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ABOUT THIS BOOK:




We may have won the battle against my father, but the war is far from over.

Things are tense as I fight to learn how to control my elemental powers. If I don’t figure it out, I won’t be allowed to complete my mate bond with Devin.

King Hastings, scared of losing his power, has taken to killing innocent supernaturals. The only way to stop him is for me to become Queen.

Am I really ready for this?
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Monday, February 1

It’s possible to be happy even when the world is falling apart.





Devin’s hand is on my thigh beneath the table. I shoot him a look and he smirks at me.


He enjoys teasing me.


I think it’s worse since we got engaged. We’re so close to being able to complete our mate bond, yet it feels so far away. Since his brother is insisting that we wait until after graduation, it’ll probably be late May or early June before we can get married. And waiting feels a lot like torture.


Part of me wants to defy Damian’s demands and marry Devin now. Who knows how long I have with him? If my father has his way, neither of us will be alive long enough to make it to graduation. But I refuse to go there. Devin and I have to survive this. We’re going to start a life together. I want that more than I’ve ever wanted anything before. And I want Devin’s brother to approve of our union.


Grant bangs his hands against the highchair, making an impatient noise.


Devin and I are staying at the beach house with Damian, Monica, and Grant. Until everything with King Hastings is taken care of, we’re all sticking together.


Dawson comes strolling through the front door, toward the dining room.


“Finally,” Damian says. “We were getting hungry.”


Dawson is still insisting on staying in his own place. I don’t have to read his emotions to know that he is longing to meet his mate. He wants that more than anything. Being around two happy couples all the time is too much for him to handle. So, he stays away. Not because he’s unhappy for his brothers, but because he wants it for himself.


“I was grading papers,” Dawson says, not even bothering for a better excuse.


Everybody in the room can sense that he is lying. I can feel his guilt and how anxious he is. He doesn’t want anybody to call him out on the obvious lie.


Devin starts to say something, so I put my hand on his leg under the table to distract him.


“Did I get an A?” I tease, letting him get a pass this one time.


Dawson looks at me, one eyebrow cocked. “Don’t you always? You’re my best student, even if you can hardly take your eyes off Devin during class.”


My cheeks grow warm at being called out for flirting with Devin in class. It’s not like I was trying to hide it, but I also wasn’t trying to be obvious about it.


Devin looks at me, his eyebrows furrowed. I know he is curious about what is going on with his brother. I covered up an obvious lie for him. I grab Devin’s hand, hoping he’ll be able to feel Dawson’s emotions through our linked hands.


Everybody moves to load their plates up. Monica tends to Grant, making sure his food is cut up into small pieces and cooled down before giving it to him. But Devin doesn’t move to grab food, not yet. He just studies me, his green eyes never once leaving mine. I wish I knew what he was thinking, but it’ll be quite a few more months before I’m in his head like that.


I can feel Devin’s curiosity and I know he wants to ask me questions, but he can’t with his family sitting here. Besides, I won’t talk about this in front of Dawson. I don’t want to make him feel uncomfortable. He knows I can read his emotions, bringing up that fact would likely embarrass him.


“What about Devin? How is he doing in your class?” Damian asks.


Devin groans. “Come on, we both know how you did in high school.”


Dawson ignores Devin’s complaint. “He’s improved greatly since meeting Tori.”


I turn to Devin, grinning. “You’re welcome for forcing you to study.”


He smirks, likely because most of our ‘study’ sessions end with us making out. I lower my head, not wanting him to see that I’m embarrassed. Though, I’m certain he already knows. Devin knows me better than anybody.


Damian turns to me. “You’re not helping him cheat, are you?”


“No,” I respond, ready to stick up for Devin.


“How could she help me cheat?” Devin says bitterly. “You won’t let us complete our mate bond, so it’s not like we can mind link with one another.”


Damian doesn’t respond, probably because he’s tired of having the argument. It is a topic Devin and he fight about almost on a daily basis. And even though I agree with Devin, it’s not an argument that I allow myself to get involved in.


Monica clears her throat. “There is actually a reason I wanted everybody to come over for dinner tonight.”


I sit up straighter, wondering if she’s going to finally announce her pregnancy. She told me while the trial was going on, and I’m sure Damian knows. He’s her mate—there is no way she’s kept it from him.


Damian reaches his hand over and grabs Monica’s. The two of them share a grin. Seeing them so happy together makes me long for a time when Devin and I are mated. Until then, I’m trying to tell myself to be patient and enjoy the moments leading up to our forever.


“Sometime around July, Grant is going to have a little brother or sister,” Monica says.


Because Devin and I are holding hands, I can feel his excitement. But he’s not surprised by the news.


Each of us give Damian and Monica hugs. And Damian asks Grant if he’s excited about having a baby brother or sister. Grant grins, kicking his legs, but I doubt he has any clue what’s going on.


“Maybe this time it’ll be a girl,” Monica says, rubbing her still flat stomach.


Since wolf shifter pregnancies are so short, I doubt she’ll stay small for long. She’ll be very pregnant at the wedding.


“That’s what my mom said about Dawson and Devin,” Damian teases, hips lips turning up in one corner.


“I have all brothers,” I tell Monica, trying to make her feel better. What I don’t say is the reason I only have brothers is because my father has killed all my sisters. Just like he tried to kill me.


“At least I have you.” Monica turns to Dawson. “And you future mate, too. I may have all sons and all nephews, but at least I won’t be alone anymore.”


Dawson frowns at the mention of his future mate. His feelings pretty much burst from him—longing, desire, loneliness, and jealousy. He wants to meet her so bad. Bringing it up doesn’t help anything. It just reminds him that he’s all alone. I want to tell him that we’re here for him, but I know it’s not the same as having his own mate. Nothing will satisfy that empty void except for his mate. I don’t doubt that he’ll meet her soon, but I know it kills him to wait.


Dawson looks up, his green eyes meeting mine from across the table. A look of understanding passes on his face. He clears his throat and stands up. “I better be heading back.”


“Already?” Monica glances at a clock on the wall. “It’s so early and we haven’t had dessert.”


“Not tonight,” he says.


He doesn’t wait to give anybody a chance to say anything. He turns and briskly walks from the room and out the front door. The screen door slams shut behind him.


My heart hurts for him.


I’m part of the reason he left early. He knew that I could feel his emotions and he didn’t want me to read him. My stomach aches with guilt. It’s not my fault—feeling strong emotions is just part of being dark fae. But I did it without his permission. It almost feels like I was reading his diary or something.


Devin squeezes my hand. “Are you okay?”


I nod to let him know I am. I won’t discuss it in front of everybody, and I can’t tell Devin the full extent of it. It wouldn’t be fair. I’m certain Dawson doesn’t want his younger brother to know everything. He is allowed to have privacy.


After dessert, Devin and I offer to do the dishes while Monica and Damian head to bed early. Grant is teething, so the two of them were up late with him last night. I couldn’t hear it from my room, but Devin told me he had to put earplugs in to sleep with his shifter hearing.


Being a parent seems like a lot of work, but the two of them make it look easy.


Devin and I head outside to sit on the back deck. The waves gently crash on the shore and there is a gentle, cool breeze. I’m glad Devin told me to put on a hoodie before we came out. It’s almost cold.


“Are you going to miss the island when we go home?” Devin pulls me toward the hammock, which happens to be my favorite spot where we hang out.


“Yes and no,” I answer, as I climb on. Devin helps steady me so it doesn’t tip over, then he climbs on beside me. I rest my head on his chest, listening to my favorite sound in the world—his heartbeat.


“You can only pick one answer. Yes or no,” Devin says.


“Then, no,” I answer. “Because we’ll be married and we’ll be at home. Nothing beats that.”


He gently pushes my hair out of my face. “What will you miss?”


“Being outside in February without freezing,” I answer.


He chuckles. “Yes, but we’ll enjoy our summers more. Winter is long and cold, but the snow is pretty too. Maybe not Caribbean blue water pretty, but still wonderful.”


“We can always come on vacation when we need a break.” I lift my head up so that I can look him in the eyes. “I don’t care where I am, as long as it’s with you. My place is by your side.”


His entire face lights up. “You’re always so optimistic.”


I snuggle back into his chest, getting comfortable. “It’s not hard to be optimistic when you’re my mate.”


Because Devin is touching me, I can feel the complete and utter joy he is feeling from what I’ve told him. Even though we’ve been together a while now, he is still surprised by how deep my feelings are for him. He shouldn’t be—how I feel about him has always been fate.


“What was going on with Dawson?” Devin asks, brushing his fingers through my hair.


I shiver at the contact of his fingers. “It wouldn’t be really fair for me to tell you since it’s not my emotions.”


“But he was projecting strong emotions,” he guesses.


“Yes.” I worry my bottom lip between my teeth, wishing there was something I could do.


“Whatever it is, Dawson can handle it,” Devin says, reassuring me.


“I just think he is getting impatient. He wants to meet his mate,” I say, leaving out just how strongly he feels about it. “Maybe you should talk to him about it.”


“And say what?” Devin asks. “I met you when I had just turned eighteen. I wasn’t even expecting it that early. I don’t know what it feels like to wait on my mate.”


“Still, he’s your brother.”


Devin cups my cheek, gently stroking it with his thumb. “Tori, if my brother wants to talk about it with me, he will. We’re brothers. I can’t just go up to him and ask him to share his emotions.”


“Why not?” I look up into his green eyes. “I would talk to Nico if there was something bothering him.”


“It’s different,” Devin says. “That’s not the kind of relationship I have with my brothers. Maybe it’s a little messed up, but we’ve gotten good at hiding our feelings from one another. My parents died young and I was too scared to even cry at the funeral. None of my brothers cried.”


My chest aches at his admission.


That’s incredibly sad.


I wish I could’ve known Devin then. I wish I could’ve comforted him. To be only seven and go through all of that… I can’t even imagine how horrible it was for him.


Devin’s lips turn down. “You are really sweet to worry about me, but you were raised by a monster. Our crappy childhoods aren’t at all on the same level at all. At least my brothers loved me. They took care of me. And I had the pack.”


“I had Nico,” I counter.


He gives me a pointed look. “They’re not on the same level. Not at all. I love you for being concerned, but I promise I’m okay.”


I nod, knowing he’s not going to back down. “Okay. Fine. You’re way too stubborn for me to win this argument.”


He grins.


“I love you, Devin.”


“You’re my everything.” He pulls me closer into his chest and his lips gently graze my forehead.
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Tuesday, February 2

Maybe I’ll be next.





On Tuesday morning, Devin and I head to the castle for breakfast. I don’t want Monica to feel like she’s being forced to cook breakfast for us. She’s pretty sick with her pregnancy, having a lot of morning sickness.


As we are about to head into the dining hall, I notice Headmaster Graham standing in the foyer. He’s standing by himself, close to the staircase. He glances over at me, making eye contact just as Devin and I are about to head inside. He’s usually not down here this time of day, so I wonder if he needs something. He doesn’t move toward us as Devin leads me inside. If Headmaster Graham needed to talk, he’d come over and talk to us.


“Go sit at the table with Blake and Ember. I’ll grab our food,” Devin says.


“I want—”


He cuts me off. “A latte, I know.”


Devin no longer cares if people are watching. If he wants to be affectionate in public, he will. He bends over, kissing me gently on the lips.


“I know you very well.” He traces his thumb down my cheek.


Even before Devin decided to allow himself to be with me, he paid a lot of attention to me. I was surprised by how much he knew about me when we barely even talked.


When I arrive at the table, Blake and Ember don’t even look up as I slide into the seat across from them. They’re too busy looking at one another to notice me. I can feel the love and affection in their emotions. It warms my heart to see them so happy. They loved each other, even before they found out they were mates. It killed me to see how unhappy they were staying away from one another.


A girl sitting beside me sighs. I glance over and see her watching Blake and Ember. I don’t have to read her emotions to know exactly what she’s feeling. She wants to meet her mate too. All the wolf shifters do. Even before I had a mate, I was jealous of the bond between soulmates. I always wished that dark fae had mates. Meeting Devin was a dream come true.


The girl sees me watching and smiles. “Maybe I’ll be next—to find my mate.”


“I hope you are,” I tell her, fully meaning the words.


“Thanks,” she says, her smile widening. “I’m Olivia. I’m in Devin’s pack.”


“I think I remember seeing you when I visited at Christmas,” I say. “You have a lot of younger siblings, right?”


She nods. “My parents have had three sets of triplets. You’d think they’d stop having kids, but my mom is pregnant again. Just one this time, though.”


My eyes widen. “Just how many siblings do you have?”


“Twelve,” she answers. “But soon to be thirteen.”


“Wow,” I say.


I hope Devin doesn’t want thirteen kids because I’m not sure I could handle that. I know he wants children, but we haven’t exactly talked about how many.


“Don’t worry. Most wolf shifters don’t have thirteen children,” she says as if reading my mind.


That does make me feel a little better, but I know wolf shifters typically have a lot of kids. Blake has seven siblings and Ember has six brothers. Then again, Devin and I are young to have children. We can wait a few years after we’re married and just enjoy being mated to one another. Monica had the right idea about waiting.


Devin’s tray goes down beside me. Well, it’s more of a platter really. He slides the coffee over to my side.


“Thank you.” I take a sip from the latte. Olivia turns and starts talking to another girl, so I turn fully to Devin.


“You’re anxious.” Devin raises an eyebrow at me.


“Olivia told me that she has thirteen siblings.” I grab a sandwich from his pile.


One corner of Devin’s lips turns up into a smirk. “Are you worried I’m going to want to have thirteen children?”


I shrug, then nod. “Kind of.”


He chuckles. “No. Not thirteen. Maybe three or four.”


Okay, that definitely sounds more reasonable.


Devin glances at Ember and Blake, then at me. “They haven’t even noticed we’ve sat down, have they?”


I can’t help but smile. “They’re in their own world.”


Devin grins too. “Your eyes are bright blue.”


“Because I’m happy.” I have a lot to be happy about. Sure, there are a lot of things going on right now that are kind of crappy, but they’re outside of my control. I can’t help what my father does. But I refuse to let those things get me down.


He kisses me on the cheek.


Blake looks up at that moment. “Oh, hey. When did you guys get here?”


Devin and I both laugh.


“Sorry,” Ember says, her cheeks turning red. “We were just talking. I kind of forgot we were even in the dining hall.”


She and Blake share a look.


After breakfast, Devin and I walk hand in hand to our first class of the day, which is unfortunately math. Even supernaturals have to learn things like English, math, and science. Though, I have a feeling supernatural ‘science’ classes are a lot different than those taught in human schools.


“I like that you have a ring on your finger,” Devin comments, his finger brushing along my ring finger. “It shows everybody that you’re mine.”


“They already know,” I say, knowing that nobody in our school is unaware of the fact that Devin and I are mates. The moment Devin decided to accept me as his, he made sure everybody knew.


“And they’ll really know after we get married,” he says, the smile slipping from his lips.


I know from our linked hands that Devin’s upset. Having to wait until summer is Damian’s idea. Devin is respecting his brother’s wishes, but I know he wants to get married now. I feel the same way, though I keep my feelings to myself. I don’t want to make things harder for Devin than they already are.


He glances over at me, once again smiling. “The ring is for humans.”


I start to argue that humans never notice me, but that’s not exactly true. Humans can’t help but notice supernaturals. We’re so different than them. If anybody looked at my eyes for any amount of time, they’d clearly see the colors shifting. I do my best to stay unnoticed in public, but it’s impossible.


“Humans aren’t observant,” I say. “They don’t even notice my eyes changing colors. Do you really think they’ll notice a ring on my finger?”


Devin purses his lips. “Good point. I’ll just make sure I’m always with you.”


That doesn’t sound so bad. I like having Devin by my side.


“You know that I’m very in love with you, right? So nobody else could possibly capture my attention.”


He grins. “Maybe I just like showing you off. You’re mine.”


My heart skips a beat when he calls me his. Maybe some girls wouldn’t like being claimed, but I love it. Besides, Devin is mine, too.


Devin puts his hand over my heart, his smile growing wider. “I’ll never get tired of that.”


“I thought we agreed you’d stop listening.” My cheeks grow warm.


He chuckles. “But why would I stop listening to my favorite sound in the world?”


How can I argue against that? Devin knows he’s won. He’s exceptionally good at winning every single argument that we ever have.


He tugs me into our first period class. We slip into our seats as the bell rings.


Nothing can wipe the smile off my face—not even the ‘surprise’ pop quiz.


After math is over, Devin and I head toward our English class together. Somehow, our schedules are perfectly aligned with one another, other than our very last class of the day.


“Isn’t it weird that all of our classes are together?” I ask as we take our seats in our English class.


Devin shrugs. “Nah, I changed our schedules when I met you.”


I raise an eyebrow. “But you hated me back then.”


“I didn’t hate you.”


I give him a pointed look, but I don’t argue.


Maybe Devin didn’t hate me, but he definitely didn’t like me. Or, at the very least, he didn’t like being mated to me.


“I had to be close to you,” he says.


And I get it. Even when I thought he hated me, I wanted nothing more than to be close to him. I tried to convince myself that I would be okay walking away from him when the time came, but I knew I wouldn’t.


As class begins, I see a shadow pass by the door. I look over, but nobody is there. I get a shiver down my spine, but I’m just being paranoid. It was probably just somebody late for class running by.


Devin puts his hand on my thigh under the desk, distracting me from all other thoughts. It’s incredibly hard to pay attention to the teacher. He doesn’t glance my way, but I can see the smirk playing on his lips. He knows he’s getting to me


The teacher clears her throat, abruptly pulling my gaze away from Devin. She gives Devin a look but keeps on teaching. Still, he doesn’t move his hand and I realize that I’m in trouble.


How am I supposed to survive until summer to complete our mate bond?


After class, Devin grins widely as he holds my hand in the hallway.


“You’re going to get us in trouble,” I complain to him.


“I’m an alpha—nobody can get onto me,” he says simply.


I raise an eyebrow. “You always get in trouble in Dawson’s class.”


“He doesn’t actually care that we flirt in class,” Devin tells me. “He’s just a little sad about the fact that I met you before he met his mate.”


I frown. “He’s really upset about that.”


“You’re sweet to be worried, but I told you—if Dawson wants to talk, he will.”


Boys. They never like to talk about feelings. But I know that Dawson is hurting. He could really use somebody to talk to. And if Devin won’t do it, maybe I should.


We walk into our mating rituals class together, taking a seat near the back. Once again, Devin puts his hand on my thigh.


“That’s really distracting,” I whisper.


Whispering in a room full of shifters doesn’t help—they can hear if they want.


Devin leans closer, putting his mouth close to my ear. “You can pretend to be upset all your want—your hot pink eyes betray how you really feel.”


I shiver, which causes Devin to grin.


Well, two can play at that game.


I scoot my chair closer to him, putting my hand on his thigh. Devin’s entire body stiffens at the move.


“You’re playing a dangerous game, Tori Benson.”


“What game is that?” I tease.


“The kind of game where I ignore my alpha’s wishes, leave the island, and marry you today.”


My heart skips a beat. “Is that supposed to be a threat? Because that sounds really good to me.”


Devin growls.


I glance over and see that his normally green eyes are amber in color. His wolf is close to the surface.


The bell rings as the teacher walks in. It takes nearly the entire class period for Devin’s eyes to go back to their natural color.




I’m tired of waiting.





Before we head inside Dawson’s classroom, I pull Devin to a stop just outside the door.


“Look, I know you don’t get the whole emotion reading thing, but I need to stay after class and talk to Dawson,” I tell him.


He nods. “Okay.”


“Without you.”


He frowns. “Fine, but you better have him walk you to the dining hall when you’re done. I don’t want you by yourself until this situation with King Hastings is taken care of.”


“Okay.” Even though I hate having a babysitter, he’s probably right that I shouldn’t be alone. King Hastings isn’t going to stop. This is his obsession.


Devin and I walk hand in hand inside our supernatural history class. When we sit down, Devin keeps his hand to himself. It makes me smile that he doesn’t want to get in trouble with his brother.


Devin glances over and notices the smile. “Don’t give me that look. I’m not touching you right now because Dawson will call us out on it in class. I don’t care if he does, but I know you do.”


He’s right—I don’t like being called out in class. I prefer to stay unnoticed, as often as I can. It was the only way I could survive back home. But Devin is an alpha. He demands attention in every room he walks into. And since I’m always by his side, I also get attention.


