rather have died by her own hand than to have to deal with you,” I snapped, walking to the table we had snacks on, praying I didn’t sound jealous.

      “I’m sure she would have rather died coming on my cock.”

      I turned around to glare at him.

      “She can’t choke on two inches, Zev.” I rolled my eyes hearing one of the others chuckle even though we all knew he had the biggest, and was, the biggest dick.

      “Well, you certainly begged for my two-inch cock like you were a bitch in heat.”

      This asshole. So, I chose violence. I flung two knives at him anticipating he would try and catch them, when one hit his shoulder. I threw one more hoping it would hit something. He wasn’t expecting the last one I threw; it embedded itself into his forearm.

      He growled, seeing him yanking at them gave me satisfaction that he was bleeding.

      “If you hadn’t had sex already, I would say just have sex,” Lucien shook his head with a grin on his face.

      “Pass,” I said, grabbing my coffee cake, even though just being near him had me on edge.

      Zev threw the knives at me, one right after another. I dodged one and was able to catch two of them when I dropped my coffee cake. His aim was shit but I managed to catch one on the sharp end holding in the cry from the pain in my palm. I threw both knives on the table glaring at Zev as I picked up my snack.

      “Can we get back to the spell?” Aeon sounded irritated, but he was right, we were wasting time. “You can fuck afterwards.”

      I grabbed a book sitting by Aeon and got back to working on the spell. Taking a deep breath, we went back to work without interruption. It was like piecing a puzzle together. Zev left soon afterward with his shitty attitude and a grumble. We were so engrossed in our work that we didn’t even realize the library was starting to light up with the sunrise. The sky had a purple glow to it that was beautiful.

      Aeon and Lucien were looking out the big windows in awe, we had never really seen the sunlight like this. I loved seeing them like this, and I was grateful that even if it was just for a moment, they got to bask in the sun’s rays.

      “I forgot what the library looked like during the day.” Lucien’s voice was full of emotion.

      “It was the best place in the castle.”

      “It’s absolutely beautiful, our library at home couldn’t even hold a candle to it,” I said, feeling a prickle of awareness.

      I looked around worried that Zev would come in. It was definitely time to go back to my room.

      “Kit Kat, go back to our room.” Lucien’s voice was deeper, full of fear. “Tread slowly, until you leave the library.

      “Lucien,” I said his name with worry.

      “Just go.” His voice had changed.

      Looking over my shoulder, I saw a black wolf appear behind Lucien. Aeon was facing Zev, but they were all completely still. Zev’s attention was on the guys and Lucien’s eyes were golden, but he looked to be in total control. I took a soft step back, trying to be light on my feet not to make a sound, but also prepared to run for my life if I needed to.

      I took a few steps before he noticed me. A deep growl made the hair on the back of my neck stand up. There was no way I was going to make it to the room, it was too far and I was worried when the guys shifted that they would lose themselves to the curse.

      Aeon and Lucien stood in front of him like a wall, but I still didn’t like our odds. There were too many variables, so I did something Lucien and I had only tried once. I let my fire come to my hands, then threw up a wall of fire. It was probably dumb, but I didn’t even see if it had worked. I ran further into the library to the spiral staircase to make it up to the second floor when a growl sounded a lot closer than I was expecting.

      When I climbed the staircase, I looked behind me to see all three of them running to me. My heart rate spiked, not bothering to attempt to see who was feral or still protecting me.

      One of them hit the staircase making me yelp in surprise. Stepping onto the second floor, I raced to the last spot I had hidden from the wolves. I made it to the bookshelf and was about to start climbing when a wolf ran into me and another launched itself at me.

      Katarina!

      It sounded like Lucien’s voice in my head, making me hesitate from pulling my knives out. Lucien’s wolf pushed me behind him, growling at the other wolves. My heart was racing until I realized Lucien was moving so that I could be closer to the bookshelf.

      I’m going to attack; you need to be ready to run somewhere safe.

      How are we speaking to each other? I wondered if he had heard me.

      Go! He yelled before he launched himself at the nearest wolf.

      I turned to climb the bookshelf when I heard a loud yelp, sending my anxiety through the roof. Climbing over the edge, I laid down panting hard, looking down to see one of them trying to get up here, but it wasn’t working out. I formed a ball of fire, letting it fall on the one I thought was Zev, but extinguishing it after I heard a snarl before they or anything else caught fire.

      Lucien growled, attacking whoever had tried climbing on the bookshelf, blood dripping from his teeth.

      The yelp gave me satisfaction.

      Lu, are you ok?

      I didn’t know what the hell I was doing as I tried to communicate with him, but he got them to chase him, taking them hopefully far away from me.

      It looked like I was going to be stuck here until the curse released them. There was no way I was taking a chance on trying to get to my room. I tried to stand up when my legs buckled. Blood was coming out of my leg, but I couldn’t remember when I hurt myself or who had hurt me. It looked like it was three gashes, more than likely from someone’s claws.

      “Kit Kat.” I turned around to Lucien climbing over the top of the shelf.

      “Oh my goddess, baby.” I ran to him and saw he was a bloody mess.

      “I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” he said, as I hauled him up.

      He reached for me, pulling me to his chest as he shuddered.

      “I’m fine, I’m fine,” I said, holding onto him, feeling his fear for the first time.

      “I have to go, but I needed to check on you.” He pulled back to look at me. “I didn’t mean to hurt you, but the curse called to Aeon and he was—”

      “I’m fine, it’s ok,” I said, grabbing his face.

      “I saw you climb up, but I needed to make sure you were ok.” He kissed me quickly.

      “I’m ok, I promise,” I said, even though I felt a throbbing pain in my leg.

      “I’ll send Mr. Potter to look at your leg, I just—”

      “Lucien, I am fine.” I brought him forward for another kiss. “I’m more shocked at hearing you in my head.”

      “I heard you too, and as much as I want to keep practicing, I need to go,” he said, like he was whining.

      “Ok, I mean it’s a good thing, right?”

      “Everything with you is a good thing, Katarina,” he whispered, pulling me in for a kiss that made my toes curl. “Mine” he growled.

      “Yours always,” I growled back.

      He kissed me roughly, nicking me with his teeth from the intensity.

      When he pulled away his eyes were yellow, his canines had lengthened, and he had a predatory gaze on me.

      “I exist for you, mate.” He pulled away from me leaving me needy from that kiss.

      I took a deep breath, calming my libido.

      “Those fools,” Mr. Potter yelled, before he floated to me.

      “I’m fine,” I said as he helped me up.

      “I told them not to get too comfortable,” he snarled, when he saw how much I was limping. Mr. Potter lifted me up bridal style saying things I didn’t understand.

      “It’s not that bad,” I groaned, when he put me on the bench by the window.

      “They could have killed you,” he said, cutting my leggings.

      “It’s not like I wouldn’t have come back to life.” I tried defending them for some reason.

      “What if the magic isn’t strong enough to bring you back?”

      “I didn’t think of that,” I said, as a new wave of anxiety ran through me. “But why do you think the magic is running out?”

      He didn’t respond while he looked at the opened flesh. I didn’t think it was that bad, but it seemed Lucien got me good.

      “Can you explain why they are waking up earlier and earlier?” He spoke softly. “Or why was your husband able to walk on the property?”

      “No, I can’t,” I said, wondering why I never thought it was strange they were waking up earlier. “I guess I was hoping that since we were mating maybe I lessened the curse.”

      “Then why is Zev waking up early?” He cleaned my wound, patted it dry, grabbing a needle and thread.

      “I… I don’t know.” I hissed at the first puncture of the needle.

      “I got to thinking after you asked what powered the curse. I knew it had to be something big because you were right, it’s been two hundred years.” He finished his last stitch on one gash. “Vivienne wasn’t strong enough to power it by herself, but what if she tied it to your family and what if your family is losing power?”

      I mulled over what he had just said, wondering if it could be true.

      “My sister is a powerful alchemist,” I said, confused. “But my other two sisters have earth magic.”

      Mr. Potter nodded his head.

      “My father is an empath, but can also control the air,” I said, trying to give him any information that might help.

      “I don’t know then; I feel like nothing’s making sense,” he grumbled.

      “If the magic is running out, what is your fear? Wouldn’t that be a good thing?”

      “What if the magic is the only thing keeping them alive?” He finished the stitches on the other cut. “What if when the magic runs out, they die?”

      I could hear the worry in his voice. He loved those men like they were his children and by his reaction right now, I knew he considered me one of his own too. Mr. Potter was the kindest soul here and I hoped he would rest in peace and enjoy the afterlife with his mate.

      “I think with Ava’s grimoire things will change. I can feel it, we just needed her things, and I’m sure we will find a way to break the curse.” I grabbed his hands. “I’m going to do everything I can.”

      “I know you will, you are an amazing woman Katarina and…”

      His face crumpled in anguish and waves of intense emotions choked me up.

      “You don’t deserve your fate if you can’t break the spell, and I wish there was something I could do.”

      I had been trying not to think about what if I failed and had to die. It was still a big possibility, but I couldn’t dwell on it. I thought about making some contingencies just in case. If I died, I would go kicking and screaming until my last breath. I would make sure I left no stone unturned, even if it meant helping someone else break the spell after I was gone.
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      Aeon and I needed to be closer to Katarina in the last few days since the chase. Even though Katarina didn’t hold it against Aeon or Zev, we had both taken to spoiling her a little more because we felt awful about what had happened. When I saw the gashes it on her leg, I felt even worse, but she assured me that the gashes on her leg were way better than being mauled by Zev or Aeon.

      Katarina and Aeon were bent over a few books going through all three of the Belladonna’s grimoires as they sat on the sofa. Katarina had complained the chairs at the table were making her ass hurt. I sat in front of the sofa with Katarina’s feet over my shoulder, rubbing them, offering as much emotional support or whatever they needed while they worked.

      They had been taken over with crafting the spell; I was nervous about having any part of it. Spell crafting wasn’t my strong point, and I didn’t want to mess it up. We had less than four months to get this right. It seemed like this might be our last hope.

      “We don’t have this here,” Aeon grumbled.

      “I can’t see a way around any of these ingredients. We need a powerful conduit but also something that can ground the spell.” Katarina sounded frustrated. “Maybe we can use samsonite. But then we also need this elixir, and there is no way we can have that ready in time.”

      “No, not with this; if we use obsidian we will need enough to make the circle and we don’t have that amount here.” I peeked over my shoulder to see Aeon biting on his lip. “And even then, it might not be enough but you’re right, we need that elixir already made, I don’t think we have the items anyway.”

      They talked back and forth about different ingredients as I stared into the fire. I hated just sitting here like a bump on a log, but I didn’t know what else to do. My knowledge wasn’t as vast as theirs. I always stayed close to make sure if there was anything I could do even though I had a need to run the perimeter.

      It had been too quiet; my wolf had been anxious like he was waiting for the other shoe to drop. Zev was in a chair by the fire reading Ava’s journal, part of her grimoire. He was so desperate for answers about Vivienne, he was furiously trying to figure out what happened after she left us.

      I didn’t know if he needed validation in his anger or that what he had decided to do didn’t leave us to suffer this fate because he was trying to do the right thing. I don’t know how he thought this was all his fault. He carried that burden that he had done this to us, but I didn’t know how else to tell him it wasn’t his fault.

      I kissed Kit Kat’s foot before moving on to the next one. My wolf was restless, urging me to run.

      “What can we replace with this?” Aeon was growing more and more frustrated.

      “We might be able to ground some stones in the earth to give us the same effect but I’m not sure if it’s going to be the best replacement.” Katarina also sounded equally as frustrated. “We can’t have found a possible solution, only for us not to have the ingredients to fucking make this work.”

      “You will figure it out, Kit Kat,” I said, reaching into my pocket for the one Kit Kat I allow myself to have once or twice a week. Her supply was dwindling, and I had grown very fond of this candy.

      “We will.” She ran her hand through my hair.

      “Ok, what if—”

      My mind wandered when my wolf made me feel uncomfortable. I wanted to roll my eyes and lash out internally, but I needed to take his intuition seriously. I would rather be safe than sorry. I kissed her other foot, stood up, and leaned over Katarina to give her a kiss.

      “I’m going to go for a run, my wolf is restless.” I kissed her forehead before I rubbed our noses together.

      “Are you ok?” She looked at me worried.

      “Yeah, he’s just got some nervous energy we need to run away.”

      “I’ll go with you,” Aeon said, getting up when I shook my head, pushing him back down.

      “No, you need to help her with this spell, so we can get the hell out of here.” I kissed his forehead before I glanced at Zev nodding. I left the library to go to the kitchen wondering if I could satiate my wolf with some food, then go back to Katarina.

      My wolf was not appeased by food, still nagging at me when I walked outside. The bitter cold made me shiver. It had been snowing almost two days straight. A foot and half of snow was on the ground, making running feel like an even more daunting task to accomplish. I took off my clothes so I could shift, hoping my wolf was just being a pain in my ass.

      “Is your wolf restless too?” Zev stood next to me looking out at the storm.

      “He’s driving me crazy, he’s extremely restless.” I threw my clothes close to the door, seeing Zev take his clothes off too.

      “My wolf is the same, it’s like he can feel something I don’t. Every time we run, I don’t see anything, but it knows something is out there.” Zev looked around as he talked.

      “Yeah, my wolf is the same way, putting me on edge more and more each day.”

      “Come on, it will be better if the two of us are running and hopefully we can get a little reprieve from our wolves.” He also threw his clothes towards the door.

      “Can I ask you something before we shift?” I asked him, before he took off on me.

      Zev looked at me, debating if he wanted to subject himself to a question he knew might be a hard one.

      “Lucien, if it’s about Katarina then—”

      “No, it’s about Vivienne,” I said, not wanting to talk about Katarina with him because I knew all I would get were lies and excuses. As much as I loved Zev, he was a pain in our ass. Aeon and I had talked about finding a way to get him to crack, to let his baser instincts take over so he could make us complete. He was close to cracking; I was sure of it with the looks he gave and his need to provide for her.

      “What about her?” he asked hesitantly.

      “Did you love her? Is that why you’re so desperate to find answers about her?”

      Zev scoffed before he looked away from me.

      “I didn’t, but I think if I did, it would have made our relationship so much easier and we might not be in this situation,” he said, looking anywhere but at me. “She might have been happy with us instead of looking for love elsewhere and this happening.”

      “You can’t blame yourself for not loving her,” I said, feeling even more sorry for him. “We were put into a situation—”

      “You were ready to love her, no questions asked.” Zev cut me off. “I…She was my duty. All I had to do was mate with her and our pack would have ended its suffering.”

      “Zev,” I said, wanting to comfort him, but I didn’t know how. “You can’t compare yourself to me, I’m naive and young. I didn’t know any better. I thought loving her was the best way I could contribute to the mating.”

      “Dammit Lu, why do you have to be so good? The world doesn’t deserve you and we sure as hell don’t.” He clapped my shoulder.

      “Nah, I’m just here to round you guys out, together we are the strongest…” I debated on whether to continue, then thought it wouldn’t hurt.

      “I know what you’re going to say.” Zev took a deep breath. “I just can’t, Lucien. You are able to look past her name and our past with her family, but it’s not that easy for me.”