Still, I wouldn’t change this for anything. Devin is the love of my life. Fate absolutely chose right when it comes to us.


Devin leans over and whispers, “If you keep looking at me like that, I really won’t care where we are.”


I lean up and press a quick kiss to his lips. His eyes widen in surprise, but he smiles widely, his green eyes almost glowing with pleasure. I made him happy.


Maybe I’m too timid with Devin. I should be bold more often and make the first move.


I only look away when I hear Dawson walk into the room. Devin takes a few more seconds before he turns away from me. My heart is racing and I’m aware of the fact that everybody can hear it, but I can’t bring myself to care. One day, they will understand. Having a soulmate is indescribable.


Dawson’s eyes meet mine. His lips turn downward for a split second before he schools his face. But even without the frown, I can feel his emotions. He’s having a really hard time right now.


My stomach aches. I wish there was something that I could do. If only I could see the future and know when Dawson is going to meet his mate, but no supernatural can tell the future. And even if they could tell the future, there are too many uncertainties to know for sure.


Devin grabs onto my hand. I glance over and him and see that his eyebrows are furrowed as he looks at me. His eyes flash between gold and green. I realize that my eyes must be gray because I’m sad for Dawson.


I blink and whisper, “Sorry,” to him.


Dawson hears, but he ignores us as he begins class.


“Today, we will begin our lesson on the history of dark fae.” Dawson’s eyes light up as he begins teaching class.


Is he really that excited to teach about dark fae?


“The dark fae have always been very secretive about their history, so not a lot is known of them. We do know from the history of fae that light and dark fae were once the same species.”


I raise my hand.


Dawson nods at me.


“The dark fae don’t believe that to be true. Whether or not it’s true, I’m not sure.” I sit up straighter.


Dawson nods. “I’m not surprised, but one look at you and I can see the similarities. Did you know that a fae’s emotions will change colors depending on their emotions?”


I shake my head. “I don’t know any other dark fae whose eyes change like mine do.”


Everybody turns to look at me. My cheeks grow warm at the attention.


“Your eyes are a common trait among fae,” Dawson says. “You also share the gift of being able to read emotions.”


I didn’t know that.


I sit forward, suddenly interested to hear about the history of my kind. Has everything I’ve been taught a lie?


“History is one of our greatest weapons. There are those who re-write it to fit their agenda, as humans are fond of, but it never works out.” Dawson walks around to the front of his desk and leans against it. His eyes once again land on me. “King Hastings is desperate for the dark fae to stay ignorant of the past. Because, once upon a time, the dark fae were free.”


My heart races at his words.


My whole life, I’ve been taught a false history, and I believed every word. Even knowing what I know about King Hastings and being here, I still never questioned. It makes me sick to my stomach to think that I’m still loyal to my father.


When the dark fae are finally free of his reign, I will make sure that they all have access to our true history. Everything I can find will be public knowledge for them. No more lies.


Once class comes to an end, Devin waits for me to gather my things.


“I’m going to stay for a minute,” I remind him.


He nods. “I’ll take your stuff for you, so you don’t have to carry it later.”


“Thank you.”


Devin kisses me on the cheek. “I’ll see you soon. Don’t forget to have Dawson bring you to the dining hall.”


I nod, knowing that his request is non-negotiable. He doesn’t want me on my own, not that I can blame him with everything going on.


Devin waits until everybody vacates the room before he leaves. Dawson has his back turned toward the classroom. As he senses my presence, he turns around to face me.


“Devin is leaving you alone?”


I lift one shoulder. “He knows that I wanted to talk to you.”


He knits his brows. “Is everything okay?”


“Yeah.” I hesitate, wondering how I should approach the subject.


Dawson takes a step closer. “What is it, Tori?”


I finally look up, making eye contact. “Do you know that dark fae can feel strong emotions, even without making skin to skin contact?”


He hesitantly nods his head. “I heard that, yes.”


I lick my lips, unsure of what to say.


Thankfully, I don’t have to say anything. “I’m sorry, Tori. I didn’t mean to be forcing any of my emotions on you like that, I hope you understand. I’ve been trying to stay away to make things easier for you.”


“That’s not why you’re staying away.” I raise an eyebrow at him. “I am part wolf shifter, and I can tell when you’re lying. Besides, I would know anyway. I know the emotions you feel when you’re around Devin and me.”


Dawson’s entire face falls. “You know everything?”


I nod. “I don’t want you to feel bad.”


His eyes widen. “You really are good at the whole emotion reading thing. I guess I didn’t realize. I thought you had to touch me to know everything.”


“I’m sorry.” I tuck a piece of hair behind my ear. “I usually pretend that I can’t. People don’t really like it, so I’ve learned to keep my mouth shut. But I can’t do that when it comes to you. We’re family and I care about you.”


Dawson sighs. “We can talk in my office.”


He knows I’m not going to let this go. I can’t. Dawson is like a brother to me. Soon, he will be my brother, once Devin and I get married.


I follow Dawson into his office. He leans against his desk, motioning for me to sit in one of the chairs. Once I sit down, I take a moment to study him.


Other than their supernaturally green eyes, Dawson and Devin don’t look very much alike. It took me a while to even figure out that the two of them are brothers, and only after I made the connection about their last name did I realize.


“Your mate is coming soon. You know that,” I say, breaking the silence. “I think maybe that’s why you’re feeling so antsy. Your wolf can sense that something is about to happen.”


“You think?” His grin widens at my words.


I wonder if I should’ve said that. What if she isn’t coming? What if I’m just reading into things? But the words feel right.


I nod.


He rubs at the scruff on his jaw. “You know, in the summer, Devin was pretty antsy. He shifted nearly every single day and went on a run. It’s like his wolf knew that he was about to meet his mate. Maybe our wolves can sense the things that we can’t.”


I lean forward in my chair. “It must be hard for you to see your younger brother meet his mate before you.”


Dawson closes his eyes for a moment, then slowly opens them. His gaze lands on me. “I know it sounds horrible. It’s not that I’m unhappy for Devin—I’m so glad he has you. It’s just that I’m tired of waiting. I want to meet her now, Tori.”


My heart aches for him.


Dawson is a good guy. And the girl who he ends up with is going to be so lucky. I just hope he doesn’t have to wait too much longer.


“It doesn’t sound horrible.” I stand from the chair, walking closer to him. “You’ve been waiting for this your whole life and you’re ready for it. I didn’t know that I had a soulmate waiting for me. I imagine if I had, I would’ve been impatient too.”


He grins. “Dev was never impatient. He always seemed so indifferent when the subject of soulmates came up. He’s always been so focused. When he met you and allowed himself to fall for you, I’m not surprised that his entire life shifted to revolve around you. He loves you.”


My heart swells at Dawson’s words. I know he’s right, but hearing it from his brother means a lot. I like that Devin’s brothers approve of me. I’m a dark fae—they should hate me.


“I’m supposed to be making you feel better, not the other way around,” I tease.


He grins. “Just knowing my brother has you makes me feel better. You’re a great addition to our family. I used to worry about him. He seemed to only care about becoming alpha. He’s known his fate since he was a child. And he’s trained so hard. You brought happiness into his life. Seeing him so happy means the world to me.”


“I want to see you happy too.” I put my hand on his arm, careful to only touch where his shirt is covering his skin. “I know that waiting sucks, but there is a reason for everything. Fate doesn’t make mistakes. And every bit of pain you’re feeling now will be worth it the moment you meet her.”


“Was it like that for you?” Dawson asks.


I grin. “Devin hated me when we met. But when he finally accepted me, it made everything worth it. The only thing that is painful now is waiting to complete our mate bond.”


Dawson nods. “I know. I’m sorry. I’ve been trying to talk to Damian about that, but he’s stubborn.”


“It’s an alpha thing,” I say, thinking about how stubborn my own mate is.


“Good luck.” Dawson chuckles.


No kidding. Not only am I mated to an alpha, but one of our children will be an alpha as well. I have a feeling they might inherit Devin’s stubbornness.


“I better walk you to lunch,” Dawson says. “Dev is getting impatient.”


Of course he is.


“Are you going to be okay?” I ask Dawson, as he stands to lead me toward the dining hall.


“Eventually.”




What if it’s a fluke?





After school, Devin and I head to the beach house for the evening.


My favorite part of the day is when Devin and I do our homework together. The school work isn’t my favorite, but getting alone time with Devin is.


When we’re sitting beside one another, he always has to be touching me. Either he’ll put his hand on my thigh beneath the table, or he’ll scoot his chair closer until our legs are touching. As he’s doing his work, I notice he keeps glancing up from the pages. He studies me more than he studies his work.


I glance at him and see that his green eyes are focused completely on me. I grin. “You should at least pretend to study.”


“I prefer to stare at you.” He doesn’t look away. “You’re beautiful, Tori.”


My heart skips a beat.


Devin’s smile widens. “That sound will never get old. The way your heart reacts to me takes my breath away. What did I do to deserve you?”


“You exist and that’s enough.” I close my book. I was done anyway. I glance down, seeing the ring on my finger. I sigh, studying the design that Devin picked out for me.


Wolf shifters don’t typically wear rings. Rings don’t shift with a shifter—something about the gold bands makes it impossible. Since I don’t shift, Devin got me a ring. He knew that dark fae do wear rings. I can’t help but think back to a time when he hates dark fae so much that he wouldn’t care what our traditions were. Now, he’s learning them just to make me happy.


“We still have four months.”


At the sound of Devin’s voice, I look up. A frown is playing on his lips as he looks at my ring.


I lean forward and press a gentle kiss to his lips. His frown slowly transforms at the move, which is exactly what I wanted. I go to pull away, but Devin pulls me closer to him. He kisses me, though not quite as gently as I did. The move makes my heart race fast and because we’re touching, I can tell that hearing it has pleased Devin. He likes that he can affect me like this—I like it too.


When Devin abruptly pulls back, I am confused. A moment later, I hear the backdoor open up. Damian and Monica walk inside. Damian is carrying Grant in his arms.


Damian raises an eyebrow at Devin. “You’re actually doing your homework?”


“I was watching Tori do her homework,” Devin says. “Smart girls are kinda hot.”


My cheeks grow warm. “Devin.”


His smile widens. “And by girls, I mean you. Only you.”


That wasn’t what I meant and he knows it.


Sometimes, I still get embarrassed if he flirts with me in front of his brothers. Or anywhere in public, really.


“I assure you, Damian already knows that I think you’re hot,” Devin says.


Damian snorts.


“I’m going to get started on dinner,” Monica says, changing the subject. “What do you guys want?”


I give her a thankful smile.


After a few arguments between Damian and Devin about dinner, Monica gets started cooking. Damian puts Grant into his walker before sitting down with us at the table.


“I need to talk to you,” Damian says.


When I look up, I’m surprised to see that Damian is looking at me instead of Devin.


“Me?” I ask.


He nods. “I’ve been in contact with King Mundus.”


The relief I feel when I learn it has nothing to do with King Hastings is momentary because my heart jumps into overdrive at the mention of my maternal grandfather.


I have family on my mother’s side. I’m still getting used to it. But learning that my grandfather is king of the elementals is a lot to take in, especially considering I have elemental powers that I knew nothing about until very recently.


Powers that can cause an earthquake.


Devin slips his hand into mine as he speaks up for me. “What did he say?”


I’m not sure I could form a coherent response anyway.


“An elemental will be coming within the next couple of weeks to start training Tori,” Damian answers, then turns to me. “It’s what you wanted, right?”


I nod, because it is. I need to learn how to control this power that I have. But part of me wonders if it’s even real. Am I really a hybrid elemental? My mom might’ve been part elemental, but she was more wolf than elemental. How is it that I’m stronger in elemental magic than I’ll ever be in wolf shifter magic?


“I have to learn control. My aunt…” my voice trails off and I clear my throat. “My aunt told me that any strong emotion could set me off. The last thing I want is to hurt somebody.”


Damian looks at me for a moment longer, his head cocked to the side as he studies me. “You’ve had a lot of reasons to be angry in your life. If you haven’t caused a devastating earthquake yet, I don’t think you ever will.”


“But what if she feels other emotions stronger?” Devin asks. “It doesn’t just have to be anger.”


“I never caused an earthquake before I came here.” I shrug one shoulder. “Maybe Devin is right.”


“She caused an earthquake the first time we kissed. That was the first time, right?” Devin turns to me.


My cheeks grow warm. I lower my head, letting my hair curtain my face. “Uh, yeah.”


Damian gasps. “You two have kissed? Before marriage?”


I jerk my head up and see the grin on his face.


He’s teasing us—or more specifically, me.


Devin chuckles, putting his arm around me. I feel his lips brush my forehead as he gives me a soft kiss.


I sigh, leaning further into him.


Damian looks a bit uncomfortable as he walks away from Devin and me. It must be strange for him to watch his younger brother be in love. Damian has been raising him since Devin was only seven. It was a lot on a teenager to have so much responsibility, but Damian has handled it well.


Devin tugs on my hand. “Come on. Let’s go sit outside.”


I let him lead me out the backdoor. He guides me toward the porch swing. It’s too dark for me to see the ocean, but I can hear the waves crashing into the shore.


It’s so peaceful here. I’m going to miss this when we move to Alaska, but I’m so eager to start my life with Devin.


But even the sound of the ocean and thoughts of the future isn’t enough to distract me from my dark thoughts.


“What if it’s just a fluke?” I don’t intend to whisper, but my voice comes out so quietly.


Devin focuses his green eyes on me and it takes my breath away. “What are you talking about?”


“My elemental magic,” I clarify. “What if I’m not even an elemental? What if the earthquake was just a one off.”


He raises an eyebrow. “You’ve created more than one, Tori. Certainly you don’t believe that.”


I shrug. “I don’t feel any power now. I don’t think I could even cause a rumble right now.”


“You’ll learn to control it.” He presses a kiss on my forehead.


He doesn’t understand. He’s an alpha—he’s powerful. “I just feel weak.”


“That’s because of the way your father treated you.” Devin pulls back so he can look me in the eyes. “You know you’re powerful. You can take away somebody’s magic with a touch of your hand. You can compel any supernatural to do your bidding. And I saw you that day with Katherine. You used perfect control to get her right where you wanted her with your earth magic. You’re an elemental—a strong one at that. You really should stop doubting yourself. I wish that you could see what I do.”


My heart thumps a little faster. “I guess I just feel like a fraud. I’m the girl that hid in my room just to avoid running into my brothers or my dad. I just did what I was supposed to. I was obedient because that was easy. How am I supposed to rule, Devin? I’m nobody.”


“You everything to me.”


My breath gets caught in my throat.


He reaches a hand to my cheek and gently tucks a piece of hair behind my ear. “You were born to rule. Someday, you will see it. Until you do, I’ll just have to be here to tell you every single day. You’re incredible, Tori Benson.”


I grin at that. “It’s still Hastings.”


“Not for much longer,” he promises.


I press my face against his chest, letting him squeeze me tighter. Sometimes I still can’t believe that he promised me forever. He wants to marry me. If it wasn’t for his brother, we’d already be married.


“I made you happy,” Devin says after we pull back. He’s looking at my eyes, which I’m sure are bright blue.


“You always make me happy.”


His grin widens. “You know, you’re a lot stronger than you think you are.”


“I’m not strong. I’m a coward.” I slowly shake my head back and forth. “I think about all the times I just stood there and let my dad belittle me. Even when I first came here, I saw the way you looked at me. I would let Katherine and Isabella bully me. I took everything that they threw at me and just smiled at them like it was completely normal. No wonder you didn’t want me as your mate.”


“That’s not true and you know it. You’re a survivor. You did what you had to—I know that now. I was an idiot for not seeing it then.” Devin’s thumbs gently caress the sides of my face. “I’ve never met anybody as resilient as you.”


I lick my lips and Devin’s eyes glance down. Even if he wasn’t touching me, it’s not hard to know what he’s thinking.


“I guess I just worry that you’ll eventually get tired of me. You wanted a wolf shifter mate and instead you got stuck with me. I can’t even go running with the pack. And when we live in Alaska, I’ll be the only one covered from head to toe and still freezing.” I worry my bottom lip between my teeth.


“You won’t be the only one,” Devin says. “I told you, my pack has a lot of hybrids. One guy in my pack is mated to a fae and she hates the cold. They have five kids and only one of them can shift.”


“A light fae?” I raise an eyebrow.


He nods. “And a girl in my pack is mated to an elemental. They have seven kids—two of them can’t shift. There are more too. Not all wolf shifters can shift. Just because you’re a hybrid doesn’t mean you’re not a wolf shifter.”


I look down, scared to see how Devin will react to my question. “What if our kids can’t shift?”


Devin nudges my chin with his thumb. Hesitantly I look into his green eyes.


“It doesn’t matter if our kids can shift or not,” he says. “Fate knows exactly what it’s doing. Regardless, I will love them.”


My heart swells at his promise. “Shouldn’t you be freaked out that I’m talking about our future children?”


His grin widens. “I’m not scared. We’re soulmates. I’m excited to have a family with you one day.”


“I’m excited too.” I put a hand to the base of my throat.


Devin presses a kiss to my lips. “Every day I look at you and can literally see the love you have for me in your eyes. I don’t know what I did to deserve you, but I promise I will never take you for granted.”


Because we’re touching, I can feel his love for me. It’s overwhelming just how much this green eyed boy feels for me.
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Tomorrow.





We’re in the middle of supernatural history when I feel Devin suddenly begin to panic. I glance over at him, curious why he’s upset. His eyes are wide as he turns toward me—green is completely gone, replaced with yellow.


I am about to ask him what’s wrong when he abruptly stands from his desk. He grabs ahold of my hand and tugs me from the room. Dawson is right behind us. He doesn’t even stop to tell the class anything as we rush down the hallway.


“Devin—” I begin.


He cuts me off. “Hold on, Tori.”


My heart thumps faster as I realize that this must have something to do with my father—there is no other explanation. Has he hurt somebody? Or worse, killed them.


We pass a teacher in the hallway. Dawson doesn’t pause, but he yells over his shoulder. “Can you please take care of my classroom? It’s an emergency.”


I don’t hear their response, as we’re too far away, but I know Dawson was able to hear with his shifter hearing.


Devin leads me outside and we head toward the beach house. My mind is racing with all kinds of theories, all of them getting progressively worse.


What if my dad did something to Nico. I’m not sure I could take it if he did something to my brother. 


By the time we walk inside, my entire body is trembling. Devin pulls me toward the couch. Dawson is waiting in the living room for us. When we sit down, Devin tugs me onto his lap. I don’t argue, I need to touch him right now.


“Show her,” Devin demands.


Damian holds out a tablet toward me. I look at the screen as he hits the play button. The first thing I see is my father’s face, which isn’t a surprise. I knew that this was about him. But it’s the person he has chained up to his left that has me gasping.


Kai is standing next to my father, his arms and legs chained up with iron. I can see the agony on his face as he tries not to show how much his bindings are hurting him. I grind my teeth together, my heart pounding faster with rage as I look at my father.


“Tomorrow, at ten o’clock, Kailor Davenport will be executed for treason. He has made it known that his loyalties do not lie with his king or our people. Instead, he’s chosen to side with a filthy hybrid and the wolf shifters.” King Hastings smiles as he speaks like he’s happy to be announcing Kai’s execution.


He’s known Kai since he was a baby. Kai spent as much time at our house as he did his own. He and Nico were the best of friends and Kai’s dad worked closely with King Hastings. For him to talk so callously hurts my stomach. He’s still talking, but I only pick up parts of what he’s saying. “…the execution is mandatory for all dark fae to watch,” he says. My entire body trembles with anger as I look at the man on the screen.


The screen is suddenly pulled from my vision. Damian stops the video and Devin turns me so that he can look at me, grabbing ahold of my hands. It’s not until then that I realize it’s not just me that’s trembling—it’s the ground.


The earthquake is so strong that I can hear things falling off of shelves, but I’m powerless to do anything about it. I try to focus on Devin, but every time I blink I can see Kai’s face. I can see King Hastings smiling smugly about the execution.


Devin strokes his hands down my arms. “Baby, just look at me, okay?”


I nod, trying to breathe slowly to get my anger under control. But even looking at Devin and trying to get my anger under control, it takes me longer than it should to stop the earthquake.


Devin pulls me into his arms, squeezing me against him. As he does, the earthquake completely ceases. It’s over as quickly as it began, but I’m aware of the fact that it took me far too long to get it under control.