      He looked heartbroken, torn like he couldn’t even decide what he wanted to do. I reached over to give him a hug.

      “I think if you mated with her, she could heal a part of you, and you could stop blaming yourself.” I squeezed him even though he was tense in my embrace. I didn’t care. I would love the shit out of Zev if I had to. “I’ve never blamed you for being stuck here, and now that I have her in my life, I should be thanking you.”

      “Goddess, no, don’t fucking thank me. I’ll feel like an even bigger asshole and then I’ll have to start being nice,” he grumbled, finally hugging me back.

      Zev was always hard to feel through the bond, but today my brother felt like a storm of emotions threatening to bury him. I pushed all my love for him into our pack through the bond to ease his emotions.

      “Come on, let’s run. I’m freezing my ass off,” I said shifting, already feeling a lot warmer.

      Zev howled into the night and I joined him. All that would complete this feeling would be Aeon and Katarina. At times like these, I wished she was a shifter. Running with her would be so amazing, but she was perfect just the way she was.

      We ran around a few times, my wolf feeling frustrated that we didn’t find anything. He was insistent in running some more, but I didn’t want to waste this time looking for something that was not there. I ran back to my clothes to change when I noticed Katarina and Aeon opening the door.

      “Where is Zev?” Aeon asked, looking around.

      Zev? I said through our bond. I hadn’t tried it since the last time we had all ran together. I didn’t even know it was a possibility until it had happened. When Katarina heard me the last time, I was relieved but also worried by what it meant.

      I’m running back to you; my wolf was particularly interested in the ward by the animals. Something is not right, but I didn’t see anything.

      I shifted back so I could tell them.

      “Lucien, when you moved my stuff, do you remember seeing a necklace? It had a purple stone on it,” Katarina asked me quickly, looking desperate.

      “I don’t remember seeing it, but how big was the stone?” I asked, putting on my pants.

      “I mean maybe the size of a nickel, it’s not that big but I need it. My sister—”

      “Something doesn’t feel right,” Zev spoke as he walked to us.

      “Zev, do you remember seeing a necklace when you were moving my stuff?” Katarina asked quickly. “Please tell me you saw it.”

      Zev stayed quiet for a second before he nodded his head.

      “Yeah, I put it on the nightstand by the bathroom.” He slid on his pants.

      “Oh, my Goddess!” She threw herself at Zev. “Thank you!”

      She kissed him on the lips quickly before she raced back inside. Zev looked to be in shock, quickly recovering as we all followed her inside.

      “What’s going on?” I asked Aeon.

      “I don’t know, we were trying to make the spell work with what we had. She then looked like she was having a vision before she took off to our room.” We climbed the stairs. “Then she kept talking about being able to get what we needed. She just needed to find that necklace.”

      “How does a necklace get us what we want?” Zev sounded just as confused as I felt.

      “Fuck! Yes!”

      We heard Katarina yell.

      “I guess she found it,” I said, hoping that meant we could really make this spell work.

      “Come on, Serena!” Katarina yelled in frustration. “Son of a bitch, answer me.”

      “Who are you talking to?” I asked, as I walked into the room.

      “This necklace is like a walkie talkie, if I can get ahold of her, we might be able to have her get the stuff for us, and we won’t have to substitute anything.” She looked excited, but I knew it wasn’t going to last long.

      “You want to bring another Belladonna here?” Zev snapped.

      “It’s my sister, she will help us,” she snapped back at him.

      “You expect us to just let her walk onto the property? What if she brings more Belladonnas?” Zev growled.

      “I think we should talk about this, Katarina,” Aeon said, looking a little worried.

      “This is the only way we can get what we need.” She looked at us like we were insane for going against her suggestion, but I don’t think she realized that we might be uncomfortable with it.

      “Kit Kat, what if—”

      “Do you think I would seriously bring someone here to hurt you?” Katarina looked furious.

      “Yes!”

      “No!”

      Zev and Aeon yelled at the same time.

      “Seriously?” A flicker of disappointment ran through our bond. “I love two of you and you think I would put you at risk?”

      “Love doesn’t mean anything,” Zev said, rolling his eyes.

      “You’re right, but they are my mates, a piece of me, a part of me. If you guys think I would jeopardize either of you, I guess you haven’t been paying attention that well.” The hurt in her voice made me feel awful.

      “Kitten, that’s not what we are saying.” Aeon tried to get the situation under control.

      “Then what are you saying? That you still don’t trust me because that’s what it feels like you are saying.” Her lips quivered. “I expected the distrust from this asshole but not from you two, especially not you.”

      She looked right at me, making me feel even worse. Grabbing the necklace, she shoved it in Aeon’s chest pushing us aside before she walked down the stairs.

      “When you’re ready to not see me die, let me know.” She didn’t even turn around. The anger in the bond was enough to keep me put instead of going after her.

      “We can’t let her call her,” Zev said, looking worried.

      “Do we have a choice?” I said, looking at both of them. “Is there another way for us to complete the spell?”

      “The more things we substitute the further away from the original spell we get,” Aeon looked down at the necklace. “This might be the only way to get what we need and she’s right, we need to trust her.”

      As much as I wanted to say no, Aeon was right. Time was running out and if we didn’t contact her sister we might as well be digging Katarina’s grave.
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      I can’t believe those assholes didn’t trust me. Zev didn’t surprise me, I expected it, but when Aeon and Lucien doubted me, that hurt more than I’d like to admit. I kept away from our bedroom last night, but I had been itching to grab the necklace from them, to keep trying Serena.

      As much as I was sure she wouldn’t do anything to hurt me, I didn’t know how she would react to the guys. Did Serena hate them too? Was her hate as bone deep as theirs?

      I suddenly realized that I didn’t even know what Serena’s whole position was on this. Would she be mad that I had mated our enemies, or would she be happy for me? I didn’t even know if she knew I was going to die. It still bothered me that she knew as much as she knew and I didn’t.

      Around two, I snuck back into our room, knowing the guys wouldn’t be there yet. As much as I wanted a bath, I wanted to look for that letter she had written me, so I could find clues on what her stance might be.

      Looking through my trunk, I pulled out the letter that I had put in the corner. I opened the envelope, it made my heart hurt from missing her so much. I felt it in my soul that she didn’t have the same hate as the guys. Now I didn’t know how she would take the news of us being mated, but I knew she didn’t hate them.

      I opened the letter. Just seeing her penmanship made me excited at the possibility of seeing her again.

      Katarina,

      I’m so sorry. When they told me what was going to happen, I was so upset. It was supposed to be me, but father changed his mind and chose you. I couldn’t tell you anything. None of us were allowed to even try to say anything remotely close to you leaving or anything that pertained to you leaving. Everytime I tried to talk about it, the spell would stop me from speaking. If I figured out a way to say something, it would cause me pain, like someone was pulling at my heart.

      Father and I argued for weeks after his decision. It was supposed to be me, Kat. I had been told since I hit puberty that I had to fulfill an obligation to the family. The youngest, Belladonna, always left, ensuring we paid the price. One day, my father told me I wouldn’t be required to leave anymore. He couldn’t send a daughter who had potential.

      You were a perfect candidate to send, since you had been going on jobs with him since you were younger. He taught you almost everything he knew, making you the best person to be there, but I called bullshit, because how could you be the best person when you wouldn’t be able to defend yourself against the wolves?

      I’m so sorry. You need to find everything you can to break the spell because after the year is up you die. Grandmother had set up so much before it was your turn to go and I’m hoping it's enough to keep you alive.