“Devin—” Damian begins.


Devin cuts him off. “Not now.”


He just keeps me wrapped in his arms, gently drawing circles on my lower back with his thumb.


I sit there, wrapped in Devin’s embrace, unsure what I’m supposed to even think. Did I seriously just cause a powerful earthquake?


I pull back to look at Devin. “Does that mean it wasn’t a fluke?”


He slowly shakes his head back and forth. “No. You’re a really powerful elemental.”


“Devin,” Damian says again.


We turn to look at his older brother. Damian’s eyes are wide as he looks at me. Dawson stands beside him, wearing a matching expression.


“That was a very strong earthquake.” Damian just stares at me, but he shifts his gaze to Devin. Nobody says anything else after that, but their emotions are all over the place. It takes me a few seconds to realize that they are still talking—they’re just talking through their mind link.


Tears well up in my eyes as I realize the reason they don’t want me to hear what they’re saying. It’s because they’re talking about me.


Devin senses the change in my emotions. He glances at me and his face falls. “Tori.” He pulls me into his arms and squeezes me against him. “Baby, please don’t be sad. This wasn’t your fault. You can’t control your magic.”


“She has to get control. That can’t keep happening. Somebody is bound to get hurt,” Damian insists.


Devin turns toward his brother and glares at him. “How is Tori supposed to learn? There is no elemental here to help teach her. Until that earth elemental gets here to teach her, she’s on her own. Talking down to her isn’t going to help anything. You’re just making Tori feel bad for no reason.”


“It’s okay, Devin.” I wipe under my eyes. “It’s my fault. I’m the one who got upset. I need to learn.”


“But it’s not your fault,” Devin insists, turning to face me. “How are you supposed to learn to control something when you have no idea how it even works? Damian knows that. He’s just talking out of fear right now.”


I know that, but he’s scared of me. The thought makes me feel sick to my stomach. I never wanted anybody to be scared of me the way they are my father.


“Why are my elemental powers so strong?” I ask. “It doesn’t make sense. Amelia said that my mom wasn’t strong in her elemental powers. She was mostly a wolf shifter. Wouldn’t it make sense that I’d be more like a shifter?”


“I don’t know.” Devin slides his hand down my arm and laces our fingers together. “But we will figure this out. You don’t have to be scared.”


I glance behind him, toward Damian and Dawson. They’re both still just staring at me with wide eyes. I focus my gaze back on Devin. “Your brothers are scared of me, so why shouldn’t I be scared of myself?”


Devin turns around and looks at his brothers. He quickly faces me again. His shoulders slump forward as he sighs.


“They’re idiots,” Devin tells me. “If this was Monica or Dawson’s future mate, they would see what I do. Just ignore them.”


Ignore them?


He turns back around, toward his brothers. “Tori and I are going outside.”


Damian opens his mouth, probably to protest.


Devin cuts him off before he can speak. “You may be my alpha, and I respect you as such, but I am dominant. Don’t make me pull rank.”


At his words, Damian freezes. Devin never talks to his brother like that. He loves and respects him—not just as his older brother, but also as his alpha. But right now, he’s pushed Devin too far. There is one thing that Devin will never compromise on, and that is me. I come first. I’m before his pack and his family.


My heart swells when I see how protective Devin is of me. He’s not going to let anybody hurt me, not even his brothers.


Dawson steps forward, putting a hand on Devin’s shoulder. “I’ve got a good feeling about this—things are going to be okay. Damian knows that. He’s just upset because Grant got scared during the earthquake.”


My stomach sinks. The last thing I wanted was to scare the baby. I can’t hear him, but he was probably crying. Poor little guy.


I turn to look at Damian. “I am sorry about Grant. I didn’t mean to lose control. To be honest, I don’t know anything about my elemental magic. But I promise, as soon as an elemental gets here to train me, I will work hard to make sure it never happens again.”


Damian’s face falls as he steps forward. “I’m sorry, Tori. I was upset. The magic inside of you is powerful. That could’ve been so much worse. We’ve all heard the stories of what can happen when an elemental loses control.”


“I can go away if you want. Devin can take me somewhere else—”


Damian shakes his head. “No. You are right where you belong. Forgive me for being an idiot.”


“There is nothing to forgive,” I insist.


He turns to Devin. “I’m sorry, Dev.”


Devin doesn’t say anything, he just clenches his jaw.


I squeeze Devin’s hand. “Devin...”


“Tori and I are going outside now,” Devin says. “I need time to cool off, and I’d like to be alone with my mate.”


Damian nods. “Take all the time you need.”


With his hand in mine, Devin tugs me toward the back door. As soon as the door shuts behind us, Devin pulls me into his arms and embraces me. I can feel just how much he needs this hug. He’s upset because he saw me crying. He’s also angry at his brothers for reacting the way they did. He knows that the way they acted toward me really hurt.


I want to help him feel better, but I won’t do it without his permission. Besides, he’s so upset right now, I’m not sure what I could do to help him.


“Devin, I’m okay,” I tell him, trying to reassure him. “I was upset. Seeing Kai like that was hard. It’s my fault that he’s to be executed tomorrow. And then seeing how scared your brothers were of me hurt. But I don’t blame them for the way they reacted. I lost control.”


Devin pulls back to look me in the eyes. “They expect you to control something you know nothing about. Damian should’ve contacted King Mundus a lot earlier to send somebody to help train you. He’s at fault here too and he knows it.”


“Casting blame doesn’t help.” I stand up straighter. “The fact is, I’ve got to learn how to control my magic. Until I do, I’m just a ticking time bomb. The last thing I want is to hurt anybody.”


“We will figure this out.” Devin gently traces his fingers on my cheek. He tucks a piece of hair behind my ear and his thumb gently caresses the side of my face. “No matter what happens, we’re in this together.”


Together.


I like the sound of that.


“I love you,” he says.


“I love you too.”


He grins. “I know. Your eyes are light pink right now. Seeing you look at me like this takes my breath away. I never imagined that I could ever love somebody like this.”


My heart swells at his words. “This is definitely better than the marriage my father would’ve arranged for me.”


I shiver at the thought. How did I ever convince myself I could follow through on it?


“You never have to go back there again,” Devin promises. “You’re mine and nobody will ever take your away from me.”




It’s not safe to be around me.





We stay outside for a long time, letting Devin cool off. He’s still upset with his brothers, for how they reacted. I’m understanding because what happened was scary. I need to get it under control. But I also know it’s something I have to learn. And to learn, I need a teacher.


When we eventually head inside, everything is seemingly back to ‘normal.’ Monica is in the kitchen, cooking a late lunch. Dawson is still hanging around, he’s playing on the floor with Grant. Damian is nowhere to be seen, but as soon as Devin shuts the door behind us, Damian emerges from his office. He heads straight toward us.


“Dev, are you feeling better?” Damian inquires.


Devin crosses his arms over his chest, but he nods. “As long as you’re not going to talk down to my mate, then we’re fine.”


“I’m not going to talk down to her.” Damian sighs, turning to me. “You agree that what happened was dangerous, right?”


I nod. “Absolutely.”


Devin growls. “That’s what I’m talking about right there. You can’t say stuff like that to her.”


“Devin,” I say, putting a hand on his arm. “Your brother is right. I caused an earthquake. I have this magic that I have no idea how to use or control.”


His face softens. “But it’s not your fault.”


“He’s not saying it is.”


“It’s my fault,” Damian says. “I should’ve called King Mundus the second I knew about her powers, but I didn’t. I should’ve been more insistent that he send somebody now instead of waiting. If anybody is to blame, I am.”


I shake my head. “No, it’s not your fault either. None of us realized the extent of my magic.”


“But now we know.” Damian turns to Devin. “Please don’t get mad at me, but until Tori learns to control her magic, I think it’s best if the two of you do your school work from here. I’ve already contacted Headmaster Graham and told him. All of your teachers will send your assignments over each morning so you don’t fall behind. You can do your work here.”


Devin hesitates but eventually nods. “I can agree to that.”


Damian looks at me. “What about you? Are you okay with this?”


“Yes. It’s not safe to be around me, so that’s for the best.”


Devin laces our fingers together. “I’m not doing it because I think it’s dangerous for people to be around you.”


“I know.” I stand up on the tips of my toes and kiss Devin on the cheek. “I love you for believing in me, but this is for the best.”


Damian clears his throat. “I also called King Mundus again. He had already heard about the earthquake. We both agreed that this is more urgent than we initially thought. An earth elemental will be here by the end of the week. Until then, it’s important that you keep your emotions under control.”


Devin’s eyes change from green to yellow. “Don’t talk to my mate like that.”


Damian ignores him. “We have to keep your anger under control, so I don’t want you watching any news about Kailor or King Hastings.”


I frown but nod. “Okay. I know it’s for the best. And I’d rather not watch somebody I care about die anyway.”


“As I understand, any strong emotion can be a trigger. You and Dev should keep the kissing to a minimum.” Damian says the words so casually that they take a minute to register.


“That’s not happening,” Devin says.


Damian sighs. “I knew you’d be unreasonable.”


I put a hand between them. “I’m with Devin on this one. I caused a minor earthquake the first time we kissed, but not since then. If I’m being honest, Devin’s touch seems to be the only thing that helps me whenever I have lost control. So, I respectfully disagree.”


“Fine.” He runs his fingers through his hair. “But if something happens, it’s on the two of you.”


“Understood,” I say, knowing that nothing is going to happen. At least not from kissing. If anything, us not kissing would cause an earthquake.


Devin is my person—my soulmate. He’s the one who grounds me. Everything is right in the world when we’re together. Anytime we’re apart, things always feel so complicated. So while I understand what Damin is saying, I completely disagree with him.


I glance over at Devin and see that he has a smirk on his face.


“What?” I ask him.


He shrugs one shoulder. “Nothing. You’re just kinda hot when you’re all authoritative like that.”


Damian grunts. “The two of you are going to give me gray hair before I even turn thirty.”


I gasp, deciding to mess with him. “You’re not already thirty?”


His eyes widen as he looks at me, but when he sees my expression he shakes his head. “You know I’m not thirty, don’t you?”


Devin busts out laughing.


Damian shakes his head back and forth. “I’m going to go get some work done until lunch. You two behave.” He gives us a stern look before heading back into his office. Devin is still laughing when the door shuts.


“I’m going to go help Monica,” I tell Devin, then I make my way into the kitchen. I glance over and see Devin heading over to hang out with Dawson and Grant on the floor. Seeing Devin with his nephew makes my heart race.


“You doing okay?” Monica asks as I join her.


I lean my hip against the counter. “Yeah, just kind of overwhelmed. I went my whole life believing I was only dark fae, but it turns out that I’m also a wolf shifter and an elemental. Since I was taught that hybrids are an abomination, it’s kind of strange to be one.”


“Hybrids are just like any other supernatural,” Monica says.


“I know that now. It’s just weird. All hybrid dark fae are sentenced to death. My father doesn’t allow them to live.” I cross my arms over my chest. “He tried to kill me when I was a baby. I’m not sure what happened, but he couldn’t do it.”


“Change of heart?” she suggests.


I shake my head. “No. He’s killed all of my sisters. It was something else.”


Monica gasps. “Really? He killed his own children.”


I frown but nod. “My dad has known Kailor since he was born. Kai grew up practically living in the castle. If my dad can kill him, he could kill anybody. He actually liked Kai.”


“King Hastings liked Kailor?”


I nod. “He always had warm feelings toward him. He liked him more than he ever liked me.”


Monica takes a step closer to me. “I’m sorry you had to go through that.”


“It’s okay.” I can’t help but smile. “I was forced to come to Shifter Academy, where I met my soulmate. I have a family now that loves me. And I still have Nico too. Once all of this is over with my father, I can see my brother again.”


I only wish I could be there for him now. He must be hurting so bad, knowing that Kailor is going to be executed tomorrow. They’ve always been so close.


“Was Grant really upset by the earthquake earlier?” I ask.


She shakes her head. “No. He was fine. He cried for a bit, but I soothed him and he was okay. Within a minute, he was laughing again.”


That does make me feel a little better. I hated the thought of upsetting the little guy. Devin and I might not be married yet, but I already consider Grant my nephew.


“Do you need help?” I nod toward the oven.


“Nope,” she answers. “I know you hate cooking. Besides, all that is left to do now is wait anyway.”


“You know I hate cooking?”


“Dev mentioned you don’t know how to cook,” she says. “I just assumed that meant you don’t like it.”


“I don’t know if I like it. In the castle, we had a chef that lived with us. He didn’t like anybody in the kitchen. He wouldn’t even let me use the microwave. But it might be good to learn how to cook. I can’t just show up at your house when it’s time to eat.”


She grins. “Well, Dev can cook.”


“Really?” I raise an eyebrow. “How did I not know that?”


“I taught him,” she says. “He may not be a gourmet chef, but he can follow a recipe. If you can read, you can cook.”


“Really? It’s that simple?”


She nods. “I can give you some simple recipes to cook if you want.”


“Yeah. I’d like to try,” I admit. “I want to learn before Devin and I get married.”


“Damian and I have a rule that whoever cooks doesn’t have to do the dishes. He thinks I love to cook, but really I just hate doing dishes.”


I laugh. “I’ve never washed dishes before either. Or even done my own laundry. I’m not even sure if I could run a washing machine.”


“I guess living in a castle has its advantages,” she muses.


“And disadvantages,” I say, thinking about all the times I hid in my room to avoid my father and brothers. “I love your home in Alaska. It’s so warm and inviting. The castle that I grew up in was cold and cruel. It’s not the stuff of fairytales. It was my own personal nightmare.”


The smile slips from her lips. “Oh, Tori, I’m sorry.”


“It’s okay.” I smile, trying to lighten the mood. “I’ve survived a lot. It’s only made me stronger. I have a feeling I’m going to need that strength with whatever my father has planned.”


She nods. “You’re probably right.”


“Do you think you and Grant should leave?” I ask.


She lifts an eyebrow. “Why?”


“Because of me.”


She shakes her head back and forth. “I’m not following your logic here.”


I take a deep breath before answering. “Well, I’m dangerous. I have these elemental powers that I have no idea how to control. Aren’t you worried that I could hurt you or the baby?”


“No.” She puts both hands on her hips as she looks at me. “I’m not scared of you. Even without knowing how to control your powers, I trust you. You’d never hurt us.”


“Not on purpose.” I worry my bottom lip between my teeth.


“Not at all,” she says. “I’ve seen you with Dev. He’s your anchor and I know that everything is going to be okay.”


I consider her words and think maybe she is right. Every single time I’ve caused an earthquake, Devin has been the one to pull me back in. He helps me focus. As long as he’s by my side, I could never hurt anybody.


“Thank you for believing in me.” Tears press against the back of my eyes when I think about how much she trusts me. “I’m not sure your mate feels the same way as you do.”


“He’s an alpha. You’ll have to forgive him. He’s overprotective of me and sometimes he doesn’t see logic. He’s got a very one track mind—a lot like Dev.” She gives me a pointed look. “But I know my husband. He loves you. You’re his little sister. And if he truly believed you were a danger, I wouldn’t still be here.”


Her words cause my heart to stumble in my chest.


She’s right. Deep down, Damian does trust me.


“Besides, it won’t be an issue for long. That elemental will get here and they’ll train you. Within a few weeks, you’ll be a pro.” She grins. “Let’s just hope for your sake that they send a girl to train you.”


My head jerks up to look at her. “What do you mean?”


“Because imagine how jealous Dev would be if they sent a hot elemental boy to train you.”


I groan. “Uh, you’re right. He would be jealous.”


She grins. “Being mated to an alpha is fun—you’ll see.”


She’s not wrong. It is fun. Besides, Devin can read my emotions through our mate bond, even if we haven’t completed the link yet. He trusts me.


Still, I find myself praying they send a woman to train me.
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Thursday, February 4

Escape.





Devin and I sit at the dining room table together to do our school work. The view from here is pretty fantastic. We’d be outside if it wasn’t so chilly outside today—it’s in the mid forties. It’s laughable that I find this temperature cold, but I’ve gotten quite used to the warm temperatures on the island. Still, even in paradise it occasionally gets cold.


Of course, Devin doesn’t feel the temperature like I do. Compared to Alaska right now this is downright warm. Still, despite the threat of cold, I find myself daydreaming about what life will be like that. Long summer days spent in the sun, but equally long winter nights that seem to last forever. I even imagine moving into Devin’s home—our home.


I never have to go back to my father’s castle again. When I left, I never imagined I wouldn’t be coming back. I thought for sure my fate was tied to the dark fae, though maybe it still is. I’m not sure what the future holds—maybe I will be the queen. Right now, I’m just the forgotten princess, tossed away like garbage.


I can’t help but look out the window. We get a great view of the Atlantic Ocean outside the back. The water is so blue here. The sun reflects off the water, making it look so much warmer than I know it is.


“You haven’t looked at your book in about thirty minutes,” Devin says.


I glance over at him and find his green eyes are focused on me. I don’t understand how he can look at me when it’s so beautiful outside. This place is wonderful.


I tap his book with my finger. “Thirty minutes and you haven’t made progress either.”


His lips turn up in the corners. “Your eyes are bright blue—I couldn’t look away.”


I chew on my bottom lip to try and hide the grin, but Devin knows. My eyes, as always, betray exactly what I’m feeling.


“Pink.” His grin widens and he studies my eyes carefully. “I think pink is my favorite—I like it even more than blue.”


“They’ll always be pink around you,” I promise him. “We’re soulmates. No matter how long we’re together, this feeling isn’t going to fade.”


Devin scoots his chair closer to mine. So close that his thigh presses up against mine. My heart skips a beat at the contact, which only makes him smirk.


Shifter hearing really isn’t fair, but I don’t bother to point that out. He already knows how I feel about the subject.


Devin shuts his book. “Forget studying. Let’s make out instead.”


“Tempting,” I say. “But I would like to graduate from high school with good grades.”


“Like you couldn’t compel yourself a good grade.” He cocks an eyebrow at me, daring me to argue. “Besides, I’m an alpha and you’re going to be a luna and queen. It doesn’t matter what our grades are. It’s not like we’re trying to get into a good supernatural college.”


“True.” I tilt my head to the side, considering his words.


Once upon a time, I did want to go to a supernatural university. Of course, it was only a dream. There is no way my father would’ve allowed me to go. He never would’ve wanted me to interact with other supernaturals, which is why it was such a shock when he sent me here. There is a dark fae only university, but it’s small. There is a very limited number of degrees and they’re all things my father approves of. I didn’t want anything to do with that kind of education.


Now, I could go to university, but Devin is right. We don’t need college. There is no degree that could possibly help us with our jobs. And it’s not like we have time anyway—Devin is going to take over as alpha this summer. As for me, it’s still up in the air what will happen after my father’s reign comes to an end. Either I will be queen or maybe Nico will take over.


“What’s with the gray eyes?” Devin asks.


I sigh, not surprised when I look into yellow eyes instead of green. “I’m just thinking about the future of the dark fae. Either I or Nico will be taking over, but it feels so strange right now. Everything is happening so fast and I feel so unprepared.”


“It’s because you never thought you’d be queen.” Devin laces our fingers together under the table. “You grew up thinking Oliver would take over the throne. And you never dared to imagine or dream of anything different.”


He’s not wrong.


My whole life has been planned for me. And anything outside of what King Hastings wanted felt like a fantasy. I didn’t even allow myself to think about it because it didn’t matter. What my father wanted always happened.


“I want Nico to have a choice,” I admit to Devin. “I want him to feel as free as I do right now. He’s only a little bit younger than I am, but he’s never gotten to truly live his life.”


“Do you think he’ll want to move to Alaska with us?”


My heart swells at his question. When I first met Devin, I never imagined he’d be willing to allow my brother to move to pack land. Then again, when we first met, I thought he would reject me completely.


“I hope he will.” I tuck a piece of hair behind my ear. “If I’m going to take over as queen, I need him by my side. And if Nico is going to take over as king, I imagine he’ll want my help. But do you think it’s possible for a dark fae to rule from pack land?”


Devin nods. “Yes. Dark fae have been alienated for far too long. When we defeat King Hastings, it’s important for the dark fae to know that things have changed. What better way to do that than to allow them to mingle with other supernaturals?”