      Grandmother and her sister Ava, did a lot of research while Ava was there, finding things out that we never would have found if it had just been one of them doing the research. Vivienne is not to be blamed for this entire spell. She was manipulated, they told her that Thane was dead because he was the father of her child. She thought it had been Zev, Aeon and Lucien who told her secret, but Ava didn’t think it was.

      I hope whatever I’m saying makes sense, that you have read Ava’s journal and Vivienne’s grimoires too. If you haven’t, you need to look for them and you need to put your blood on one of the pages so you can read them, but I guess if you're reading this then you do know. The spell he used covered all his bases, so I think you won’t be able to read this until you figure out everything. He doesn’t know about certain things, but some of what I have in here, he might not know. I just hope you read this letter before the year is up.

      I love you Katarina and I hope you find a way to survive this stupid curse. Ava told grandmother you’d be the spell breaker but as much as I want to believe it, I don’t see how it's possible.

      Don’t take any of their shit. Ava says watch out for Zev, he's an asshole, Aeon is the only one that has any brains, and Lucien might just fall head over heels for you. I know you might be mad at me but please try and reach out. I love you Katarina and I’ll pray to the goddess that she guides you to break the spell. I just want one more hug from you.

      Love you,

      Serena

      P.S You better call me. I’ll wait every day at sunrise for your call, so we can talk about the spell, and everything else.

      Holy shit. I sat there for a minute digesting everything in this damn letter. As much as I wanted to go to the guys, I was afraid that this wouldn’t do anything to convince them that Serena was going to be our biggest ally.

      They needed to know about Vivienne, Zev needed to know and then maybe his hate… Who am I kidding? I think unless Vivienne herself showed him what really happened, he wasn’t going to believe any information I presented him with.

      I looked at my watch. It was barely two-thirty, I had at least four hours until sunrise and they might be the slowest four hours of my life. Getting up, I headed to the bathroom. As much as I wanted to relax in the tub, I had nervous energy running through me as I tried to think of a way to get the necklace back from the guys.

      After getting out, I put a mask on my face and hair. This allowed me to roam the room while I paced back and forth trying to figure out who might have the necklace and how I might get it back.

      A soft knock on the door broke my plan to just go seduce them. My heart skipped a beat wondering who drew the short stick to talk to me and how pleasant this conversation was going to be.

      “Come in,” I said, realizing too late that I had green goo on my face.

      Aeon's big frame came through the door looking at me before I had a chance to turn away. His eyebrows raised before a small smile reached his lips.

      “I… uh… I’m going to take this off.” I turned to run into the bathroom, to rinse off the mask. I was a little disappointed it was just him, but I guess it might have been better than having all three of them here. Arguing with all of them was exhausting. Once I had all of it rinsed off, I dried my face.

      “What was that on your face?” Aeon leaned against the frame with his arms crossed against his chest. Even though the castle was cooler than Alaska they still walked around in little to no clothing unless it was really cold.

      “It was a mask,” I said, wondering how the hell I could explain that I put shit on my face to make it look younger. “It's supposed to keep my face hydrated, you know, fight the wrinkles before they show up.”

      He walked up to me until we were chest to chest, and I had to look up at him.

      “I think you’ll make the wrinkles look good,” he said, rubbing his nose against mine.

      “Yeah, says the man who is probably going to look like a silver fox when he gets older,” I smirked.

      A look of confusion passed his face making me smile even bigger.

      “A silver fox is a man who has gone gray but looks oh so delicious. Which I’m sure will be you and the guys.” I blushed, thinking I was such an idiot for saying this.

      “Is this one of your kinks?” he asked, making me laugh.

      “I should have never told you guys about kinks.” I rolled my eyes.

      “Would you call it a silver fox kink?” He looked extremely amused.

      “I think it would be a daddy kink,” I replied, walking to the room to put some skincare on.

      “I would be ok if you wanted to call me daddy.” Aeon followed me, sitting on the bed.

      “As much as I would love to continue our kink talk,” I said, hating that we were just skirting the issue. “Why are you here?”

      His relaxed expression grew tense.

      “I was hoping you wouldn’t bust my balls as you like to say,” he said, running a hand through his hair then down his face. “Last night didn’t go as it should have.”

      He looked nervous, putting me on edge thinking this was going to turn into a fight.

      “Look, I know you trust your sister. She is probably a great person but we just had reservations about what she could do when she got here. Our wards are barely hanging on, she could come in here and destroy everything.” He clenched his jaw as I expected him to tell me they were going to stick to their decision. “Or she could be our savior and help us break this spell. As much as I want to be worried and scared, we don’t have that option. I won’t lose you because I can’t trust my mate.”

      He held out the necklace, grabbed one of my hands and laid it in my palm. I stared at it in relief, happy that they thought about it instead of being stubborn.

      “That did not go as I thought it would,” I said truthfully. “I expected to fight with you guys over it again, but thank you.”

      I grabbed his hand, squeezing it, thankful they had realized this could help us.

      “Zev is pissed off, Lucien is still worried, but we all agreed that if there is a chance we could beat this spell, then we have to take it.” Aeon looked up at me with fear in his eyes.

      “I know this isn’t easy, but I promise my sister isn’t like that, see for yourself,” I said, getting up to grab her letter before someone scooped me up in a hug from behind.

      Lucien's ashy scent enveloped me. “I’m sorry, Kit Kat, old habits die hard.”

      “It’s ok, but you guys have to see this, and Zev definitely needs to see this,” I said, handing over the letter to Lucien.

      He took it to Aeon before they read it together.

      “You're telling me that we were framed?” Aeon looked shocked.

      “I don’t know, I think maybe Ava’s grimoire might tell us more, but I’m not sure.”

      “Why would someone lie to her about it, and didn’t Zev say no one knew about her pregnancy?”

      “That’s what she told me.”

      We all looked at the door to see Zev standing there with his usual scowl. I took the paper from Aeon, handing it to Zev. He took it from me looking at me with suspicion in his gaze.

      “Read it,” I said, hoping he didn’t take it the wrong way.

      He looked down at the letter, when I felt an arm wrap around my stomach. Aeon held me close, kissing my temple as he sat me on his lap.

      “I’m sorry I didn’t trust you,” he whispered.

      “I’m sorry that my family has been so cruel to you,” I said, getting as close to him as possible.

      “Kitten, don’t apologize for them.” He kissed my neck.

      “Why does she think that Vivienne was manipulated?” Zev sounded hopeful.

      “I don’t know,” I said, wishing she gave me more.

      “Can you—” Zev ran a hand down his beard. “Can you ask her when you speak to her, please.”

      “Of course. Have you finished Ava’s journal portion?”

      “No, I’m only halfway done, but I’ll go get it and see if I can skim through it while we wait.” He disappeared before I could say anything else.

      “I’ll go get our list of supplies we need, and we can go over it before you speak to her.” Aeon got up, sitting me on Lucien’s lap before he left too.

      “I missed you, Kit Kat,” he said, kissing his mark, making me shiver from pleasure. We hadn’t spent longer than usual away from each other, but it did feel like it was longer.

      “I missed you too.” I kissed him softly, enjoying the moment of peace Lucien always gave me. “I wish there was another way to do this.”

      “As long as it helps us break the spell, I don’t care who helps us. All that matters is you.” He deepened the kiss, leaving me needy by the time Aeon and Zev came back.

      Zev read a little more until the curse called him; they all shared a look amongst themselves before he left, making me curious. Aeon and Lucien tried to distract me with sex, but I was too nervous. When the first light of the day came through, we all sat on the bed when I whispered my incantation.

      “Serena?” I couldn’t keep the emotion out of my voice.

      I was met with silence, but I held on to the stone. I didn’t feel that familiar warmth that signaled that she was on the other end.

      Every minute that passed I grew more worried and disappointed.

      “Serena?” The sun was already out when I decided to try one last time.

      “Katarina?”

      I was so shocked that I almost dropped the necklace.

      “Serena,” I cried, as I felt overwhelmed with emotions.

      “Oh, my goddess Katarina! I didn’t think I would hear from you again.” Serena’s voice sounded so good to hear again. “Are you ok?”

      “I've missed you so much and yes I'm fine, you finally answered,” I stated.

      “Did you just find my letter?”

      “No, but tonight was the first night I was able to read the whole thing.” I wiped my eyes with the handkerchief Aeon gave me.

      “So, you know everything?” She sounded hesitant.

      “Yes, I do,” I said, not wanting to state what was going to happen at the end of the year if I didn’t break the spell.

      “Katarina, I’m so sorry. You deserve the biggest apology, but I don’t have much time. What do you need?”

      “I do deserve a big apology,” I joked. “I think we found a spell that might work.”

      “You did! And who is we?” She sounded suspicious.

      “The guys and I,” I said, wondering if I should even tell her I was mated to two of them.

      “The guys? You say that like you are familiar with them.” I glanced at Aeon and Lucien worried that she might say something awful.

      “We’ve come to a cease-fire,” I said, as Aeon raised an eyebrow at me. “It's in everyone’s best interest that we break the spell.”

      “Well, that sounds like a good story. You will have to spill the tea but tell me what you need, and I’ll see what I can do.”

      Aeon gave me the list and I read it out to her.

      “Damn Katarina, you want me to throw in the kitchen sink too?” She asked and I laughed thinking it wasn’t a bad idea.

      “If you want to restock my Kit Kat supply, I won’t be mad.” I blushed as Lucien grinned at me.

      “Of course, gotta keep that supply from dwindling. Ok, once I figure out how to get all of this, I’ll let you know. I’m going to have to get Ryder to help me out,” she said as I heard papers move.

      “Serena, don’t, find someone else,” I said, knowing she shouldn’t see her ex-boyfriend.

      “If I’m away too long father gets pissed, he’s been extra moody lately. He will have to get me all the rare items like that vial of Oria.” She didn’t sound like it bothered her to see him, but last I heard their break-up had been rough when he hadn’t returned her feelings.

      “OK, give me three days.” She sounded happy. “It’s so fucking good to hear your voice Katarina, but I have to go, you’ll hear from me soon. I love you.”

      “I love you too. I’ll talk to you soon,” I said excitedly, looking at Aeon and Lucien. They both had worried expressions, but I had a really good feeling about this, finally feeling we were heading in the right direction
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      Katarina had gotten a hold of her sister, and as much as I wanted this to work out I was still apprehensive. Trusting another Belladonna was driving me crazy, the unknown was driving me even crazier. She was able to get most of the items, but she needed more time for the lesser-known items. She would then call Katarina and she could come and deliver it to us with some guy named Ryder. He also made me nervous, but what choice did we have?

      The bigger issue now was that Vivienne might not have been the person I was led to believe. Last week, I had scoured Ava’s grimoire, but she only mentioned that she thought someone might have told her we either killed Thane or we had told her family of her infidelity. She never wrote down why she thought that.

      Today was Imbolc. The halfway point between winter and spring but it didn’t look like spring was coming anytime soon.  I woke up in the garden with snow on top of me. After that first snow at Yule, it had been snowing almost non-stop. It seemed we were making up for lost snowfall. I stood up, shivering at the cold gust of wind that came through. The snow was picking up and soon it looked like we might have a blizzard on our hands.

      I trudged through the snow into the back entrance through our pack room. Shaking off the snow as I walked into our old gathering room, I remembered the days we would have meals together as a pack.  I longed for a complete pack, every day I was near Katarina, my need to mate her grew.

      Now that her sister would show up soon, my wolf was feeling extra protective. What kind of sister was she if she allowed Caston to hit her? She obviously either didn’t care or she was ok with it. I didn’t know what kind of relationship they had, but it didn’t sit right with me that she let her sister get abused and did nothing about it.

      My wolf was getting tired of my shit. It didn’t help that it had been a while since I had Katarina underneath me screaming my name. My need for her was consuming my thoughts so much that I worried I wouldn’t hold out for much longer.

      Aeon and Lucien weren’t much help either, constantly reminding me that I should mate with her, that their bond wasn’t complete without me. They hadn’t said anything the last few days, giving me some space. But if I knew Aeon and Lucien like I did, I knew this wasn’t the last I would hear of it.

      I was about to walk up the stairs when I heard a soft cry. Taking a deep breath, I smelled Katarina’s arousal, making my mouth water. Before I could make a decision, my feet followed her scent to the library.

      The closer I got, the more my wolf started to feel restless, like he was aware of something I was not. I was about to follow his instinct to check the perimeter when another soft moan reached me. Her scent was stronger and as much as I'd like to say I was a strong man, I needed to see her.

      Entering the library, I saw her and stopped walking, thinking for a moment that I was dreaming. Katarina was tied up in front of the fireplace completely naked just like how we first tied her up. She had knots holding her thighs and lower legs together, keeping her legs apart with her hands tied behind her back in an intricate design. Her eyes were covered with a piece of fabric while she moved her hips back and forth like she was trying to grind on something. A low buzzing sound reached my ears, reminding me of that toy Lucien had found in her room.

      Katarina looked like a present or my dream come true. She was like a virgin ready for sacrifice, but she was a fierce, brave, stunning hellcat that didn’t take shit from anyone, myself included. My wolf was ready and at this moment I was too. This goddess was ours.

      “Please,” she whimpered, then cried out leaning forward until her forehead rested against the coffee table.

      Katarina was a queen with pleasure on her face and I was too weak of a man to stay away anymore. I lied when I said I wouldn’t get on my knees for her. I would fucking crawl for her if I had to.

      Swallowing roughly, I walked to her as she lifted her face off the table sitting up with her head back in a silent cry of pleasure. Her body was shaking, she had a thin layer of perspiration all over her.

      “Hellcat, you look like a vision,” I said, touching her shoulder.

      “Zev, help me please,” she whispered, turning her face to me shuddering as she bit her lip. The buzzing sound was louder, and I was sure they had put that toy inside of her cunt.

      “I don’t know if I want to,” I said, my cock standing at attention right by her mouth. “I enjoy seeing you on your knees begging, writhing, with so much need coursing through your body.”

      “Zev,” she moaned loudly as the buzzing increased.

      Her breathing was erratic while her hips rolled on nothing, making her whine again. I traced my thumb along her red lips, smearing it when she took my thumb in her mouth and sucked it.

      I groaned in appreciation.

      “Let’s see how well you suck my cock,” I said, putting my cock against her lips.

      “Make me come first, please.” She bit her lip, turning her head away from me as another tremor of pleasure coursed through her body.

      I chuckled. “You think you have the power here? You are at my mercy, Hellcat.”

      “Fuck,” she whispered, letting her head hang back.

      I took advantage of the position, thrusting into her mouth roughly but she took it well, just like she always did. She gagged, making me shiver from how good her mouth felt. I continued my pace, feeling her pull back a few times before she gagged again. Tears fell down from under the fabric over her eyes.

      Stepping back, I let my cock fall from her mouth as she took a deep breath rolling her hips again.

      “Zev,” she tried to growl, but it came out more as a mewl.

      I pinched her nipple, tugging it to tease her.

      “I don't think you deserve to come yet.” I pinched her other nipple before slapping her breasts.

      “Dammit Zev, please,” she whined, as she moved her hips back and forth. The rhythm was hypnotic.

      “Say it.” I grabbed her chin. “Beg for me, Hellcat.”

      “Please… Al… Sir Fluffington,” she laughed.