The thought of supernaturals mingling together with dark fae is so inconceivable, it’s hard to even imagine it. I know it’s what’s right. It’s just been drilled into me for so long that it’s not ‘proper.’


“Will the wolf shifters really accept the dark fae after everything my father has done?” I ask. “He was so cruel to them. Won’t they hate us? Because I keep thinking about Jenna and how much she hated me because of what King Hastings did to her parents.”


“No.” Devin squeezes my hand. “Things are different now—the wolf shifters have seen the man that King Hastings is. They’ve also seen you, the real you. You stood up to your king to defend me. The pack won’t forget that. They will give the dark fae a chance because of you.”


He has so much confidence in me. I only wish I could have confidence in myself like that.


I glance at the clock and see that it’s five minutes until one o’clock. Kai is scheduled to be executed at one. My heart aches when I think about my brother’s friend. He’s more than that—in the time I’ve known him, Kai has also become my friend.


Tears well up in my eyes, so I turn my head away from Devin, not wanting him to see. He always gets so upset when I’m sad, but there is nothing he can do about this. There is no way that we can save Kai. If there was a way, we would have already.


I turn when I hear footsteps coming into the kitchen. Damian walks in, giving his phone to Devin. I glance over, curious about what he’s trying to show us. My heart races when I see my father’s face on the screen.


King Hastings looks angry. His face is bright red and his entire body is tense as he addresses the camera.


“Late last night, Kailor Davenport escaped from dark fae custody.” His voice is low as he addresses the camera. His eyes are darker than I’ve ever seen them before. “We have reviewed security footage, but it is unclear how it happened. What we do know is that he wasn’t working alone.”


Nico.


It had to be Nico. There is no way he would let his friend die.


“If anybody has any information that can help up find the traitor, I ask that you come forward. Anybody who helps capture Kailor will be rewarded substantially,” he says. “This is not a win for the rebels, and this is not a win for Victoria Hastings.”


When I hear him mention my name, my breath gets caught in my throat.


Wow—he really hates me. I’ve always known it, but I don’t think I realized just how deep his hatred is.


“Kai is okay,” I say, once the video comes to an end. “He got away.”


Devin smiles. “Yeah, he is.”


Damian takes his phone back. “He got away, but he’s far from okay. King Hastings has every spare dark fae looking for Kai. Right now, he looks like a fool, but he knows it. He’s starting to get desperate.”


“My father being desperate is not a good thing,” I tell him. “I’ve seen him get out of some insane things in my life when he’s desperate. It’s like he can hyper focus. He’s resourceful.”


Damian rubs at the scruff on his jaw. “Yes, but he is also out of options. The Alpha Council isn’t going to stand for much more. They’ve been wanting to do something about him for years, but we’ve always been under the impression that the dark fae don’t want change.”


“We’ve been desperate for it,” I admit. “Some like what my father does but definitely not the majority.”


“Do you really think the Alpha Council will help?” I look at Damian, trying not to feel too hopeful. I don’t want to be let down.


“I don’t know,” he answers. “We’ll just have to wait and see what happens.”


“What do you think is going to happen now? There is no way my father is going to let that go.” I tuck a piece of hair behind my ear. “Even if he doesn’t find Kai right away, he’s going to want to do something else to get revenge.”


“The packs are on high alert. Everybody knows the threat that King Hastings is. He’s not going to hurt the wolves,” Damian says. “I don’t know what he’s going to do now, but I imagine you’re right. He won’t let it go.”


“I wish there was something I could do.” I worry my bottom lip between my teeth.


Things can’t keep going on like they are. Sooner or later, something has to happen. I just hope my father doesn’t win this war. We have to beat him.


“Nobody will be safe until King Hastings is dead,” Devin says.


I turn to look into his green eyes. “You’re right. But what can I do about it?”


“Nothing right now.” He frowns. “But we will figure something out, I promise you that.”


Damian takes a seat at the table, across from us. “Dev is right. When King Hastings declared war on the wolf shifters, he made a big mistake.”


“Just ruling the dark fae isn’t enough for him. He won’t be satisfied unless he’s ruling every supernatural.” But he’s crazy if he thinks he can control anybody else. No other supernatural would put up with what the dark fae have. And the only reason they have put up with him is out of fear, not loyalty.


“It’ll be over soon,” Devin promises. “Until then, I will protect you.”


“We will protect you,” Damian says. “King Hastings picked a fight that he has no shot of winning.”


The wolves are resilient, I’ll give them that. And to be included in the pack feels better than I ever thought possible.


“Thank you,” I tell them.


Because them giving me a home, a family, and a pack means more than I could ever begin to explain.


This is where I belong.
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Saturday, February 6

The earth elemental.





On Saturday morning, Damian tells me to get dressed for training.


The earth elemental has arrived.


I rush through a shower, my heart pounding fast the entire time. My hands shake as I throw clothes on as quickly as possible.


Other than a few hybrids and my aunt, I’ve never met an elemental before. And this elemental isn’t just anybody—they’re an elemental sent by King Mundus, my grandfather. I want to make a good impression.


Once I’m dressed and ready, I find Devin standing in my bedroom, waiting for me. He’s got his hands stuffed into the front pockets of his jeans. When he sees me, he relaxes his stance and smiles widely.


He’s happy to see me.


I step closer to him. “Hey.”


“Hey.” He cocks his head to the side. “Why do you look surprised?”


“You’re really happy to see me.”


He lifts one eyebrow. “I’m always really happy to see you.”


My breath gets caught in my throat.


How lucky am I that I get to spend forever with this man?


Devin pulls me into his arms. “As much as I want to keep you here all day, we shouldn’t keep the elemental waiting.”


My heart starts racing again at the mention of the elemental.


“Are you nervous?” he asks.


I nod, chewing on my bottom lip.


“Don’t be.” Devin laces our fingers together. “This is going to go well, you’ll see.”


I hope he’s right. I need this to be perfect. “Thank you for believing in me.”


Devin leads me out of my bedroom and we walk down the stairs together. Part of me expected the earth elemental to be waiting downstairs for us, but there is nobody.


“Where are we going?” I ask.


“We’re going to meet the elemental in a clearing. Damian figured it was best to do your training as far away from everybody else as we can get,” Devin says.


“He’s probably right about that.”


Once we walk out the front door, we climb onto the golf cart Damian uses to get around the island. If we’re not walking it must be a ways from here.


“I figured that you’ll be tired after your training session.” Devin takes off down a well worn path. “I figured driving would be for the best today.”


“Thanks.” I angle my body toward him as he drives. “I’m nervous.”


“Don’t be.” Devin reaches his free hand over and laces our fingers together. “I’m not going to leave your side today. Everything will work out.”


I relax at his words. Knowing Devin will be there does make everything better. No matter what, he won’t let anything happen to me. Whatever happens, happens.


I lean back in my seat, taking in the views on the ride. Devin drives the golf cart through a path between thick foliage and trees. Everything is still so green despite the fact that it’s February. The smell of salt water is strong in the air.


This is paradise. Though, true happiness doesn’t from where I am—it’s from those who I’m surrounded by. And Devin is a good person to have at my side.


When we pull into the clearing, I spot another golf cart parked. I wipe my sweaty palms on the skirt of my dress as I climb out. My heart pounds a little bit faster. Devin cocks an eyebrow as he looks at me. He’s probably trying to make sure I’m not going to pass out, but I’m not that nervous.


Devin once again laces our fingers together as he tugs me forward to meet the earth elemental that is going to be training me.


In the middle of the clearing, we are met by a woman who appears to be in her early twenties. Her brown hair is pulled into a braid at the side of her head, and her green eyes shift between Devin and me as we walk toward her.


“Alpha Benson.” The girl nods at him, then looks at me. “Princess Hastings.”


“Victoria,” I correct, tucking a piece of hair behind my ear. “Tori, if you don’t mind.”


“Tori,” she repeats, her lips turning up in the corners. “I am Winter. King Mundus asked me to come here to train you. I have to admit, I’ve never trained anybody over the age of ten before. I’m not sure how this will go.”


I like Winter. Something about her feels… familiar. Like she’s already part of the family. I instantly relax as I realize this isn’t going to be nearly as bad as I thought it would be.


Devin’s entire body stiffens as he looks from Winter to me. “Tori, would you mind terribly if I went to help Damian with something?”


“Is everything all right?” I turn to him, my stomach tight with nerves.


Did King Hastings do something? Is the pack under attack?


“Everything is fine. I simply need to talk to him,” Devin says.


Because we’re touching hands, I can feel that everything is all right. He’s anxious about something, but it’s a good anxious. I don’t understand it, but I eventually nod.


“Sure.” I furrow my brows as I watch him. He promised he wouldn’t leave me today, but he must feel how comfortable I am with Winter. Surely he knows that I’ll be safe with her and that’s why he’s comfortable leaving me here.


“I’ll be back,” Devin promises, then turns to Winter. “It is very nice to meet you, Winter. I’m sure we’ll be seeing a lot of one another.”


“Goodbye, Alpha.” Winter nods her head at him again.


“It’s just Devin,” he says, but he’s already turned and is running away from us. I see his skin vibrate for a second before he shifts into his wolf. Within seconds, he runs out of my view.


I turn to face Winter, who is looking toward where Devin disappeared. Her mouth is hanging open wide.


“I’ve been around shifters before, but I’ve never seen one shift before. That was…” her voice trails off.


“I had never seen anybody shift before I came here either.” I clasp my fingers together behind my back. “So, trust me, I get it. And Devin’s an alpha, so his magic is pretty intense.”


She nods her agreement as her green eyes focus on me. “He’s your mate, right?”


I nod.


“And you’re seventeen?”


“Eighteen,” I correct.


Her lips turn down in the corner.


“How old are you?” I ask.


“Twenty two.” She sighs. “I haven’t met my mate yet. I will admit, I am quite jealous that you’ve met yours so young.”


I’m sure it doesn’t seem fair that I have met my mate so young while she is still waiting. It doesn’t make sense, but fate knows what it’s doing.


“I imagine I met Devin because fate knew I needed to.” I tuck a piece of hair behind my ear. “I don’t think I would’ve survived all that is going on with my father if I didn’t have the support of Devin and the wolf shifters.”


Winter studies me carefully before nodding. “I suppose you are right. You’re awfully young, but fate doesn’t make mistakes. I am simply longing to meet my own mate. It seems worse lately. I feel antsy—like I could meet him at any minute. It’s strange.”


“Maybe you are about to meet him.” I offer her a smile. “Whoever he is, he’s a lucky guy.”


She grins. “Flattery will not get me to go easy on you.”


“I don’t want you to go easy. I need to learn all that I can.”


After that, Winter begins to teach me. It begins with meditation and learning my own emotions. Doesn’t she know I’m a dark fae? Emotions are what I do. Her emotions and mine intertwine so that I’m not even sure what is me and what is her.


Only after an hour of meditation does Winter have me use my elemental magic. She explains how to use it for something positive and tells me to make something grow. I doubt I’ll be able to, still I close my eyes. I reach for my earth magic, surprised when it responds so willingly. I have no idea what I’m doing, but I urge it to create something. I keep my eyes closed until I hear Winter gasp. Then I look to see.


“Did I do it wrong?” I ask.


“No.” She shakes her head back and forth. “You just grew a flower.”


I look at the pink hibiscus flower. I’ve seen this exact flower all over the island. “Are you sure it wasn’t there before?”


“It wasn’t,” she insists, turning to look at me. “I’ve never seen an earth elemental create something out of nothing. I thought you’d make me grass more vibrant or maybe revive some dying foliage. I didn’t think you could make a flower.”


I swallow hard. “I did it wrong. I’m sorry.”


“Don’t apologize. That was beautiful. Fantastic.” Her eyes are wide as she looks at me. “You’re stronger than I am, likely because of your hybrid blood. It’s going to be a joy to teach you how to control your powers.”


My heart warms at her words.


“I like you,” Winter says, cocking her head to the side. “I can’t explain it, but I feel like I know you. It’s like I was meant to meet you.”


I smile, glad that my mentor doesn’t hate me like I feared she would. “Thank you, Winter. I like you too. I was worried you’d hate me. You’re the first elemental I’ve ever met.”


“Well, you’re the first dark fae I’ve ever met.” She grins.


I feel something touch my shoulder. I turn around quickly, prepared to fight. My body instantly relaxes when I see Devin standing there.


“You scared me.” I put a hand against my racing heart. “Can’t you make noise or something?”


“Sorry, baby.” Devin smirks.


I step into his arms, leaning into his embrace.


Winter clears her throat. “Well, I guess that concludes our session then.”


“Winter,” Devin says, standing up straighter. “My brother has requested that you eat dinner with us.”


Her eyes widen. “Oh. The alpha.”


Devin nods.


“Don’t worry,” I tell her when I see the panicked look on her face. “Damian is really nice.”


She nods, but her face is noticeably paler.


“Devin is scarier than Damian.”


Devin tightens his embrace. “I’m scary?”


“The scariest.”


“I’ve just heard of the power of alphas,” Winter says. “And wolf shifters are known for being strong. And scary.”


Devin chuckles. “Damian really isn’t scary. He’s only the stand-in alpha until summer, that’s when I’ll take over as alpha. He hates being alpha. He’s definitely not scary.”


She sighs. “Yeah, okay. I suppose I should go. King Mundus wants elementals to make alliances with wolf shifters. He’s trying to ease elementals into it.”


Elementals don’t associate with other supernaturals. They’re almost as bad as my father, though they do allow elementals to marry other supernaturals if they’re mates. They have their own schools and won’t even allow hybrids to attend. They’re very elite.


“You can follow us back to the house,” Devin says.


She wrings her hands but nods. “Yeah, okay.”


Devin leads me toward the golf cart, helping me get on before he does.


“What happened to not leaving me today?” I tease him.


“I had something important I had to take care of.” He laces our fingers together. “Besides, I knew she wasn’t going to hurt you.”


Devin trusts her. I do too—there is just a feeling I have about her. But it surprises me that he feels the same.


“I like Winter.” I glance behind us, seeing her golf cart behind us. “It’s weird, but I feel like she’s family or something.”


Devin grins. “Yeah, me too.”


Because we’re holding hands, I can see how excited Devin is. I glance over, curious at his excitement. He doesn’t say anything, he just keeps his eyes forward.


Something is definitely going on.




It is fate.





Winter meeting Damian is amusing. She keeps her head lowered and says ‘um’ a lot. She quickly relaxes, especially as Monica hands Grant to her.


Grant is completely relaxed with Winter. It makes me think that maybe there is something to the way that I feel around her.


But why do I feel that way about her?


“Your baby has the prettiest eyes,” Winter says to Monica.


I turn to Devin, smirking at him. He thinks I’m the one with paranormal eyes, but his eyes are way more supernatural than mine. Mine are boring compared to his.


“We’re not having this argument again,” Devin whispers in my ear. “I will win every single time. You’d let me if you could see how blue your eyes are right now.”


It’s pointless to argue against an alpha, but I’ve got a lifetime of trying to win an argument again him.


Monica heads to finish cooking dinner. Winter and I join her—Winter actually helps, but I sit at the bar and just watch. Monica promised to teach me how to cook, but it’s probably best to wait until we don’t have company over. Since an alpha didn’t scare Winter way, my cooking would probably do the trick.


Winter keeps glancing toward the door and fidgeting with her hands.


“Are you still nervous about Damian?” I ask her.


She blinks, shaking her head. “No. Um, he’s nice.”


Still, she shifts her weight from one leg to the other and keeps wiping her hands on the fabric covering her legs.


“I feel… antsy,” Winter admits. “Like, I’m going to jump out of my skin.”


Monica turns to her, offering a smile. “It’s all the energy in the house. Being around alphas is intense sometimes.”


“Maybe,” Winter says, but she doesn’t look convinced.


“You seemed relaxed earlier,” Monica says.


Winter nods. “I was. I don’t know what it is. I’ve never felt anything like this.”


“Elementals don’t get premonitions, right?” I raise an eyebrow.


She chuckles. “No, definitely not. As far as I’m aware, no supernatural can tell the future.”


“Is Dawson coming?” I ask, tapping my fingers on the bar.


“Yeah,” Monica answers. “Damian had to practically order him to come, but he’ll be here.”


“Who is Dawson?” Winter looks between Monica and me.


“Damian and Devin’s brother.” Monica turns her attention to the stove.


“He’s younger?”


“He’s in the middle,” I tell her. “He’s a teacher at this school, actually. I’ll deny this if you tell him, but he’s my favorite teacher.”


Winter slides into a chair next to me. “And he’s an alpha too?”


I shake my head. “No. Just Damian and Devin. And Damian is just a stand-in alpha. When Devin takes over the pack, Damian will go back to being a regular pack member—or a beta, I guess. He’ll be second in line.”


Winter furrows her brows. “I guess I don’t understand how all of that works. Is there only one alpha?”


Monica explains the pack hierarchy to Winter while I sit there and listen. I don’t fully understand it myself, but I’ve learned a lot over the past few months. I know there are a lot of alphas, but Devin is the alpha. I guess that makes him the strongest alpha there is.


While Monica is talking, I hear the front door open. I glance over and see Dawson walk inside. His green eyes instantly turn amber as he sniffs the air.


“Is he about to shift?” Winter asks.


I turn to her and see that her eyes are wide. I remember being around wolf shifters for the first time. I was scared out of my mind when Devin approached me with yellow eyes. I’m about to tell Dawson to stop scaring our guest when he abruptly runs over to her. She’s practically shaking as she looks up at him. Dawson doesn’t say a word. He just leans over and kisses her right on the lips.


My breath gets caught in my throat as I realize what’s happening.


Winter is Dawson’s mate. The moment their lips touch she knows it because she instantly relaxes into his touch.


I look curiously at them, realizing why I felt so comfortable with Winter. It’s because part of me knew she was family. Devin must’ve known too. It’s why he left me with her earlier.


Devin comes up behind me, wrapping his arms around me.


“You knew?” I ask.


“I suspected.” He kisses the top of my head.


“They’re cute together.” I sigh, leaning further into Devin.


Dawson pulls back and looks at Winter. The two of them look at one another with awe on their faces.


“So this is what it’s supposed to be like when you meet your mate,” I say.


Devin stiffens. “I’m sorry, baby. I treated you horribly.”


I shake my head. “No, that’s not what I meant. It’s just that I had no idea you even were my mate until you told me.”


Devin smirks. “How would you have reacted if I had walked up and kissed you right away?”


I shrug one shoulder. “I don’t know, but I definitely would’ve kissed you back.”


Because we’re touching, I can feel his satisfaction and regret. It’s too late to change things now. While it wouldn’t have sucked if he kissed me that first day, I don’t regret any of what’s happened. It’s led us right here, which is exactly where I want to be.


Dawson slips his hand into Winter’s. “I’m going to talk with my mate—in private.”


Monica chuckles. “Maybe you should learn her name before you kiss her again.”


Dawson’s face turns red, but he smiles widely. I can feel his happiness from here. He’s ecstatic. My heart swells seeing him like this.


Lately, he’s had such a hard time. He’s been longing for his mate. Seeing Devin and me so happy only made it harder for him.


Winter turns to look at me. “Tori, I’ll, uh, see you Monday. You should have tomorrow off.”


I laugh, knowing she just wants the day off because of Dawson. It’s fine with me—I can spend my day with Devin.


As Dawson guides Winter toward the door, I hear him ask her, “What is your name?”


I laugh at the question because it’s so funny. Meeting your soulmate is romantic, but it’s also a little awkward. Meeting somebody and instantly having all these feelings for them, but they’re still a stranger—it’s odd. But fate knows what it’s doing.


I turn to look at Devin. “So why didn’t you kiss me like that?”


Devin shrugs. “I was in shock. You were my mate, but I could tell you had no idea. You were scared of me.”


“Because your wolf was close to the surface,” I explain. “And you already know what I had been taught about wolf shifters. I thought you were going to kill me.”


Monica glances over at us. “Does that mean Dawson and Winter aren’t staying for dinner?”


“I never expected them to,” Damian says, as he walks into the kitchen carrying Grant. “When Dev told me what he suspected and then I met her, I knew she’d be Dawson’s mate. He’s waited so long to meet her. We’ll let him have the weekend.”


“You knew?” I raise an eyebrow at Devin. “Why didn’t you tell me?”


He shrugs. “I wasn’t certain, but I had my suspicions. I didn’t want you to get your hopes up. You really liked her, I could tell.”


“I should’ve known anyway. You were far too excited.”


“I was happy for my brother.” He glances toward Monica. “How long until dinner is ready?”


“About thirty minutes,” Monica answers.


Devin laces our fingers together and tugs me out the back door of the house. He always brings me out here when he wants privacy. Damian won’t allow us to be in our bedrooms alone. I get it, even if it greatly annoys Devin.


“It was a good day,” Devin says. “Not just because of Dawson and Winter, but because you met another elemental.”


“And she didn’t hate me, though I wonder if that’s because of her bond with Dawson. She liked me because of the family connection we have.” I worry my bottom lip between my teeth.


“It’s hard to hate you, Tori. Trust me. I tried.”


His words warm my heart. “My father would disagree with you, but I am glad you don’t hate me anymore.”


Devin leans forward and presses a kiss to my forehead. I sigh, leaning further into him and he wraps his arms around me. He rests his chin against the top of my head.


“You were right about Dawson being sad about not meeting his mate,” Devin says. “But I didn’t try to talk to him about it because I couldn’t do anything about it. Bringing it up would’ve only made things worse.”


“But I knew exactly what he was feeling. I had to do something.”


He tightens his embrace around me. “You’re really sweet, Tori. It’s one of the things I like about you.”


I glance up at him because I have to see his eyes. They may not change colors depending on his emotions, but I can still see a world of emotion in them. I can see his love for me and it nearly takes my breath away.


“I thought an alpha’s mate needed to be tough, not sweet.”


“Ah, Tori, you are tough. You’re the toughest person I’ve ever met. The things you’ve gone through in your life have been so horrible, but it’s made you strong. You were born for this life.” He puts his hands on my shoulders. “There is nobody that is better suited for me.”


Tears well up in my eyes at his words. “Everything is so bad right now, but I’m so happy. You make me happy.”


“I know.” He pulls me into his arms again and embraces me. “You make me happy, too—happier than I ever thought possible. I can’t wait to start my life with you.”


His emotions hit me hard.


He means the words with his whole heart. I already know that Devin would marry me now if he could. But since we have to wait, it’s moments like these that get me by. The little glimpses of what our future is going to be like.


No matter what happens, I know that I will be loved. Devin will adore me for the rest of our lives.


I look up at Devin through my lashes, wishing I had the right words to say. Anything that comes to mind gets stuck in my throat as he looks at me with his intense green eyes.


Devin cups my cheek with his hand, gently stroking it with his thumb. “When you look at me like that, it only makes things more difficult.”


“How so?” My question comes out barely above a whisper, but Devin hears it just fine.


He sighs, taking a step back. “We should head inside. Dinner is going to be ready soon.”


How can he think about food after that? Then again, he is a wolf.


“Your eyes are hot pink.” His eyes shift back and forth as he looks into my eyes. “But even if your eyes didn’t betray how you’re feeling, I can feel it through our bond.”


I clear my throat. “You’re right. We should head inside.”


He chuckles. “Ah, Tori, you already know how I feel.”


He’s right. I do know how he feels. The intensity takes my breath away.


How am I supposed to survive until summer? This is torture. All I want is to marry this boy now and make him mine forever.


Knowing how much it hurts Devin, I push the thought away. There is still a long time until summer and I want to enjoy every stage of our relationship along the way.


I lace our fingers together and tug him toward the door. I take a deep breath before stepping inside, hoping my eyes aren’t hot pink any longer.


OceanofPDF.com















Wednesday, February 10

What’s happening can’t continue.





Devin and I sit at the dining room table, doing our school work together.


We’ve been doing this all week. Damian is pretty adamant about me not going to school until I get my powers under control. I haven’t caused an earthquake this week, since I lost control over the news of Kai, but I’m far from having control over my elemental powers.


When Devin’s emotions suddenly shift, I look up and see yellow eyes.


“What’s wrong?” I ask him.


I glance over and see his math book open in front of him. Math isn’t my favorite subject either, but what he’s feeling goes way beyond a dislike for math. He’s furious—so much that his entire body is shaking as he attempts to hold back his wolf.


Knowing how upset Devin is, I work to control my own emotions. The last thing I want to do is accidentally cause another earthquake. Something tells me Winter wouldn’t go easy on me if I did, not that she ever goes easy on me.


Seeing how upset Devin is, I get up from my chair and I make my way around the table. I intend to just touch him and replace the dark emotion with something else. As soon as I get around to him, he pulls me onto his lap and wraps his arms around me. He buries his face in the crook of my neck, just breathing.


I try to pull at his anger, but I can’t. He’s blocking me. I know he doesn’t do it on purpose—it’s just something that happens when he’s really upset.


“Devin,” I say. My voice sounds rough, even to me.


“Baby, I’m okay,” he says, but he doesn’t lift his head to look at me. He just squeezes me against him. And his emotions are just as strong as they were.


Whatever has him upset can’t be good. I want to know exactly what’s wrong, but I have to be patient and wait for him to tell me.


Devin stiffens and a few moments later I hear footsteps as somebody makes their way into the dining room. I don’t look up, not wanting to pull back from Devin even for a moment.


“Devin.”


The sound of Damian’s voice has the two of us pulling apart from one another. Devin doesn’t let me go far. He keeps me firmly on his lap.


“I have to tell her.” Damian looks at Devin, not even glancing at me.


Devin gives him a tight nod. “I know, but don’t show her the whole thing.”


I’m curious about what is happening, but not curious enough to speak up. I can be patient with Devin. Right now, he needs to get his emotions under control.


Damian slides into a seat directly across from us. He leans forward, taking a deep breath. It’s then that he focuses his green eyes on me. “Tori, I’m not trying to hide anything from you. I am just trying to keep you from causing an earthquake. Do you have your emotions under control?”


I shrug. “It’s not me who has out of control emotions. I can feel the anger coming from both of you and it makes things harder for me.”


Damian nods, then closes his eyes. He takes a couple of slow breaths before finally looking at me again. “I’m sorry.”


His anger lessens, but Devin’s doesn’t—not even close.


But other than the anger, I also feel how anxious Devin is. He’s worried about me.


I lick my lips. “What happened?”


Damian glances at Devin, then at me. “Your father did a live stream.”


I put a hand to the base of my throat. “Kai—”


He cuts me off, shaking his head. “No. Not Kailor. He’s fine. But your father did torture and kill a wolf shifter family.”


“A family?”


Devin shifts. I start to move off of him, but he holds me in place, wrapping his arms around me tighter. I know that he needs me to stay right where I am and I have no intention of moving—not when he needs me.


“It was a young family—a male and female. Wolf shifters. They were mates. And they had two young children,” Damian says. “Your father killed them to send a message.”


I take a deep breath through my nose, slowly letting it out. “He’s lost control and he knows it. He’s going what he can to make an impact. The only thing left for him is the legacy he leaves behind. He wants history to know how strong he is.”


“History will not be kind to King Hastings,” Damian says. “It rarely is to socialist dictators.”


He’s right, of course.


My father thinks he’s doing the right thing. He has grand ideas of a utopian future, only his idea of utopia is terrifying.


“I will spare you from watching the execution, but I’d like you to watch his speech after the execution.” Damian looks between Devin and me, his eyes finally landingoun behind me. “Dev, do you think you can control your emotions?”


Devin gives him a curt nod.


“What about you?” Damian raises an eyebrow at me. “You’re a very powerful earth elemental, Tori. I don’t want you causing catastrophic damage.”


I take a deep breath through my nose and out my mouth.


Right now, I’m not angry. I’m upset about what my father did. The only anger I feel is coming from Devin and he’s trying very hard to get it under control.


“I can handle it,” I tell Damian.


He studies me for a moment before he pulls his phone from his pocket and turns the screen around so that I can see it.


My father is standing on a stage. I recognize the room, it’s where he always does his speeches. There are a few people standing behind him, one of them being Kailor’s father. How he can stand to be there after what King Hastings did, I’m not sure. Then again, Kai’s dad was always just as bad as our father. Maybe worse, if that’s possible.


“This is just the beginning,” my father says.


He pauses while others cheer. Of course they’re cheering—he would only invite those who agree with his harsh dealings. Anybody who openly opposes my father is executed.


“I will get my daughter back from the vicious wolf shifters. They have brainwashed her, but I will see to it that she is rescued. No harm will come to her,” King Hastings promises. “And if the wolf shifters don’t return her, this is just the beginning.”


My stomach churns at his words.


“I will kill anybody who stands in my way. The wolves declared war on us when they killed my heir and kidnapped my daughter, but I promise that we will have victory.”


Once again, the audience cheers.


Because Devin is touching me, I can feel his anger. It’s so strong that it consumes my own feelings. The ground begins to tremble, so I jump up from Devin’s lap.


“Tori,” Damian says warily.


“I’m sorry.” The trembling stops the moment I jump up. “That was Devin. He was feeding me his emotions. I couldn’t control it.”


He sighs. “At least it was only a small earthquake.”


I’m not sure that Winter will see it that way.


Devin looks up at me, his eyes finally fading from yellow to green. “I’m sorry, Tori. I didn’t know.”


“It’s okay.” I step closer to him.


He stands from the chair and wraps his arms around me. I lean into his embrace, letting him comfort me.


Damian clears his throat, so I glance over at him.


“What’s happening can’t continue,” Damian says. “King Hastings has to be stopped. I know that the two of you are young. I want nothing more than to protect you from all of this, but you’re involved. This is about you. One way or another, your lives are about to change.”


Devin laces our fingers together. “We can handle it. I know we’re young, but we’ve had to grow up fast.”


“I know.” Damian frowns, focusing his green eyes on Devin. “Life isn’t always fair. I’ve tried to protect you as much as I could, but you were stubborn. I couldn’t leave you out of much. You were born to be an alpha.”


“Tori had it so much worse than I ever did,” Devin says. “Our parents died when I was young, but they loved us. Tori’s never known love like we have.”


“I have all the love I need right here.” I squeeze Devin’s hand. “You’ve shown me a love that I didn’t think was possible. At least, not for a dark fae. What happened before we met doesn’t matter—not anymore.”


His green eyes meet mine and my heart doubles in speed.


Damian clears his throat, so I turn away from Devin and look at his older brother instead.


“You are right,” I tell the alpha. “We can’t allow King Hastings to get away with this anymore. It’s time to stop him.”


Damian’s lips tick upward. “I knew you would feel the same, but it is good to hear it.” He pauses, taking a deep breath. “Tori, you do know to end this, your father might not come out of this alive. We’re going to try to get him a special cell on Supernatural Island, but if it comes down to it, there might not be a choice.”


“I do understand. Supernatural Island is too good for him after what he’s done. He’s murdered countless others. He killed my mother. And I don’t even know how many of my sisters he’s disposed of simply because they’re female. He even tried to kill me.” I put a hand to my chest, feeling the scar over my heart. “If he needs to die, I will not mourn him. He’s evil.”


Damian looks at me, his emotions bursting from him.


He feels sorry for me.


“Don’t feel sorry for me.” I look up at him, standing up straighter. “I might be small, but I’m stronger than I look.”


Devin laces our fingers together as he steps up beside me. “I told you she could take it.”


Damian looks at me with a new respect in his eyes. “I often wondered who my brother’s mate would be. I knew she would have to be strong to put up with all that comes with being mated to an alpha. I never imagined his mate would be a five feet tall hybrid.”


“I’m five one,” I counter, putting a hand on my hip.


“You’re a foot shorter than most female wolf shifters, yet you’re so strong,” he says, then pauses. “Once you get the earthquakes under control, nobody will be able to stop you.”


“I’m working on it.”


“You’ll get it,” Devin assures me, squeezing my hand. “Like Damian said, you’re strong—the strongest person that I know. You’ll figure it out.”


I know I will, especially with Winter training me. Though I’m still not sure what’s going to happen after justice is brought to my father. How can I be queen? Is Nico willing? From when I talked to him, he seems to think it should be me who leads.


That is something I will think about later. For now, it’s enough to think about graduating high school, getting married, and becoming luna.


“I’m going to go call the family of the wolf shifters who were murdered and offer my condolences.” Damian’s entire face falls. “I don’t even know what to say.”


My chest aches as Damian’s grief hits me. He didn’t know the wolf shifters, but it doesn’t matter. All wolf shifters are connected.


Damian turns to leave the room, so I look at Devin. His green eyes are watching me cautiously.


“I don’t know how they will accept me after what my father has done.” I worry my bottom lip between my teeth.


“Your father, not you.” Devin pulls me into his arms. “The pack already loves you, Tori.”


“I don’t know why.”


He grins. “Because you’re really easy to love. Trust me, it’s impossible to dislike you.”




It wasn’t that bad.





When I reach the clearing, Winter is already there waiting for me.


Devin hasn’t come with me since that first day, which means that his wolf trusts Winter. I trust her too—she’s family.


But when I get there and see her arms crossed over her chest, her lips pressed into a thin line, and the wrinkle at her brow, my stomach sinks.


She’s definitely upset about the earthquake I caused.


“I’m sorry.” I offer her my best smile.


She cocks one eyebrow. “Is that what you’ll say to somebody who loses a loved one because you lost control?”


I lower my head, not knowing what to say to that.


The earthquake earlier wasn’t a big deal, but what if I’m not so lucky next time? And as mad as I want to be at Winter, I can’t be because she’s right.


I messed up. I have no choice but to learn control.


“It’s different for me because I’m dark fae. It wasn’t even my anger that caused the earthquake. It was Devin. We were touching and he was upset,” I explain. “How am I supposed to control that?”


Her eyes widen. “You’re also dark fae—I forgot that they can feel the emotions of others.”


I tuck a piece of hair behind my ear. “Mostly, it’s only when I touch somebody. I can feel strong emotions even without touching, but I try to block them out. I promise I don’t invade your privacy.”


She waves a hand. “I don’t care about that. You can read my emotions all you want. I am just thinking about what it means for you as a hybrid elemental. I take comfort in the fact that you’re not a fire elemental.”


I swallow hard at the thought.


What if I was a fire elemental? Would I have set the school on fire the first time I kissed my mate?


“You know that you can’t complete your mate bond with Devin until you figure this out,” Winter says.


“What? Why?” I stand up straighter, ready to argue. There is no way I’m going to let Winter say that.


“How are you going to complete your mate bond without touching?” She gives me a pointed look. “You will be feeling your own emotions, along with Devin’s. And his emotions will only add to yours.”


Her words hit me hard and I know she’s right.


I put a hand to the base of my throat. “I will do whatever I can to learn. Because Devin and I have waited long enough already to complete our mate bond. I can’t wait longer than Damian has already asked. I need to learn now.”


She grins. “A little motivation doesn’t hurt. Or, I guess in your case, this is a lot of motivation.”


“We’ve already waited six months.”


“I don’t see how you’ve stood it. Dawson and I are already planning our wedding.” She grins widely, her entire face lighting up. I can feel exactly how excited she is.


My stomach churns with jealousy. I know that she and Dawson are older, but it hardly seems fair that they don’t have to wait to get married. I wish I had that luxury too.


Winter clears her throat. “You did get a handle on it really quick, so there is definitely progress. But I won’t be satisfied until you’ve gained complete control.”


I nod.


She’s just gave me the ultimate ultimatum. I will fight to get control over my powers—she’s pretty much guaranteed that.


For the next two hours, Winter and I work. I focus harder than I ever have before, fighting to gain control. By the end of the session, I am covered in sweat and my heart is racing. I struggle to take a deep breath, but Winter is completely relaxed, like it’s completely normal.


“Where did you learn to control your powers?” I take a drink from my bottle of water.


Her lips tick downward, but only for a moment. She relaxes her face. “Elemental Academy.”


Despite trying to hide what she’s feeling, her words betray her. I can feel the emotions behind them.


She hated Elemental Academy. I don’t know what happened there, but it definitely wasn’t good.


“They don’t allow hybrids to attend.” She licks her lips. “Well, I did hear of one dragon shifter hybrid that attends, but they only allowed it because the dragon shifter king insisted. When the king of the dragons wants something, you don’t tell him no.”


She’s right about that.


King Basilicus is a terrifying man. I like him and he seems nice, but the power that he radiates scares me. It’s like being in a room with live electricity—it buzzes over my skin.


“They definitely wouldn’t allow me.” I shrug, used to being unwanted. “I don’t want to go, but what happens to other elemental hybrids? They need to learn too.”


“The elementals don’t care what happens to them,” she says. “But the ones who are too powerful they have a special school for.”


“Why send them to a different school?” I cross my arms over my chest.


“Because they wouldn’t want to taint their own school with a dirty hybrid.” She snorts. “Please, don’t take offense to that. I don’t feel that way. But the elementals hate anybody who isn’t a full blooded elemental. They’re very elite, but it’s not a good thing. The world is changing around them, but they’ve remained the same. The last names of the council members from a thousand years ago are identical—and so are their speciesist views.”


“And I thought the dark fae were the only ones with issues.”


She snorts. “Not even. We have multiple rebellions trying to take over. The council is barely hanging on by a thread. They don’t even agree with King Mundus. Something is going to have to give. And there is the vampires.”


“The vampires?”


“They’re about to have a civil war,” she says.


My eyes widen. “Really?”


“Yep.” She nods, then looks at me. “The wolf shifters aren’t on the verge of war, are they?”


I shake my head. “No. The wolves are loyal to their alpha.”


She sighs. “Good.”


I don’t think I could handle more than one fight right now. Just going against King Hastings is enough.


“What is Alaska like?” Winter asks as we walk toward where our golf carts are parked.


“Cold,” I answer.


She laughs. “Yeah, I kind of figured.”


“But it’s also wonderful.” I lean my back against the golf cart as I look at her. “Pack land is gorgeous and everybody is so nice. They have a lot of other supernaturals mated to wolf shifters, so they’re very accepting.”


Her shoulders relax. “I was wondering. It’s one thing with you—you’re a princess. And Devin is alpha. It’s not like they could reject you.”


“I was fully prepared for them to reject me,” I admit. “My father hasn’t exactly tried to make peace with the wolves. If anything, King Hastings hates wolf shifters the most—probably because of me. So I figured they would hate me for that, but they’re surprisingly accepting of me.”


She tilts her head to the side, studying me. “I’m glad you went through this first. It’s nice to have somebody to talk to who isn’t a wolf shifter. I know you’re a hybrid, but you can’t shift.”


“I’m barely a hybrid wolf shifter. You’re right, I can’t shift. Sometimes my eyes look like a wolf, mostly when Devin is running. Even when he’s not close, I can still feel his emotions when they’re heightened.” I tuck a piece of hair behind my ear. “There was one time a panther shifter was trying to kill me and I ran really fast—like wolf shifter fast. But I’m mostly dark fae. And, apparently, elemental.”


“A panther shifter tried to kill you?” Her eyes widen.


“A lot of people have tried to kill me since I got here,” I tell her. “I don’t know why you’re surprised. My dad is King Hastings. They probably thought they’d be doing the world a favor by getting rid of me.”


“But you’re so sweet,” Winter says.


My breath gets caught in my throat at her words. She barely knows me, yet she trusts me so much. “You and Dawson really are perfect for one another. He accepted me from the beginning. It was like having a big brother look out for me.”


“What about Devin? Didn’t he accept you?” Winter asks.


I shrug one shoulder. “Not exactly.”


She cocks one brow. “Why do I feel like there is a story behind that?”


“There is.”


I tell Winter the story of Devin and my meeting—and how he hated me at first. She laughs at the stories I tell her.


“Sorry.” Her shoulders shake with laughter. “It’s not funny, but it kind of is. Devin does seem really stubborn.”


“He is.”


“But he came around.” She smiles. “I feel like once Devin makes up his mind about something, nothing could change it.”


I grin, thinking she already knows him so well. “You know, before you got here, Dawson was having a really hard time. It was difficult for him that Devin met me.”


“I wasn’t even supposed to come here,” Winter says. “King Mundus was going to send somebody else, but they couldn’t come quick enough. He called me the day before I came. I didn’t even want to come, but when your king asks you to do something, you do it. I’m so glad I did. Meeting Dawson has been everything I’ve ever dreamt of and more. I never expected a wolf shifter would be my mate, but now I can’t imagine it any other way. Elementals don’t interact with other supernaturals often, so I have no idea if I would’ve met him without you.”


“Then I’m glad I have out of control elemental magic.”


She laughs.


My phone vibrates, so I pull it out and see Devin’s name popup.


“Hello,” I answer.