      I couldn’t help the laugh that escaped.

      “You know I love to push you, Katarina,” I growled. “I don’t have much time, but I will leave you in the room with this thing on until tomorrow night. Just be a good submissive girl.”

      “Fuck your being a good girl bullshit—” she said, getting cut off by a tremor of pleasure. “You’d hate it if I obeyed your every word, so cut your shit and make me come… Alpha.”

      She spat out the last word. Even though she frustrated me, this back and forth with her is what I craved. I picked her up, making her kneel on the sofa with her ass in the air. There was that pink toy sticking out of her cunt, making me groan at how erotic it looked.

      I tugged at the part that was sticking out, making her moan obscenely. Everything was on display, making me growl. I needed her pleasure, her moans and I needed to come with my name on her lips. Licking her tight hole, I tugged at the toy.

      “Oh, my goddess,” she pulled away from me, but I followed her until I was fucking her with my tongue. “Zev, I've never liked ass play.”

      She pushed her ass back to me as I smiled. It seemed like she liked it just fine.

      “You want me to stop?” I bit her ass.

      “I… I… don’t know,” she panted.

      “They didn’t know what they were doing,” I said, running my thumb over her clit, teasing her tight hole with my other thumb using her own wetness.

      Her legs started to shake as she pushed back against my thumb. It slipped in, making her take a sharp intake of breath.

      “This shouldn’t feel so good,” she murmured.

      “It should always feel good.” I bit her ass again, continuing to fuck her with my thumb while she rocked back.

      “Yes, yes, yesss,” she chanted, while I decided if I wanted her to come.

      Her body was so responsive that I knew I could bring her to an orgasm quickly. A part of me wanted her to suffer more, but another part wanted to hear and feel her pleasure.

      I took out my thumb replacing it with my fingers letting her take all the control. She was going to come and then I was going to fuck her ass.

      “Zev!” she shouted when I rubbed her clit faster.

      “Come on Hellcat, fuck yourself on my fingers,” I slowly inserted another finger into her before she stopped moving.

      The tightness around my fingers with the vibrations, made me want to forgo my plan and just fuck her. My restraint was slowly cracking when she rolled her hips, fucking herself again. I smacked her ass, smoothing out the sting before going back to her clit, rolling it in between my fingers.

      “Fuck, Zev!” she screamed, while her body shook with her orgasm.

      I added one more finger, fucking her during her orgasm with slow shallow thrusts. She fell forward with the occasional aftershock coursing through her body. I continued to slowly open her up with my finger until her hips started to move on my hands.

      I pulled my fingers out of her ass, slapping it before lifting her up and sitting her on my lap. A tap on my shoulder showed me a bottle of oil. I grabbed it, coating my cock, desperate to be in her ass.

      “Zev, it hurts.” The ties around her legs looked too tight.

      Before I could do anything, Aeon cut the rope, freeing her legs. She groaned when I rubbed up and down her legs easing the pain in her legs. Aeon grabbed her face, kissing her, lifting her until she was positioned right above my cock. Her feet were planted on either side of my legs as I tried to keep her balanced by holding on to the ties on her arms.

      “All I wanted to do was watch, but now I want to see you bouncing on his cock, Kitten.” His words stoked the intense need I had to be inside of her. “Show him who is really in charge.”

      I growled, slapping her ass.

      “Katarina knows she can never be in charge,” I goaded her. “She will always be my fuck toy, as she likes to call herself.”

      “Fuck you, Zev,” she snapped.

      “I’m waiting,” I said, before she lowered herself letting me breach that tight ring of muscle. I threw my head back, already feeling the need to release.

      Aeon kissed her as she lowered herself onto me. I watched as my cock slowly disappeared, inch by inch, engulfed in her precious hole. I enjoyed feeling the toy in her cunt thinking of every non sexy thing I could think of before I disgraced myself.

      “Damn, Kit Kat, you look like you could send me to hell, bring me back and fuck me to death.” Lucien’s voice was dark as he leaned over to her chest.

      “That could be arranged.” She clenched around me, making me groan.

      “I think we need to up the vibrations.” Lucien's voice sounded mischievous.

      He gave no warning before the vibrations were even stronger making us shout out. She bottomed out on me, and I swear I saw nirvana. I leaned my forehead on her arms, breathing hard and thinking of Mr. Potter so I didn’t come.

      She rocked her hips causing me to grit my teeth to keep from losing control.

      “Look at you taking his cock, Kit Kat,” Lucien groaned.

      I pushed up, meeting her for each thrust.

      “I need more,” she whimpered. “Fuck me, Aeon.”

      “Yes, my queen,” Aeon said, pulling the toy out of her.

      The vibrations felt amazing but now it felt like I could possibly last longer. Aeon wasted no time in lining himself up and thrusted into her, pushing her into me. I didn’t know if this was worse or better than the vibrator.

      “Goddess,” Aeon breathed out while Katarina moaned. “Shit, I don’t think I’m going to last long, you're so wet, so tight and I can feel Zev.”

      “Fuck, I wish I could sketch this.” Lucien stood next to Aeon stroking himself.

      “Kiss him,” Katarina whimpered.

      Lucien roughly grabbed Aeon and kissed him.

      “Fuck her good, A,” he growled against his lips, then a loud smack echoed, making Aeon groan and pick up his pace.

      “Yes!” Katarina convulsed as her orgasm hit her. She squeezed me so tight that I was on the verge of an orgasm, but I still wanted more.

      “Kitten,” Aeon said it like a plea, as he fucked her through his release.

      I slowed down still fucking her with shallow thrusts while Aeon kissed her and Lucien took his place.

      “We are not going to let any of his cum go to waste. I’m going to fuck it back into you,” he said, thrusting into her. The sound was obscene, dirty and it made this even hotter. Katarina pregnant with our child sent a need in me that made me feral.

      “Yes, fuck it back into me,” Katarina moaned. “Fill me with cum.”

      “You’re such a dirty whore, Hellcat.” I slapped the side of her ass, slamming myself in.

      “Are you our dirty whore?” Lucien snarled.

      “Yes, I’m your dirty whore,” Katarina shuddered.

      “Give us one more, Hellcat,” I growled.

      “I can’t,” she whined.

      “One more, Kitten,” Aeon demanded when a buzzing sound started again.

      “Oh, oh, oh!” She tightened around me again and I couldn’t hold back anymore.

      I thrusted out quickly before I slammed in feeling myself spill into her. It left me seeing spots while Lucien still fucked her finding his release. Her body became limp on me, with her neck right in front of me.

      Mine!

      My canine’s descended, I was still riding post coital bliss when I opened my mouth to bite her, running my teeth down her neck. She shivered.

      “Katarina?!”

      The sound of someone's voice brought me out of my moment.

      “Serena?” Katarina tried to scramble off of me, but her hands were still tied making her lose her balance. Lucien caught her while Aeon brought her the necklace.

      “Serena, what happened?” She sounded worried.

      “We are having a hard time finding two things and one of them has become nearly impossible. I'll be there tomorrow though, but so will Ryder.”

      “Shit,” Katarina whispered. “What does he want?”

      “He won’t tell me, he said he wanted to negotiate with you and the guys.”

      “That asshole, ok well… I’ll be here,” Katarina said, sounding slightly worried.

      “I can’t wait to see you Kat.”

      “Me too, see ya.” She set down the stone on the table looking at all of us then at me.

      We locked eyes as she shivered. I'd say she was cold, but I think she knew what I was about to do. I didn’t know if I was disappointed or relieved.
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      After some of the most mind-blowing sex ever, Lucien and Aeon took me up to my room. Zev said his wolf was gnawing at him to check the perimeter. I didn’t want to worry but a small part of me was wondering if their wolves could sense something we didn’t.