“Are you okay?” he asks.


“I’m fine.”


“You’re usually home by now. I was worried.”


“I’ll be home soon,” I assure him. “I’m with Winter. Don’t worry so much.”


“It’s my job to worry about you,” he says.


“You know I’m capable of protecting myself. I’m powerful, or at least Winter thinks I am.”


“I know you can protect yourself, but I don’t want you to have to.” Devin’s voice is low and husky.


I clear my throat, looking away from Winter. “I’ll see you in a little bit, okay?”


“Okay. Bye, baby.”


“Bye.”


The call comes to an end and I dare to look at Winter. She smirks, shaking her head.


“Wolf shifters are very protective of their women.”


I nod. “Especially alphas. Dawson may not be alpha, but he’s got alpha blood.”


Winter grins. “I like the overprotectiveness. It’s kind of hot. I’m so glad my mate wasn’t an elemental.”


“Dark fae don’t have soulmates. I feel so lucky that I have a mate at all. If not, I would’ve been forced into an arranged marriage.” I frown, thinking about how horrible that would’ve been.


“Arranged marriage?” She wrinkles her nose. “King Hastings is a complete tool.”


I’m not going to argue that. “He definitely sucks.”


She stands up straighter. “You should probably go back home before Devin comes looking for you.”


“Are you saying that because school is over soon and you want to go see Dawson?” I tease.


Her cheeks turn red, but she nods. “Absolutely. You understand—your mate bond is new too. Being away from him, even for a few hours, is torture.”


“It is,” I tell her. “But I get the feeling that part doesn’t go away.”


“I hope not.”


I get onto my golf cart and head back to the beach house. My heart races the entire drive back at the thought of getting back to Devin.


I’m so in love with my soulmate.




I want to marry you now.





After training, I head back to the beach house to get a shower and get ready.


Once school lets out, Blake and Ember are supposed to come hang out. I’m sad that I don’t get to see my friend every day anymore. I miss hanging out with him.


Devin is waiting for me in the hallway when I come out of my room. He’s leaning against the wall, but he stands up straight when he sees me standing there. His eyes slowly scan me.


“You’re beautiful,” he says.


My cheeks grow warm as I feel the emotion behind the words. I glance down at myself, wondering what he sees in me. “I look like I always do.”


“I know.” He takes a step closer, pulling me into his arms. His lips graze the side of my neck and chills erupt on my skin. I shiver at the move and I can feel his elation over the fact that he caused such a reaction out of me.


Devin steps back from me abruptly. I stifle a groan, annoyed that he’s moving away. But a second later, I hear footsteps coming down the hallway. Damian’s face comes into view.


“Your friends are here,” he says, completely oblivious to what Devin and I were just doing in the hallway. He quickly turns away, giving us privacy.


Okay, maybe he’s not quite so oblivious. My cheeks grow warm at the thought of being caught making out by Devin’s older brother.


Devin chuckles, taking a step closer to me. “It’s really cute that you’re embarrassed.”


“Your brother basically caught us making out,” I whisper, hoping that nobody is listening to our conversation.


“He doesn’t know, he just suspects.” Devin laces our fingers together. “We’re mates. It’s not something you should be ashamed of. We weren’t doing anything wrong. If anything, you seemed annoyed that I stopped.”


I narrow my eyes at him, not wanting him to know that he’s right. I really didn’t want to stop.


Devin’s smile widens as he sees right through my act. I’m hopeless to hide anything from him. He tugs me closer to him and leans down to whisper in my ear.


“I love you, Tori.”


I sigh, leaning further into him. He embraces me tightly but pulls back way too soon.


“Come on,” he says. “Let’s go hang out with Blake and Ember.”


Even though I don’t want my time with Devin to end, I do want to see my friends. I walk excitedly to the end of the hallway, finding Blake and Ember sitting in the living room. Ember is holding Grant while Blake plays peek-a-boo with him. Grant laughs every time Blake surprises him.


My heart warms at the sight.


From the moment I met Blake, he’s always felt like family to me. I know he feels the same about me. He’s never even had an inkling of attraction for me, which is the only reason Devin lets him hang out with us. Seeing him so happy with Ember makes me happy. He deserves happiness.


Devin clears his throat. Blake stands from the couch, turning to face us.


“Oh, hey,” Blake says.


Ember stands too. When she does, Monica walks over to grab Grant.


“I’ll let you guys hang out,” Monica says, then nods at her mate to follow her.


They leave the room, heading toward their bedroom down the hallway that Devin and I just walked from.


I make my way closer to them and sit down on the loveseat. Devin sits close enough that our thighs touch despite the fact that there is plenty of room. I shoot him a look and he grins innocently back.


I should know better than to try and question an alpha’s choice. He only scoots closer, like he’s trying to prove a point. I chew on my bottom lip to stop the grin, but he knows exactly what he’s doing to me.


“You two are as disgusting as ever,” Blake says, as he slips an arm behind Ember.


He’s sitting just as close to Ember as Devin is to me so I don’t feel quite as embarrassed by the closeness.


I clear my throat. “We’re getting along well if that’s what you’re asking.”


Blake busts out laughing. “Getting along well.”


Ember playfully slaps his arm. “Don’t make fun of her, babe. She’s your future luna.”


“She’ll always be Duchess to me,” Blake counters.


I roll my eyes at his ridiculous nickname. “How did I ever put up with you?”


“Because I was the only person brave enough to try and be your friend,” Blake says.


I don’t have an argument for that because he’s right—he is the only person who tried to be my friend when I first came here. Though, our connection is definitely more than just him being my ‘only’ friend option. I like Blake. Thankfully Devin does too or else he wouldn’t be allowed over right now.


Ember sits up straighter. “We have exciting news. And I know you guys probably won’t be able to come, but we wanted to invite you anyway.”


“What is it?” I ask, sitting forward.


Ember looks at Blake, then back at me. “Next month, we’re going to take an extra long weekend off from school and fly to Alaska.”


I raise an eyebrow. “Uh, cool. Are you introducing Blake to your family?”


Blake rubs a hand at the back of his neck. “We’re getting married.”


My eyes widen. “Really? Wow. Congratulations.”


Devin stiffens beside me, saying absolutely nothing. I jump up from the couch to give Ember and Blake each a hug and congratulate them on the upcoming wedding. Sure, I’m jealous that it’s them getting married and not me, but I know my time will come. Until then, I will simply have to be patient.


Ember pulls back from our embrace. “I really hope that you can come. I know wolf weddings don’t have bridesmaids like some supernaturals do, but if we did, you’d be one of mine. You’re practically family.”


“I’ll try,” I promise her, then glance at Devin. “Do you think we’ll be able to?”


He shrugs. “Depends what’s going on with King Hastings at the time.”


Devin looks completely uninterested in going to their wedding. I don’t have to be touching him to feel the strong emotions—they’re practically rolling off of him. He’s upset. Really, really upset.


Even as he eventually stands from the couch and smiles at Blake as they shake hands, I can see that the smile is just a facade. It’s for Blake and Ember’s benefit. I want to know what’s going on with him, but I know in front of my friends isn’t the right time to ask.


“Dawson introduced Winter during class the other day.” Ember grins widely as she mentions my mentor. “She seems really sweet.”


“She is.” I tuck a piece of hair behind my ear. “She’s so perfect for Dawson. It’s cute to see them together. They’re so happy.”


“A lot of people are finding their mates at Shifter Academy—it’s rare for that to happen,” Blake says.


“Because most people meet their mate when they’re older?” I ask.


He nods. “People are speculating that it’s changing. Though, it’s definitely complicated being younger. Most mates aren’t learning how to be together while also finishing high school. It’s definitely going to make for an interesting experience.”


Even as Blake talks, my chest aches when I feel Devin’s frustration. I lace our fingers together, trying to be subtle about it. I don’t want Blake and Ember to know he’s upset. Whatever he’s upset about isn’t because of them personally. I try to find Devin’s happiness and expand it, but he’s blocking me so I can’t.


“Are you okay?” Blake asks, squinting his eyes. “Your eyes are orange.”


I blink, shaking my head. “Yeah. Sorry. I’m fine.”


Blake gives me a pointed look—one that says he knows I’m lying. But I don’t want to talk about it right now and not at all with Blake.


Ember quickly changes the subject. “So how is everything going with King Hastings?”


Devin and I fill the two of them in on everything that happening. But the entire time, Devin never relaxes. His emotions are all over the place, which makes me anxious.


Blake and Ember must realize that something is going on because they leave quickly before we even have dinner. As much as I want to hang out with my friends, I want to figure out what’s going on with Devin more.


As soon as the front door shuts, I turn my attention to Devin.


“What’s wrong?” I ask.


Devin runs his fingers through his hair, letting out a long breath. He looks at me and doesn’t as a word as he pulls me into his arms. I let him hold me because I know this is exactly what he needs right now.


“Devin, talk to me.” I run my fingers through his hair, hoping to ease some of his anxiety. “The emotions you’re projecting are very intense.”


He pulls back, his green eyes piercing into mine. “They’re getting married next month.”


I nod. “I’m happy for them.”


“I want to marry you now,” he continues. “This whole waiting thing is killing me. I can’t stand it. I want to make you mine more than anything.”


My chest aches at his admission.


I know it’s been hard on Devin, but I don’t think I realized just how hard. It’s not just him—it’s his wolf too. It’s like his wolf needs to complete the bond for him to feel settled.


I’m not sure what to say to him, so I just put my head against his chest and wrap my arms around him. He squeezes me tight and I feel his lips at the top of my head as he gently kisses me.


“It’s not just your brother,” I tell Devin. “I have to learn how to control my elemental powers before we can get married.”


“You’ll master them within a few weeks,” he says. I can feel that he means the words—he fully believes in me.


I can do this. He’s right. I’ve survived so much in my short life. Getting control of my elemental powers, though definitely a challenge, will eventually become second nature.


“Winter says that elementals consider hybrids dangerous because they’re more powerful than a full blooded elemental.” I look up at Devin. “I don’t want to hurt anybody.”


“You won’t.” He doesn’t break eye contact as he makes the promise. “I believe in you, Tori. You’ve got Winter training you. You’ll get there.”


“I will learn so we can get married.” I look up at Devin through my lashes. “Knowing that you’re my prize is the best motivation.”


He smiles, but I can tell that it’s forced. “I’m sorry that I made our friends leave with my poor mood.”


I shrug. “It’s okay. Blake and Ember still love us. We’ll have plenty of time to spend with them. Blake told me he’s joining our pack.”


Devin nods. “He asked me once he figured out he’s mates with Ember. They’re both close to their families, but he couldn’t bare to ask Ember to leave her family. Ember has a lot of nieces and nephews.”


“What would you have done if I hadn’t wanted to leave my family?” I ask.


“Probably move.” He chuckles, shaking his head. “Haven’t your figured out yet, I’d do anything for you. I’d give up my alphas status, my pack, my home, and my family if that’s what you wanted.”


“I wouldn’t be a very good mate if I wanted those things.”


He shrugs. “It doesn’t change my answer. The only thing I need is you. From the moment we met, you’ve had me wrapped around your finger.”


“I wish I would’ve known that back then.”


Then again, having Devin slowly fall in love with me was a fun experience too. It wasn’t instantaneous like it is with most mates.


If anything, Devin and I fell in love the old fashioned way.




You’re worth waiting for.





As I make my way into the dining room that evening, things are tense. Devin and Damian are both extremely quiet, which isn’t like the two alpha males. I look at Monica and she simply shrugs. Whatever it is, she must not know what’s going on with them either.


Grant makes noises from his highchair as he stuffs his tiny fist into his mouth. Even though he’s still a baby, he has quite the appetite. He’s a wolf shifter, so it makes sense.


“Will my children eat like Grant does?” I wonder aloud.


“I don’t know.” Monica takes a sip of her sweet tea. “I guess it depends if they’re more like you or Dev. You’ll probably have a mix of different children. Some will shift, some might not.”


Monica grabs a second burger and I raise an eyebrow at her.


I know from what she’s told me, she had a very human-like appetite when she was pregnant the first time. It looks like this time around, she hasn’t lost her appetite at all.


“I’m starving,” she says, before taking a huge bite.


I glance over at Devin. He’s got his lips pressed into a firm line and his brows tilted down. I’m afraid to ask him what’s going on, especially when I see a similar expression on Damian’s face.


I clear my throat, looking at Monica. “Did you hear that Blake and Ember are getting married next month?”


Devin shoots a glare at his brother and I realize what this is about.


Devin’s mad at Damian because Blake and Ember’s parents aren’t making them wait to get married.


Maybe bringing up the subject wasn’t such a good idea.


“I heard about that,” Monica says, glancing over at her husband. She sighs and turns back to me. “I know Ember’s mom is so excited. To meet your mate so young is a joy. I was twenty one when I met Damian. I wish I could’ve met him when I was in high school, but it’s probably best I didn’t. I wasn’t ready back then for something so big.”


“Fate doesn’t make mistakes,” I say. “It knows the exact moment both people are ready for such a commitment.”


Damian looks over at me. “You think Devin was ready for a commitment when he met you? You do realize that this is the guy who was pouting about you being a dark fae for a few weeks.”


I tense at his words, not knowing what to say. But as it turns out, I don’t need to say anything. Devin’s head snaps toward his brother, his eyes flashing yellow.


“Just because you’re a stand-in alpha doesn’t mean you know what is best. You don’t,” Devin proclaims. “You attacking my mate only proves that. You’re only thinking about yourself and what you think is best. But if you took the time to talk to Tori and me, you’d know that we’re ready now.”


“Devin,” Monica warns.


He turns toward his sister-in-law. “You want to tell me we’re not ready too?”


She shakes her head. “No. You know I don’t share the feelings that my mate does. You and Tori are more mature than most people your age.”


“Exactly.” Devin turns back to Damian. “In less than four months, I’ll be taking over as alpha of the pack. If I can handle that, certainly I can handle being married.”


Damian’s face turns red as he turns toward Devin.


Monica stands up from the table. “Come on, Tori. Let’s go sit outside.”


Not wanting to listen to Damian and Devin argue, I follow Monica out the back door. She grabs Grant from his high chair as we make our way outside. We sit down on the oversized outdoor couch. She puts Grant onto the rug so he can crawl around and play with some toys scattered around.


“How are you handling all of that?” Monica motions toward the door that we just walked out of.


I tuck a piece of hair behind my ear. “I don’t know. I’m torn between trying to be respectful to Damian, but also really wanting to marry my mate. Devin is right. We’re ready now. There isn’t a point to waiting.”


Monica grins. “I know. I’m not sure I understand my husband’s thinking. I’ve tried to talk to him and get him to see reason, but once he has his mind set to something there is no changing it.”


“It’s an alpha thing.”


She laughs. “Yeah, you’re definitely right about that. But that’s what you have to look forward to being mated to Devin.”


Only Devin and I haven’t disagreed on anything. So far anyway.


I pull my knees up to my chest, hugging them against me. “Should I go check on Devin?”


Monica shakes her head. “They’re still fighting. You should give them both time to cool off.”


“They’re fighting?” I frown.


“They’re brothers—fighting is what they do. Devin has a dominant personality. He’s the true alpha. And Damian is his stand-in. It doesn’t happen often that an alpha is killed before the next in line takes over. What’s happening with them is difficult. Damian never wanted to be alpha, but he’s been forced to.” Monica takes a deep breath, slowly shaking her head back and forth. “They’re fighting now, but this family is strong. They’ll be laughing tomorrow. It’s what family does.”


“Not my family.” I lower my head, not wanting to even think about it. “My family fights and tortures one another for fun.”


“I’m sorry you had to go through that, but that’s not what real family does. Family should love one another and lift each other up,” she says. “And I promise you, the family that you’re about to marry into is a good one.”


“I can’t offer the same for Devin.” My lips turn downward. “All I have is Nico, and right now he’s under my father’s thumb.”


“But he won’t always be.” Monica puts his hand on my arm. When she does, I can feel a rush of her emotions.


I don’t know why I’m surprised, but Monica loves me like a sister.


She cocks her head to the side. “Why do you have this surprised look on your face?”


I motion toward her arm. “You’re touching me, so I can feel your emotions.”


She nods, understanding dawning on her features. “I forgot dark fae can read emotions, but it doesn’t matter because I don’t have anything to hide from you.”


My heart warms at her words. I know she means them. To have people who trust me means so much.


“What emotions do you get when you touch Grant?” Monica asks.


I grin. “It depends. He’s happy a lot. He also gets angry, especially if he’s hungry. But mostly, I feel love from him. He loves his family.”


Monica looks at her son who is playing on the rug. She smiles widely. “All I want is for him to be happy.”


“How could he not be happy? He has the best family,” I say, trying to assure her. “He’s lucky. We all are.”


“We are, aren’t we?” She looks from Grant to me. “It sounds like they’re done fighting.”


“Did they make up?” I ask, hopeful.


She smirks, shaking her head. “They’re both stubborn alphas. Give them a couple of days.”


“Devin is stubborn,” I tell her. “There is no way he’s going to change his mind, especially not about this.”


“I know.” She stands up and picks up Grant. “I’m going to go try to talk some sense into my mate.”


“Good luck.”


She snorts. “I’m going to need it.”


As she opens the door to walk inside, Devin comes walking out. She pats Devin on the shoulder, giving him a sympathetic look before making her way inside.


Devin’s face is red as he makes his way over. He doesn’t say anything, he just sits down beside me and pulls me into his arms. I expect to feel anger coming from him, but he’s more disappointed than anything. He’s hurt that his brother can’t see how much this is killing him.


I bury my face in his chest, letting him pull me closer to him. I know that he needs this embrace. He doesn’t need me to tell him not to fight with his brother. He just needs me to comfort him. I let him hold me against him for a few minutes before he loosens his grip on me. I pull back to look at him and see green eyes studying me.


Devin gently rubs his thumb along my cheek. “Are you okay?”


My eyes widen. “Me? You’re the one who’s hurting.”


His face softens. “Your eyes are gray.”


“Because it makes me sad to see how much you’re hurting.” My bottom lip quivers.


“Ah, baby, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to make you upset.”


“You didn’t.” Tears roll down my cheeks. “I’m sorry. I just wish there was something that I could do to make this better.”


Devin pulls me onto his lap and wraps his arms around me. “You are making it better. Just being around you makes everything better.”


My heart swells at his words. “Maybe I could talk to Damian and explain—”


Devin shakes his head, cutting me off. “He’s not going to listen to reason right now and I don’t want him to take his anger out on you.”


I nod, not knowing what to say. There isn’t anything I can do.


He cups my chin with his hand gently, studying my eyes carefully. “You have a soft heart.”


I lower my head. “You mean I cry a lot.”


“Crying isn’t a bad thing. Besides, it’s not just your emotions that you’re dealing with. You’re constantly feeling what others are feeling and that’s got to be hard. I can’t imagine. My own emotions are enough,” Devin says, making me seem so much cooler than I am.


“It sucks that your brother won’t let us get married.” I bring up the one subject that Devin likely wanted to avoid. “But I just want you to know that I think you’re worth waiting for.”


Devin’s shoulders sag forward and he smirks at me, shaking his head. “How do you always know exactly what to say to calm me down?”


I shrug one shoulder. “I don’t know. I always wonder the same thing about you. Maybe it’s a mates thing.”


“Maybe.” Devin leans closer and presses a kiss to my cheek. “I think you’re worth waiting for too, Tori. I don’t ever want you to doubt that. But I’m not going to stop trying to get my brother to see reason when it comes to this. If our roles were reversed, he’d be fighting for the same thing with his mate.”


I nod, agreeing with his statement. “No matter what, I am on your side. I’m just not going to fight with your brother.”


He smirks. “Leave that to me.”


I have no doubts that Damian will have a big fight ahead of him if he doesn’t cave on the issue soon. Bigger than even tonight. Devin is stubborn. He’s going to get what he wants. But despite the fact that Devin disagrees with what his brother has asked, I know he won’t go behind Damian’s back. He’ll wait until he has approval.


“Were you really that upset about Blake and Ember?” I ask.


“No.” His green eyes look at me with such intensity. “I am just really, really jealous.”


I won’t admit it out loud, but I’m jealous too. Though, I am still happy for them. Blake and Ember deserve happiness.


Devin runs his finger along my cheek, then slowly tucks a piece of hair behind my ear. He doesn’t drop his hand, instead he puts it on the back of my neck, gently touching me.