      My body hurt in the best way, but my heart? My heart was fucked. Zev felt like he was going to mate with me before Serena called and interrupted. I felt his sharp teeth scrape my skin and when I glanced at him after talking to Serena, he looked utterly confused.

      I’d be lying if I said I was relieved but there was a small part of me that was disappointed. I hated that part of me, that wanted him so much I felt like I wasn’t complete without him. Zev and I were like oil and water, we were too different, and he was an insufferable asshole.

      “Are you ok?” Aeon rubbed my hands and wrist.

      “Yeah, I’m ok, that was…”

      “Amazing? Fantastic? Mind-blowing?” Lucien tried finishing my sentence.

      “Yes, all of those.” I smiled.

      “I have to say watching you with Zev was hot. I didn’t think I would get so hard from watching, but I did. I fucking loved it,” Lucien pecked me on the lips.

      “Was this your plan, to kidnap me from my bed and tie me up to entice him? I think I know what you guys are doing and I don’t think it's going to work,” I said, gauging their reactions because I had been feeling like they might do something like this. I had heard them a time or two saying our bond wasn’t complete without Zev.

      They missed their friend, their pack mate and while I understood, Zev scared me. His love would be the category five hurricane that put me through a whirlwind of emotions. It could flood my heart with love, destroy my insecurities but could also leave me in ruins. As much as I craved his bond, his love, his grumpiness, leaving them all in agony didn’t sit well with me. That felt like a worse future than what Vivienne left them in.

      After the curse was broken, we could talk about it, and if that's what he wanted, then we could bond, but I had a feeling after this close encounter, I was sure he would push himself to stay away.

      Aeon stayed quiet while Lucien shrugged.

      “I mean what’s the harm in enticing him?” Lucien looked sheepish.

      “Have you thought about what it does to me?” I wanted to be upset that they used me, but I understood why they had done it.

      “No, we haven’t,” Aeon said, taking my other hand to rub it. “We thought enticing him would work. Our bond is changing, we can feel his need for you, it's getting stronger, and we thought maybe this would be the tipping point.”

      “You know how stubborn he can be, or maybe what you don’t realize is that no matter how much his wolf might want me, the man might not be on the same page.” I looked up at them. “What if Zev ends up resenting me?

      “Kitten, once a bond is formed, it's hard—”

      “That’s not true,” I interrupted him. “We’ve had many wolves come to us to break a bond. Sometimes both of them regretted it.”

      My words took me by surprise. I had completely forgotten that we could break a bond. If the spell didn’t work and we had no other options. Maybe I needed to save them before I died.

      “Kit Kat?”

      Lucien's soft voice and a hand on my face interrupted my revelation.

      “Are you ok?” Aeon looked worried.

      “Yeah, I was just thinking about—”

      A knock on the door saved me from having to lie to the guys. If I did this, they couldn’t find out or else they might stop me.

      “Come in,” Aeon yelled, but when no one answered or walked in, he stood up to open the door. “It seems like Mr. Potter is really worried about walking in on us or interrupting.”

      Aeon brought in a tray with tea and a few biscuits.

      “Well, he must have heard us because it smells like that tea we used to drink when we would train too hard.” Lucien wrinkled his nose. “His mate used to say it was good for our muscles.”

      “Mr. Potter is making sure you’re ready for the next round.” Aeon smirked as I took the cup, shaking my head.

      The smell wasn’t the greatest, but I think I definitely needed the tea for my muscles. I took a drink, grimacing but decided chugging it would be the best.

      “He could have at least put some honey in it,” I said, grabbing a biscuit to take the bad taste out of my mouth.

      “Yeah, I remember it not tasting that great either.” Aeon picked me up. “Come on, let's get you washed up and we can snuggle before we have to leave.”

      He kissed my head as I laid my head on his shoulder.

      “We should all get in together,” Lucien suggested.

      “Oh goddess no, we might end up fucking again and I don’t know if I can handle another orgasm without passing out,” I yawned. “Plus, my lady bits might not survive.”

      “Alright no fucking, it would be easier to wash you though.” Lucien grabbed me from Aeon and stepped over and sat in the tub with me. He put me in between his legs as Aeon got into the other side.

      Lucien massaged my shoulders as Aeon rubbed my feet. I was in heaven, and I hoped this was a glimpse of our future, maybe with a grumpy asshole too.
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        * * *

      

      “Kit Kat?” Lucien’s voice sounded far away.

      My eyes felt heavy with sleep, so I just grumbled.

      “Are you ok, love?” He touched my forehead. “You’re really hot.”

      “I think I’m getting sick,” I said, still trying to open my eyes.

      “Sick?” His voice sounded worried, and I struggled again to open my eyes.

      “My head feels stuffy, and my ears feel like they are under water,” I groaned, finally opening my eyes.

      Lucien leaned over me looking at my face intently like he was going to find out what was wrong with me.

      “I’m assuming you beasts don’t get sick?” I tried to smile, but my head just felt awful.

      “No, we don't, the only sickness we’ve had to endure is the one before I was born. Took out a lot of us but we don’t have to deal with trivial things.”

      I laughed, wincing again when my body felt just as bad.

      “You cheeky fucker.” I cupped his face. “I’m fine, nothing a little elderberry, marshmallow root and some rest won't fix.”

      “I’ll let you rest for a bit before I come back with some tea. How does soup sound?” He brushed back my hair on my forehead.

      “Wonderful, I love you,” I said, closing my eyes.

      “I’m always here to serve, my love.” He kissed my cheek and I fell back to sleep.
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        * * *

      

      “Hurry up,” someone whispered angrily.

      “We don’t have much time, the blond is going to come back and then we are screwed.”

      What the hell? They smelled different than the guys. I tried to open my eyes, fear giving me a surge of adrenaline.

      “Did you find it?”

      I slowly peeked out of my eyes when I saw the one person I would hate to see more than my dad and Caston.

      It was Caston’s best friend, Clodius.

      If I thought Caston was an asshole, he had nothing on his friend. He was a psychopath with powers that let him get away with it. He controlled electricity and his torture sessions were infamous.

      He was unhinged and the few times I had met him, I never once left Caston’s side. He was the devil in sheep’s clothing. Together he and Caston would wreak havoc on people from their coven. They were the people you called to make someone disappear, get answers or conduct a public assassination. But now that Caston was a Belladonna, he didn’t work anymore unless Clodius needed his help, which was pretty often.

      Together they were two sides of the same coin. Caston was the charismatic people person, and Clodius was the ruthless killer that gave no shits. It was also one of the reasons I put up with Caston. He threatened to have Clodius play with me and worse, he had threatened Serena.

      My heart started to race as I saw him tear my room apart.

      “I saw it here yesterday,” he growled, making my body erupt in chills. “I should have taken it yesterday while they were fucking her in the library. I told Caston she was a whore. Fucking in the woods like there isn’t someone watching them. ”

      How long had he’d been watching us?

      Anger burned through me that he thought I was a whore when his friend had fucked half the women in town. As much as I wanted to light the room on fire there was too much information in here for me to do that. I had to wait until we were out in the open.

      “I’m leaving.” The man close to me picked me up, throwing me over his shoulder.

      He turned to leave when a sharp pain coursed through my body making him fall on his knees and I couldn’t help the cry that escaped. The pain instantly stopped. My body felt tingly, and everything was even more blurry.

      “Ah, little Kitty Kat is awake. I guess the dose of tea wasn’t enough.” Clodius walked up to me tilting my head up with his finger. “I was always jealous that Caston ended up winning you. I think we could have had a lot of fun. A little virgin like you would have kept me entertained.”