“I will fix everything for us,” he promises. “And don’t worry about the fight I had with Damian. I will always love my brother, even when I disagree with him.”


I worry my bottom lip between my teeth, searching his eyes for the truth.


Monica was right—everything is going to be okay. Devin and Damian have an unbreakable bond. This family isn’t going to start hating one another because of one disagreement.


Devin pulls me into his arms and I snuggle into him.


I’m so lucky Devin is my fated mate. I can’t wait to be part of his family—officially.
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Thursday, February 11

The dragon king.





Damian is gone all day on Thursday which worries me a little bit. I know that he and Devin were fighting—is he trying to avoid Devin? Are things going to be okay between them? I try not to overthink things, knowing that Devin’s family isn’t anything like mine. His brother isn’t going to try to kill him because of one argument.


Training with Winter is going very well. She seems shocked at all that I’ve learned in the short time we’ve been working together. Things that she said took her years to learn, I’m learning in one afternoon. To be fair, she was learning these things as a kid. I’m older so that probably has something to do with it. But Winter says I’m so good at it because I’m a hybrid.


Elementals hate hybrids. Well, not all elementals. Clearly, Winter doesn’t hate me. And King Mundus is mated to a wolf shifter, so his children are hybrids. There is a movement to try and show the elementals that hybrids aren’t dangerous if properly taught. I hope I can be an example of just that. Yes, I’ve lost control a few times, but nobody has gotten hurt. I’ve done everything in my power to learn how to control my magic.


“Where is Damian?” I ask Monica, while Devin takes a shower.


Devin shifted and went for a run this afternoon. He always likes to shower after because he gets sand all over him from running on the island.


“Alpha business.” She furrows her brows. “He won’t even tell me what he’s doing, which is a little frustrating.”


“Wait, don’t you get to know things as luna?” I ask. I don’t think I could handle it if Devin kept secrets from me.


She frowns. “He says he will tell me later tonight. But he did say we’re having company for dinner.”


“And he didn’t tell you who?”


“No. He didn’t even give me a hint.”


Shifter Academy is, first and foremost, a school. But alphas often come here for meetings. I’m not sure if because the island is a neutral location or if the alphas just like having meetings on an island in the middle of the ocean. So, our mysterious guest could be anybody.


“Did you notice my baby bump?” Monica rubs a hand over her mostly flat stomach.


I tilt my head to the side, studying her. “You look like you ate too many carbs.”


She chuckles. “Next month I’ll be half way there.”


My eyes widen. “Right. I forgot wolf shifters have six month pregnancies.”


“How long are dark fae pregnancies?” she asks.


“Same as most supernaturals—forty weeks.”


“Does that mean you’ll be pregnant for six months or nine months?” She picks Grant up out of his walker.


I shrug. “It’ll be a fun surprise, I suppose.”


She groans. “I can’t even imagine being pregnant for nine months. That sounds miserable.”


“I wouldn’t know.” But I do trust her judgment. She only recently started feeling better from her morning sickness.


“You could probably have a mixture of different lengths of pregnancies.” Monica gives Grant his bottle. He happily grabs it from her and starts drinking. “It likely depends on the species of your children.”


“Won’t they all be hybrids?” I tuck a piece of hair behind my ear, looking curiously at her.


“Yes, but some will probably be more like a wolf shifter. Some of them might be more elemental, and some more dark fae. Since your elemental and dark fae are both equally powerful, it stands to reason that some of them could be like you.”


I didn’t think of that.


Devin walks into the kitchen. He kisses me on the cheek before sitting down beside me at the bar.


Monica turns to him. “Do you know who our special dinner guest is?”


Devin cocks an eyebrow. “You think my brother tells me anything?”


Before Monica can respond, the front door opens. We all look over to see who Damian has brought home. My jaw drops when I see King Basilicus walk in behind him.


What is the dragon king doing here?


Devin and I both abruptly stand, making our way over toward him and Damian. I can feel Devin’s curiosity and a bit of annoyance. He didn’t know anything about this. Clearly, King Basilicus is here on Alpha Council business, so Devin should know. As the true alpha that will be taking over in a few months, he should be sitting in on every single alpha meeting there is.


Whatever this is, I know it’s for a reason. Damian wouldn’t actively hide something from Devin unless it were really important.


“King Basilicus.” I bow toward him. “It’s an honor.”


He grins. “Princess Hastings, it’s good to see you again.”


“Just Tori,” I remind him.


“Tori.” His eyes sparkle as he looks from me to Devin. “Alpha Devin, it’s good to see you again. I trust you are well.”


He and Devin shake hands. “I am. How are you?”


“I’m great.” His grin widens. “I still haven’t got my wedding invitation. The two of you haven’t decided to elope, have you?”


I press my lips firmly together, not knowing what to say. Even Devin goes quiet.


Damian awkwardly clears his throat. “I’m trying to make them wait until after they graduate high school before they complete their mate bond.”


King Basilicus’s eyes widen at the revelation. “Wow. You’re lucky Devin and Tori are such good kids. I met my mate when I was still in high school. My father tried to get us to wait three months, so I eloped.”


I can’t help but laugh at his story. “You defied your dragon shifter father?”


He nods, his grin widening. “He was furious. He brought up my defiance for years after that. Before he passed, he told me that he was wrong to ask me to wait.”


Devin looks at Damian. Damian glares back, which makes me think Devin said something to him through their mind link.


“I don’t think Damian would be happy if Devin and I eloped.” I frown, wishing that was an option. “Besides, I want our family there.”


“That was my one regret. I wish my mother could’ve been there.” He frowns as if thinking of a bad memory. “But it all worked out in the end. My mom was just happy I gave her lots of grandchildren.”


King Basilicus does have a lot of children. I think there are eight of them, which isn’t the norm for dragon shifters. A typical dragon shifter family has one to three children. Ever since the war that almost wiped out dragon shifters, their population has been slow to grow. I think most of them are scared of another war so they don’t have to have a lot of children. But nobody in the supernatural community would dare go after dragon shifters again—they’re way too powerful now and they have a lot of allies, including wolf shifters.


King Basilicus turns toward Monica. “I hear a congratulations are in order for your second child.”


Monica smiles widely. “Yes. I’m due sometime in June.”


He furrows his brows, then nods. “Right. I forgot you have short pregnancies.”


“How long is a dragon shifter pregnancy?” Monica asks.


“Anywhere from sixteen to twenty months,” he answers. “Most of my mate’s pregnancies were around sixteen months, but the last one took the full twenty months. I think that’s why she didn’t want any more children.”


“I can’t imagine.” Monica frowns. “That sounds absolutely miserable.”


I am so glad Devin isn’t a dragon shifter.


We all make our way to the dining room table. Damian helps Monica get the roast from the oven while Devin and I sit with King Basilicus.


“How is your elemental training going?” King Basilicus takes a sip of his sweet tea. He makes a face, probably because of how sweet it is, then takes another sip.


“It’s going well,” I answer.


“She’s a natural.” Devin puts his arm around me. “Winter says she’s learning quicker than she thought possible.”


King Basilicus nods. “I figured. Hybrid elementals are typically stronger and once they learn control, a full blooded elemental has got nothing on them. It’s why elementals are so afraid of hybrids.”


“Shouldn’t they want to be stronger? Don’t they want their children and grandchildren to grow up in a better world than they did?” I ask, wondering what the supernatural community is so scared of. After being here and learning what I have about hybrids, they’re not a bad thing. Not at all.


“They’re afraid of power. I’ve made a treaty with King Mundus, but the elemental council keeps rejecting the treaty. My nephew is at Elemental Academy. I was hoping him being there would help change things, but it hasn’t.” King Basilicus frowns. “I’ve thought about bringing him home so many times. They’re cruel to him. But my younger brother insists that he needs the training.”


“What can elementals teach a dragon shifter?” I lean forward, genuinely curious about his response.


“My nephew is a hybrid—he’s a very strong elemental. Unfortunately, he lost his mother at a young age. He lost control of his emotions and caused some damage. We made a deal with the elementals to send him to Elemental Academy for training,” King Basilicus explains. “But it’s been quite a few years. I’m certain my nephew has control now. He was only a child when he lost control.”


I can’t imagine.


“It’s probably good that Tori’s elemental powers didn’t show up until she came here then.” Devin laces our fingers together under the table.


King Basilicus nods, turning to face me. “I’ve heard of that happening quite frequently. Some hybrids get their powers later on in life, usually around puberty or when they’re a young adult. In the case of my nephew, he was more like a dragon shifter with slight elemental powers. When he lost control of his elemental magic and we saw how powerful it was, we realized he was more elemental.”


“So he won’t shift?” Devin asks.


“We won’t know for sure until his eighteenth birthday. His father doesn’t think he will. Me, I’m not sure. You never can tell.” He eyes me. “Tori, the more I get to know you, the more I realize that the supernatural world isn’t so black and white. You are very clearly equal in your elemental and dark fae powers. So maybe there is hope for my nephew.”


I ponder his words as Damian puts a huge pan on the table. Monica gets Grant set in his high chair.


Out of respect, we all wait for King Basilicus to go first. He insists that Monica make a plate for Grant first. Despite the fact that he polished off a large bottle of milk moments ago, the kid acts like he’s starving. He cries while waiting for Monica to hand him his plate.


As it turns out, dragon shifters also have large appetites. I imagine turning into a dragon burns a lot of calories—probably more than even shifting into a wolf.


King Basilicus laughs when he sees my small portion. “You eat like a human.”


Devin frowns. “I’ve tried to get her to eat more.”


“It’s all I need.” I squeeze Devin’s hand beneath the table. “Using dark fae and elemental powers doesn’t affect my appetite.”


“Interesting.” He furrows his brows like he’s genuinely confused.


I guess all supernaturals are different from one another and that’s what makes our community so beautiful.




You’ll find out.





King Basilicus stays for a little while after dinner, but he leaves around the time Monica puts Grant down for bed. Damian tries to go to bed when Monica puts Grant down, but Devin stops him.


“We need to talk,” Devin says, crossing his arms over his chest as he looks at his older brother.


Devin is annoyed with his brother. I’m not sure if it’s because of not knowing why King Basilicus is on the island or if it’s because of what happened yesterday—probably a little of both.


“Are you going to apologize for your behavior yesterday?” Damian gives his younger brother a pointed look.


“No. I’m not going to apologize for that because I am right.” Devin takes a step closer to his brother. It would intimidate anybody, but Damian doesn’t look bothered at all. If anything, he looks amused—or maybe annoyed. It’s hard to tell with him.


I put a hand on Devin’s arm, hoping to help calm him down. I know better than to use my dark fae powers on him, but I do send him a bit of happiness.


Devin glances at me, shaking his head. “Stop being so cute.”


Damian groans. “Both of you stop being cute. I’m going to vomit.”


Devin rolls his eyes as he looks at his older brother. “You owe me an explanation.”


“An explanation about what?” Damian inquires.


“King Basilicus.”


“What about him?”


Devin growls. “You know what. I want to know why he is here on the island. Something is going on.”


“You’ll find out,” Damian answers cryptically.


Because I’m touching Devin, I can feel his annoyance and anger with his brother. “I’ll find out because you’re going to tell me.”


Damian shakes his head. “No, Dev. You need to focus on school. Wait until you’re alpha to worry about alpha business. You need time to be a kid.”


“I’m not a kid anymore.” Devin practically growls the words. “I have a mate now. And in just a few short months, I’m going to be alpha. I have a right to know what’s happening. This is my business.”


Damian’s face softens as he rubs a hand over it. “I know. You’ll find out tomorrow what’s going on. I want it to be a surprise.”


Devin rolls his eyes.


“Are you annoyed because you don’t know what’s going on or are you annoyed because I’m making you wait to marry your soulmate?” Damian cocks an eyebrow.


“A little of both.” Devin sighs. “But I’m definitely more annoyed over the fact that you won’t let me marry Tori now. I don’t want to wait any longer to make her mine.”


Damian puts a hand on Devin’s shoulder. “I know. But someday you will understand why I am asking you to wait.”


Somehow I doubt that, but I keep the thought to myself. One of us being angry with Damian is enough. I don’t want to make things worse.


I lace my fingers through Devin’s. “I know you want to protect Devin, but he’s stronger than you think. You shouldn’t underestimate him.”


Damian smiles at me. “I know. He’s grown a lot since he met you. I’m so glad the two of you found one another. You’re exactly what he needs. I understand why fate allowed you guys to meet now instead of in a few years. Dev needs you as much as you need him.”


As frustrated as I am with my future brother-in-law, I can’t help but smile at him. “You’re right. I do need Devin. I couldn’t get through any of this without him.”


Devin squeezes my hand. “I equally need you.”


My heart swells at his words.


Damian clears his throat. “I’m going to leave the two of you before I vomit.”


Devin rolls his eyes as his older brother leaves us alone in the living room. Even though he’s annoyed with Damian, I know he loves his brother. I can feel it through his emotions. It further proves that his family is so different than mine. The only person I ever felt love from was Nico. And even he had to hide it when we were around other family members.


Devin tugs me toward the sectional and we sit down beside one another. It’s cooler outside tonight. It actually feels like winter—the low is forty degrees, which is not normal. The cold doesn’t affect Devin like it does me. I know he’s only staying inside tonight for my comfort.


“How am I going to survive the cold in Alaska?” I ask.


Devin grabs a throw from the back of the couch and puts it over the two of us. He pulls me closer to him, snuggling me against him.


“I’ll keep you warm,” he promises.


I can’t help but have butterflies when I think about the future—our future. Anytime I imagined what my life would be like, I always knew I was destined for misery. Meeting Devin and finding somebody who thinks I’m worth fighting for was a complete surprise. I’m still not sure what he sees in me, but I hope I can be what he needs me to be.


I never wanted to be a leader, but that’s exactly the role I’ve had to take. Fate knows exactly what I’m capable of.


It’s strange to think that both of my parents come from royal lines. My mother was a princess. And my dad, as cruel as he is, is king of the dark fae. He’s the strongest dark fae there is—at least he was until I was born.


“What are you thinking so hard about?” Devin asks, grazing his fingers down my arm.


I shiver at the movement. “Just about the future. I wonder if I can really handle being luna and queen.”


“If anybody can handle it, you can,” Devin says, reassuring me. “No matter what, you will not be alone. I’m going to be by your side. The two of us are going to figure it out together.”


I won’t be alone—that is a comforting thought.


I sigh, leaning further into him. “Sometimes I think I’m more trouble than I’m worth. You’d be better off with a mate who is a wolf shifter.”


“You are a wolf shifter.”


I glance up into his green eyes. “You know what I mean. Somebody who is a full blooded wolf shifter. Somebody who doesn’t have dark fae blood in them. Or at the very least, somebody who doesn’t cause an earthquake when they’re mad.”


“I’ve told you, I like that you’re dark fae. I don’t want a wolf shifter mate. I want you.” He doesn’t break eye contact as he says it.


My breath gets caught in my throat.


“I love that your eyes change through such vivid colors.” He cups my cheek with his hand. “Your emotions are always right there for me to see and I like that. You can’t hide anything from me.”


“Which is frustrating,” I admit.


He grins. “I know, but it’s helpful to me. I need to know what you’re thinking and feeling, that way I can always take of you.”


My heart beats faster. “Devin…”


“You’re so small. You fit perfectly into my arms,” he says, continuing with his compliments. “It’s like you were made for me, which you were.”


I lick my lips. “You were made for me too.”


His green eyes flash down to my lips, then he slowly looks back into my eyes. “I’ve never felt attracted to anybody before you. When I tried to picture my mate, I couldn’t even dream anything up. But fate chose perfectly. You’re gorgeous, Tori.”


I look at him, not sure what to say after that.


“I can’t wait to marry you.” He gently caresses my cheek with his thumb. “I want forever with you.”


“I want that too.”


His smile widens. “You try to hide it, but I know you disagree with Damian’s decision.”


“Because I don’t want you to be mad at your brother. I don’t agree with him, but he is doing the best he can with what he’s been given. It’s probably hard to raise your younger sibling. He’s your family and I don’t want you to fight.” I worry my bottom lip between my teeth.


“That’s part of the reason it was so easy to fall for you. You care so much, even about people who are mean to you.” He shakes his head back and forth. “That night, after you took away Jenna’s wolf, you were devastated. You hated that you did that to her.”


“Because I took away everything from her. She will never get to shift into a wolf again and she’ll never meet her soulmate. I took away her pack, her friends, and her life. She’s going to live a mundane human life when she could’ve thrived as a wolf shifter.” I lower my head, not wanting to look into his green eyes. If I do, I’m scared I’ll break down.


“But she was miserable.” Devin holds onto both sides of my face gently, trying to get me to look at him.


Cautiously, I look into his eyes. “Everybody is miserable sometimes. Things would’ve gotten better for her if I gave her time.”


“No,” he says. “Jenna watched her parents die in front of her. They were tortured and murdered. That isn’t the kind of thing that somebody gets over. Yes, you took away her wolf, but you also took away her memories of that night. You gave her peace and happiness.”


“Are you sure?”


“Dawson checked up on her last week. Jenna is doing really well. The human family she moved in with decided to adopt her. She has a family—parents and siblings. She has a lot of friends in her school, she joined the soccer team, and she even has a boyfriend. Though, she’s young. Humans are so indecisive when it comes to choosing a mate.”


“It’s probably hard to pick somebody.” I tuck a piece of hair behind my ear. “When a supernatural meets their soulmate, it’s easy. Fate handpicked the perfect person. But when it comes to humans, you never know what the future holds. People change.”


Devin furrows his brows. “That sounds super complicated.”


I nod. “I’m glad I don’t have to choose. Not that I ever would’ve had a choice anyway, but I’m glad fate chose you for me.”


“I think we would’ve found one another, even if we were human.” Devin laces our fingers together. “Humans probably have soulmates too, they just don’t pick up on the feelings like we do.”


“If we were human, things would be a lot less complicated,” I admit.


“Your father would be a jerk, human or not.”


“Probably,” I admit. “But at least he wouldn’t be an evil dictator in charge of an entire species of people.”


“He won’t be for long.” Devin bends over, kissing my forehead.


I swallow hard. “Well, the thing is, when he’s not in charge any more that means I will be in charge. I could possibly be queen before I even graduate high school.”


He frowns. “You could be queen before we even get married—that’s messed up. My brother thinks we’re too young to be mated, but we’re not too young to rule.”


“Maybe he will change his mind,” I say, trying to be hopeful.


“If he doesn’t, I will change it for him,” Devin says with a determined look in his eyes.


If anybody could change an alpha’s mind, it would be Devin. He is stubborn, though that is one of the things I like about him. He knows what he wants and he isn’t afraid to fight for it. I’m just lucky that I’m somebody he deems worthy of fighting for.


Devin stands up from the couch, tossing the throw to the side. “It’s time for bed. Let me walk you to your room.”


Every single night, Devin walks me to my bedroom door. It’s really sweet, even if it gets harder and harder to say goodnight. I hate parting from him, but I take comfort in the fact that we won’t have to part for much longer.


When we get to my door, Devin gives me the softest kiss before disappearing down the hall into his own room. My heart races so fast that I’m sure everybody in the house can hear it, but I don’t care. Devin’s my mate—he should make my heart race.


I can’t believe I get forever with him.
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Friday, February 12

A wanted criminal.





The next day, instead of doing our school work as we usually do, Damian tells us to get dressed and to wear something ‘nice.’ I wonder what’s going on, but I know better than to question him as I look through my closet for an outfit.


The weather is a lot nicer today. It’s supposed to be in the seventies, so I put on a dress. I grab a cardigan, just in case I get cool. Shifters always seem to be fine, no matter what the temperature is. I, unfortunately, didn’t get this shifter trait from my mix of hybrid blood.


Devin and Damian are waiting for me in the living room when I come out of my room. Devin’s shoulders are tight. I look between the two alphas, wondering if they were fighting about something. Damian seems completely relaxed without a care in the world.


“Are you guys ready?” Damian asks.


I can’t get a read on his emotions at all, which likely means he’s fine.


Devin looks at me. “Tori?”


“I’m ready.” I slip my cardigan on as we head out the front door of the beach house. The golf cart is parked in front of the porch. Devin and I get in the back while Damian drives.


On the drive, Devin holds my hand. He’s stressing about something, but I can’t quite figure out what.