      I shivered at the thought that I could have been his. My mind couldn’t even fathom that possibility, but this would be the only time I would be grateful that Caston’s family had outbid everyone else.

      “I would have been grateful for no kids plus who wants to rule over a family that is losing their magic. Your family is pathetic.”

      He gripped my chin before he crashed his lips against me. I struggled back but the other guy’s hold on me was firm.

      He zapped me with electricity and made me gasp before he shoved his tongue into my mouth. Bile rose in my throat, and I snapped. I reached for him, igniting my hand full of fire, grabbing a handful of hair. Lighting my other hand on fire, I touched the guy’s pants, lighting them.

      The other guy yelled, dropping me as they both tried to put out their fire. Trying to get up was extremely hard. My limbs felt like lead, my mind was foggy and the only thing I could do was crawl away. I made it to the door, when my hair was pulled, turning me around. Clodius punched me, I couldn’t even move to defend myself.

      “Damn kitten, you have claws.” The amusement in his voice made me shiver, like this was all just entertainment for him.

      “Don’t fucking call me that.” I attempted to snarl but all that came out was a whimper.

      “Oh kitten, I almost want to keep you, but Caston said if I helped him, I could have Serena. You know her stubbornness makes me hard.” He pulled my hair back, licking my face. “Maybe I can convince Caston to order you and your sister to give us a show.”

      “You sick fuck, leave Serena out of this.” I tried to sound menacing, but my voice was soft, and my words were slurring. I lit my hand on fire, but I had no energy to keep it burning.

      He chuckled, his eyes growing a bright blue before a shock invaded my body. It felt like I was on fire, everything hurt, until it felt like my head was going to explode.

      “Come on, Rupert, let’s get out of here,” he said, getting up to walk to the door.

      “You carry her, she just burned my fucking leg,” he snapped, as I tried to make my limbs move to get out of the room.

      “Carry her or I'll make sure I leave you here for the wolves.” I could almost hear the guys debating which was the worst fate. “You can’t fucking leave without me.”

      “This is bullshit,” he grumbled, picking me up and throwing me over his shoulder.

      “The tea is still in her system, and I just shocked her, she’s not going to do anything. Don’t even think about screaming Kitty Kat. I’ll burn your clit off.” Clodius opened the door listening before he led us out.

      “I’m stuck here, I can’t leave,” I tried to say but my words were all jumbled together.

      They took me down the stairs I first took when I arrived, sneaking around ways that none of us normally took.

      “Maybe one of us should just go check on her.” Zev’s voice was faint, but I knew they were in the kitchen or dining room.

      “Don’t even think about it,” Clodius snarled, like he knew I was going to scream.

      They were close, if I screamed then maybe the pain was worth it.

      “Zev!” I yelled but it wasn’t a yell, more like a loud whisper. I hoped it was enough for him to hear me since he was the one with the most sensitive hearing.

      “Stupid bitch!” He pulled my hair causing my head to jerk back before he slapped me, grabbing my cheeks and zapping me.

      Rupert grunted when he fell to his knees, and we endured the wrath of Clodius.

      I cried out hoping it was loud enough.

      When he stopped, I took a lung full of air, shuddering at the aftershocks of pain.

      “Get the fuck up and hurry.” He walked away through a door that I didn’t even know was there.

      “You don’t have to listen to him, I can protect you,” I slurred.

      “I think I’ll stick to the devil I know instead of three mated wolves.”

      The cold air was a shock to my body, making me panic even more than the realization that they were able to get me out of the house. I had to do something, but my body felt foreign from whatever the hell the tea was and being shocked too much.

      I tried to struggle out of his hold, but the guy was built like an ox, his grip was firm and not even kicking made him flinch.

      “Clodius, I can’t fucking leave,” I said, hoping they couldn’t take me out. “I’m stuck just like them.”

      “We came with a plan,” he said over his shoulder, and I knew it wasn’t good.

      I thrashed against Rupert, the closer we got to the edge the more I tried to move. I lit my hand on fire and Clodius turned around to grab my arm.

      “Do it again and I’ll rip your arm out and leave it here for your wolves to snack on,” he growled.

      I glared at him trying to stall to come up with a plan. I didn’t know if he really had something to help me escape or they were winging it, but I didn’t want to find out.

      I focused all of my energy to light a fire but I pushed the fire up into my body. The amount of energy made me scream, but I lit myself on fire. Rupert yelled, dropping me, covered in flames.

      “Dammit, Katarina,” he said, looking around like he was expecting to see the guys at any moment.

      “Run, Clodius.” I laughed from the floor when I felt his fear.

      He punched me in the face so hard I saw stars.

      “Katarina!!” The bellow of my name left me with goosebumps.

      “You fucking bitch, you’re going to regret that.” Clodius threw me over his shoulder while Rupert was rolling on the ground. He started to run, when the edge of the property came into view on my left close to the animals. Panic clawed at me, I couldn’t leave with him.

      A loud snarl sounded when I looked behind us, seeing them. Three wolves came rushing towards us.

      “Alright kitty, let's get this on you and we can walk out of here.” He slid me down his body as I couldn’t help my smile that they were getting closer.

      He slipped a necklace over my neck, the cool metal rested on my skin, instantly making me feel funny.

      A yell from Rupert and a snarl made me look behind Clodius. They had caught up to him. The blond wolf jumped on him when a black and brown wolf helped him take him down. Lucien grabbed his arm, ripping it from his socket like it was just a piece of string. Rupert bellowed while Aeon bit his neck pulling a chunk of his neck off. Zev ran towards us at full speed.

      “Dammit, Rupert was actually a decent guy.” He carried me bridal style walking backwards as I saw all of them running to me now.

      “Say bye, Kitty Kat.” Clodius laughed.

      We passed through the barrier like it wasn’t even there. Zev jumped at us crashing into it.

      Clodius laughed mechanically. I thrashed in his arms, trying to make my limbs move but they were small movements that did nothing to him.

      This wasn’t fucking happening.

      Clodius tightened his grip, but I had a renewed sense of urgency. I prayed for strength, and I concentrated everything into hitting him square in the face. The crunching sound of his nose echoed as he dropped me. It took everything I had to get up from the floor, trying to run but I kept tripping.

      “Come on, Katarina!” Zev yelled.

      “Hurry, Kit Kat,” Lucien yelled, looking furious.

      Aeon and I just looked at each other, him silently urging me on with his furious gaze.

      All three of them were at the barrier with their hands resting against it.

      I was close to them, I was going to make it.

      “Run!” Aeon yelled, his face full of panic.

      I pushed myself, when Clodius wrapped an arm around my waist shocking me but just enough to have me momentarily incapacitated.

      “Let her fucking go.” Lucien bared his teeth, eyes turning yellow pounding at the barrier.

      Clodius laughed, licking my face.

      “Get your fucking hands off of her and you might be spared from a fate worse than death.” Aeon’s eyes were also yellow, as he pounded at the barrier.

      “Or else what?” Clodius yelled. “You’re going to kill me? I’d like to see you try.”

      “You better hide because when I find you, you will be wishing for death,” Zev growled menacingly.

      “I’m shaking in my boots,” Clodius taunted as he picked me up. “Thanks, boys!”

      Pain racked my body in powerful surges as I saw Lucien throwing fire at the barrier yelling my name, Aeon punching it, calling out for me and Zev with both hands on it looking at me with determination. The ground shook but nothing more happened as Zev punched the barrier.

      “I’ll find her!” Zev growled. “There isn’t anything we wouldn’t do for her. Tell Caston we will see him soon!”

      Zev's confidence didn’t help the feeling that this might be the last time I would ever see them before Clodius's laughter rang in the air and he shocked me into oblivion.
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