“Are you okay?” I squeeze Devin’s fingers, trying to distract him.


His shoulders sag forward. “Yes. No.” He pauses. “I’m not sure.”


“Do you want to talk about it?”


His green eyes meet mine, but I notice there is a gold ring outlining his eye. His wolf is close to the surface. “I just have no idea what to expect today. Damian wants us to go with him and King Basilicus, so that means something is going on. I hate not knowing what.”


I get it. Devin’s an alpha. He’s used to knowing everything.


Even though Devin is young, Damian has done a good job of training him. Devin’s been allowed in meetings and has played a crucial role in important wolf shifter politics. The fact that Damian is leaving him out of something is making him antsy. In turn, it’s also making me antsy. I don’t like not knowing what today holds, but I’m not sure if that’s really my emotions or Devin’s. Our emotions are running together until I can’t get a read on what I’m personally feeling.


“Are you okay?” Devin eyes me carefully. “Your eyes are bright orange.”


I shrug. “To be honest, I’m not sure. Your emotions are feeding into mine, so I’m not sure what is me and what is you.”


Devin frowns. “Tori, baby, I’m sorry.”


He starts to pull his hand away, but I hold onto it tighter.


“One time, after I forced my emotions on you, you told me that if I was going to feel it, so were you. You wouldn’t let me manipulate your emotions to make it better.” I give him a pointed look. “I feel the same way, Devin. I want to feel what you are. How else can I make it better?”


“But what if I have emotions so strong that you accidentally lose control of your elemental powers?” he asks.


“I won’t lose control,” I promise him. “I know that I haven’t been training with Winter for very long, but I’ve got good control over it.”


He studies me like he’s not sure if he believes me or not. And I get it. It wasn’t that long ago that I lost control of my powers and caused an earthquake.


When we arrive at the castle, we don’t go through the front entrance like I expect. Instead, we take a side entrance. My stomach is in knots as I realize we’re going into the same room where the court session was held last month.


Is King Hastings back? Is he trying something through the Alpha Council again?


Damian leads us inside. Devin holds tightly onto my hand and I can feel that he’s anxious, but he’s also determined. Whatever this is, I know he’s going to protect me. I equally want to do the same for him. No matter what this is about, Devin and I are in this together.


Inside, the room isn’t set up the same way as before. Instead, there is a large table in the middle of the room and lots of chairs surround it. The power that I feel the moment we walk in makes my legs shake.


There are a lot of alphas in this room, including King Basilicus, who is crazy powerful. I nearly stop in my tracks when I notice King Sanguis sitting among the alphas.


King Sanguis is the leader of the vampires. They’ve historically not interacted with other supernaturals and have kept to themselves. They don’t want to fight with anybody or ally with anybody. The fact that he’s here means something big must be going down.


Devin and I sit down, me between him and Damian. King Basilicus sits across from us. He smiles warmly when he sees me, which calms my nerves.


Nobody in this room has negative emotions. In fact, they seem excited about something, which is contagious. I feel my body relax. Even Devin’s shoulders seem to loosen a bit. He must be able to feel their emotions through me, or he can at least feel that I’m less anxious.


King Basilicus stands from his chair as he addresses the room. “Today is an exciting day, not just for the Alpha Council, but for all supernaturals, especially the dark fae.”


My heart thumps a little faster.


Is he going to announce that King Hastings is dead? Because that would be a relief.


No, there is no way. Damian would’ve told us that. This is about something else.


King Basilicus looks at me. “In the history of dark fae, a female heir has never been born. But over five hundred years ago, an oracle told of a female who would take the throne. She would be the one to free the dark fae from their harsh rulers.”


An oracle? Why have I never heard about this before?


Then again, if there was a prophecy like that, my father would want to hide it. It must be why he kills every single daughter that is born.


Looking back on the royal bloodline, there has not been a girl born to a dark fae king for hundreds of years. I was the first. It makes me wonder if all the kings did what my father does. They must be trying to prevent the prophecy from coming true.


“King Hastings has ruled for far too long. We should’ve stepped in long ago, but we will not allow what is happening to continue. That is why, from this point forward, King Hastings is considered a wanted criminal. The council no longer acknowledges him as king of the dark fae,” King Basilicus announces.


I look at him with wide eyes, not knowing what to think.


Is he serious? He must be. He wouldn’t just say this.


But what does that mean for the dark fae? And what does it mean for me?


King Basilicus focuses his gaze on me. “We would like to officially invite you, Tori Hastings, to join the Alpha Council as Queen.”


My heart pounds faster and my ears begin to ring. “Are you serious?”


He nods. “We’ve never given a seat to the dark fae. But you are going to change everything—you already have. The dark fae have started to fight back against King Hastings, even when he threats to punish them. They are wanting a change and you are the one who will bring change to them.”


I glance over at Devin. He’s got a huge smile on his face and I can feel the pride coming from him.


He’s proud of me.


But am I ready for this?


I knew that once my father was taken care of, I would be queen. But I didn’t imagine it would be now, not this soon. I thought I would have more time to adjust and prepare myself.


Now is when I wish that Devin and I were mated. I wish I could talk to him through our mate bond. He would comfort me and encourage me. He would tell me what to do.


But I already know what Devin would say. He’d want me to say yes. He believes that I am capable of leading the dark fae. And he will stand proudly by my side.


I clear my throat as I turn back to King Basilicus. “I would be proud to join the Alpha Council to represent my people.”


King Basilicus smiles widely, but he’s not surprised by my answer. He already knew that I would say yes. “Excellent.”


“What does this mean for my father?” I tuck a piece of hair being my ear. “He’s not going to turn himself in. He will fight this. And even if some of the dark fae have started to revolt, he has loyal followers. They are some of the strongest dark fae and they won’t give up without a fight.”


“Anybody who aids your father will be considered a wanted criminal. The announcement is going out later today. Anybody who aids him will have the Alpha Council to deal with. In light of that threat, your father may find himself missing some allies,” King Basilicus answers. “Either way, justice will be served. And, according to history, today is the first day you are serving as queen to your people.”


My heart thumps fast and I’m aware that most every alpha in this room can hear it racing. But who wouldn’t react like this? It’s a big deal.


There is no way out of this for my father. He can run, but he won’t run forever. He has made an enemy of the entire supernatural world and it’s finally come back to bite him. He will not win this.


“Thank you,” I tell King Basilicus, then I stand, turning to the rest of the council. “Thank you all for your ruling against King Hastings. My father is a cruel and harsh man. He has tortured and murdered our people for far too long. And it’s not just his people, he kills his own family. He tried to kill me.” I reach my hand absentmindedly over my scar. “Today will go down as a good day in history.”


I lower my head. “I’m not qualified to take over this position. I’m only eighteen and I have no idea what I’m doing, but I do know that I will do a better job than my father ever did.” I lift my head to look at the council again. “I will treat my people with respect. With my mate by my side, I know that I can do anything. From now on, each of you can consider the dark fae a loyal ally.”


As I sit down beside Devin, everybody claps and cheers. Devin laces our fingers together. He has a huge smile on his face.


King Basilicus looks at me once again. “Queen Hastings, you are going to be a great ruler. You will always have an ally with the dragons.”


An ally with the dragons? If I thought my heart was racing before, it’s practically hyperspeed now. The dragons are the best ally any supernatural could have. Nobody would ever dare mess with the dark fae.


“Thank you, King Basilicus.” I nod at him. “I don’t feel worthy, but thank you for all you’ve done for my people.”


King Basiclicus smiles at me once more and then turns to the council. “I believe this meeting is adjourned. Just remember, when the announcement is made today, King Hastings will be furious and he will retaliate. Our people should be warned that he is unhinged. He knows he’s on a sinking ship and he will take down any and everybody that he can.”


He’s right.


My stomach sinks as I realize this isn’t over. If anything, this is just the beginning.


Whatever comes next, King Hastings won’t make it easy on us.


We’ve just declared war.




Something worth celebrating.





My stomach is in knots when we get home later that morning. I’m torn between being happy, anxious, and terrified.


King Hastings isn’t going to like what the Alpha Council decided. I know for a fact that my father has tried to get a seat on the council for years. The fact that they just handed me a place will upset him greatly.


Then there is the fact that they consider me the ruler of the dark fae…


Me.


Queen.


It’s still so weird to think about it. I have spent the last few months trying to remind everybody that I’m no longer a ‘princess.’


As nervous as I am about taking my place as the leader of the dark fae, I know that I can do it.


Before I met Devin, I was too scared to ever take on a role like this. I never would’ve defied my father. I preferred to remain hidden at all times. But after meeting Devin, I realized it wasn’t right for me to sit back and take the abuse. It’s important for me to stand up for myself.


Maybe this is why I met Devin at only eighteen. Fate knew that I would need him to make it through this time in my life. And having him with me gives me courage.


When we get back to the house, Devin and I are about to head into the dining room to do our school work, but Damian stops us.


“We need to talk,” Damian says.


Devin grabs onto my hand and tugs me over to the couch, where Damian is taking a seat. Monica is nowhere to be seen, she’s probably putting Grant down for a nap.


Damian focuses on Devin. “Are you still mad that I didn’t tell you what was happening?”


“I understand why you didn’t,” Devin says. “But I don’t think it’s right to keep things from me, especially not things that directly affect my mate. You know I wouldn’t do that to you, so it’s not fair that you did it to me.”


“You’re right, and I am sorry.” Damian rubs at the scruff on his jaw. “Even though my role as alpha is temporary, I’ve gotten used to it. I’ve even gotten used to taking care of you, but you don’t need me to anymore. You’re grown up now.”


“You don’t like being alpha,” Devin says.


Damian shakes his head. “You’re right. I hate it. It has never been a role that I wanted to take and I will happily hand it over to you this summer after you graduate. But that doesn’t mean I’m comfortable with the change that is about to take place. Knowing how hard this job is only makes it that much more difficult. You’re so young to take all of this on.”


“It’s what I was born for.” Devin sits forward on the couch. “You and Monica both hate your position in the pack, but Tori and I were handpicked by fate for this. We can handle it.”


“I know.” Damian sighs, looking at each of us. “I’m sorry that I’ve been going about this all wrong. Tori is queen and you’re about to be alpha. I never should’ve tried to force what I want on you.”


We both look at him, curious what he’s trying to say.


“When I was eighteen, I was alpha. I had the elders helping me, but it was a lot to handle. I wasn’t ready for the responsibility. But you’re prepared for this,” Damian says. “That is why I’ve decided to change my mind. If you two want to get married over spring break, you have my blessing.”


My eyes widen as I look at Damian. Devin is also completely silent like he’s waiting for Damian to say something else.


Is this really happening? Is he really going to let us get married sooner than summer?


“If you’re both old enough to rule a species, you’re old enough to know what you want. You’re soulmates and nobody should force you to wait to complete your mate bond,” Damian says.


Devin’s green eyes land on mine and he smiles widely. “Your eyes are an even brighter blue than the water around the island.”


I want to know what he’s feeling, so I hold out my hand toward him. He’s already told me that I don’t have to ask permission to touch him and read his emotions, but I want to ask permission right now.


What if he’s changed his mind? What if he’s scared to marry me sooner than summer? I know this is what we’ve asked for… it’s what we’ve fought for. But marriage is a huge commitment. Once the mate bond is completed, there is no going back. Supernaturals don’t have divorce like humans do.


Devin laces our fingers together, freely allowing me to read him.


My stomach fills with butterflies as I feel his love for me. It’s so strong that it nearly takes my breath away. The next emotion, which is almost as strong, is his excitement. He’s excited that he doesn’t have to wait until summer to marry me. Instead, he gets to marry me next month. It’s all he’s wanted.


Tears press against my eyes and I look at him.


“Does that answer your question?” Devin asks.


I nod, unable to stop myself from smiling.


He leans closer, pressing his forehead against mine. “I want to marry you as soon as I possibly can. I’d do it today if we could.”


Damian clears his throat, reminding me that he’s still in the room with us. “You can’t marry her today. You’re the future alpha of the pack and she’s queen. You have to have a wedding for the pack. Yes, marriage is a forever bond, but it’s also a political gathering. All the alphas and kings will be invited.”


Devin growls as he glares at his older brother.


I put my hand on Devin’s arm. “It’s okay, Devin. We can invite the entire world to our wedding, I don’t care. I just want to be your wife.”


Devin instantly stops growling as he turns toward me. His eyes fade from amber to green. “I will never see our wedding as anything political. It’s going to be for you, me, and our family.”


“I know.” I kiss him on the cheek.


“I’m excited to make you mine, Tori.” Devin’s entire face lights up.


“Spring break isn’t a long way off,” Damian says.


I glance over at Devin’s older brother.


“You two have a lot of planning to do. This won’t be a small event. You need to decide where you want to have the wedding. As beautiful as Alaska is, early spring isn’t the best time for a wedding, especially since the only place that would be large enough to fit everybody would be outside,” he continues.


“What about here on the island?” I glance at Devin. “Would that be okay with you?”


Devin nods. “I’m okay with whatever you want, Tori.”


“There would be plenty of room to house everybody. And I’ve always thought a beach wedding was romantic.”


Devin looks at Damian. “What do you think?”


“I think that would be a perfect idea,” Damian says. “As long as the two of you are happy, I’m okay with whatever you want.”


“I don’t want anything fancy,” I admit. “Is that going to be okay since a bunch of alphas are coming? I don’t want to offend any of them.”


“None of the alphas are like your father.” Devin puts his arm around me, pulling me closer to his side. “Nobody is going to care how fancy our wedding is. They’ll all be happy for us because they know what the mate bond feels like.”


Damian looks curiously at me as he shakes his head back and forth. “For growing up in a castle, you’re not nearly as high maintenance as one would assume.”


I shrug. “I hated all the events my father had that he forced me to attend. The only time he ever had anything to do with me was when he needed me for an agenda or for appearance’s sake. As soon as he’s taken into custody, I’m selling that stupid castle. Or maybe I’ll donate it. Do the wolf shifters need a castle for anything?”


Devin chuckles. “He’d hate that—you giving his home to his enemy. But the wolves really don’t need a castle.”


I shrug. “Maybe I’ll give it to Nico then, just in case he doesn’t want to move to Alaska.”


“Are you sure you don’t want to live there?” Damian cocks an eyebrow. “The pack can live wherever you want them to.”


“I like Alaska,” I admit.


Devin grins widely at my confession. Because we’re touching, I can feel just how pleased he is. He already knew I’d be happy in Alaska, but me choosing our home in Alaska over the castle I grew up in means the world to him.


Devin and Damian both turn to look at the hallway. It takes a few seconds for me to hear footsteps. Shifter hearing must be nice. I glance over and see Monica walking into the living room. She pauses at the edge of the room, looking at us.


“What’s going on?” she asks.


Devin grins widely. “Your husband came to his senses.”


She raises an eyebrow. “You agreed to let them get married now?”


“Well, spring break,” Damian says.


Her eyes widen. “Then we better get to work if we’re going to plan a wedding. We barely have a month.”


I glance over at Devin for help. He just shrugs his shoulders.


“We need flowers, a caterer, invitations…” her voice trails off as she gasps. “And a dress! How could I forget the dress! That has to be priority in case you need alterations. Then again, you’re the future luna. I’m sure you won’t have any problems getting somebody to help if you need last minute alterations.” She rubs a hand over her stomach. “I’m going to be a lot bigger then. I’ll need room to grow into my dress.” She doesn’t even pause to breathe as she looks at me. “What color scheme were you thinking? A spring wedding is great for pastels.”


Damian stands, walking over to his mate. “Babe, I just told them a few minutes ago. Let’s go so they can talk. You can talk about wedding plans later.”


Monica frowns, glancing toward me. “Just don’t wait too long, Tori. Wolf shifters are good at planning fast weddings, but your wedding will be televised. You’re going to want a good dress.”


Televised?


My jaw drops open as I look from her to Devin. Damian quietly escorts Monica from the room.


“What does she mean our wedding will be televised?”


Devin rubs a hand on the back of his neck. “I’m alpha. So, uh, all the wolf shifters are going to want to see. It’s not like we could invite every single wolf shifter to our wedding.”


My heart pounds faster and my palms feel sweaty. “Can we just elope?”


He rubs his hands down my arms, trying to get me to calm down. “Don’t worry. It’ll be fine, you’ll see. More people watched the court case than will watch our wedding. Probably.”


Probably?


“Yeah, but I didn’t know anybody was watching that day in court.” I worry my bottom lip between my teeth.


Am I really ready for this?


One look into Devin’s green eyes and I know I am. I can’t wait to marry him. I just wish the entire supernatural world wouldn’t be watching our wedding live on TV. Talk about intimidating.


“Don’t worry. I’ll be standing beside you the entire time,” Devin says.


I relax at his words.


“Though nobody will be looking at me when I’m standing next to you.”


I swallow hard. I know he meant that as a compliment, but now I’m freaking out even more.


“I thought you were trying to talk me out of eloping, not into it.”


He chuckles, kissing the top of my head.


I know that I’ll do it, no matter how many people are watching. So what if the world is watching? Let them all see that Devin is mine.




I still miss them.





I don’t think I realized just how tense Devin was. Since Damian declared we don’t have to wait until summer to get married, Devin has been completely relaxed. He’s almost euphoric. Even his wolf seems more chill.


Before, Devin was having to go for a run every single day. When the time comes for his usual run, he instead stays home to hang out with me. His wolf is satisfied.


Devin and I sit on the back porch. It’s a little chilly out tonight, so Devin puts a blanket over the top of us. I snuggle into his side, stealing his warmth. No matter how cold it is, Devin is always warm.


I sigh, leaning further into his side. “You’re so warm.”


“Your hands are like ice.” He grabs them and rubs them between his own hands, trying to warm them up.


“If I were going to get any wolf shifter trait, I’d want the trait that keeps me warm,” I complain.


He chuckles, shaking his head. 


I glance into his green eyes. “Are you nervous?”


He cocks an eyebrow. “About what?”


“Uh, marrying me.” It should be obvious what I’m talking about.


“Why would I be nervous about that?” He looks genuinely confused that I’d even ask.


I play with a loose string on the blanket. “I don’t know. I guess because it’s a lifelong commitment.”


“A lifelong commitment to the person I can’t live without.” He nudges my chin so that I look up at him. “You’re my soulmate. Trust me, I’m not nervous.”


My heart skips a beat.


His green eyes are so intense.


I lick my lips. “Dark fae marriages aren’t always happy ones. My own father refused to marry and instead had many concubines. He often discarded them after a few years. I don’t have any examples of what a happy marriage is supposed to be like. What if I’m a bad wife?”


“Why would you be a bad wife?” he asks. “That’s silly.”


“What if I’m a bad mom?”


He shakes his head. “You won’t be.”


“How do you know?”


“Because you’re a good person.” He never breaks eye contact as he speaks. “You’re the best person that I know. You care so deeply for everybody, even those who treat you bad. When you took away Isabella’s wolf for a couple of days, you cried because you didn’t want to hurt her. She was so cruel to you, but you cared about her.”


I worry my bottom lip between my teeth, not knowing how to respond.


“You won’t be a bad mom,” Devin says. “Besides, just because we’re getting married doesn’t mean we have to have kids right away. We can wait until we’re older. In fact, I prefer waiting a few years. As selfish as it sounds, I want you all to myself.”


I let out a breath of relief. “I thought maybe you wouldn’t want to wait. You need an heir. And I guess I do, too.”


Devin traces his finger along my cheek and gently tucks a strand of hair behind my ear. “You worry far too much. Remember what I told you, fate doesn’t make mistakes. In time, we will have children. And hopefully they will be a lot older than us when they eventually take over their leadership roles.”


Eighteen is definitely too young. But like Devin said, fate doesn’t make mistakes.


If anybody can handle this, we can.


“You never told me what happened to your parents.” I pull my knees up to my chest, hugging them against me.


Devin goes strangely quiet and he averts his gaze, looking out at the ocean. All I can see is darkness, but I know Devin can see better because he’s a wolf shifter. I wonder what the ocean looks like at night to him.


“You don’t have to tell me.” I rest my cheek against the top of my knees. “I was only curious.”


He sighs, his green eyes turning to me. “It’s hard for me to talk about. My parents were leaders of the wolf shifters, but to me, they were just Mom and Dad. It seems silly for me to be so upset when I think of how you were raised. Your dad killed your mom. You never knew love. My parents weren’t around long, but they loved me fiercely. I had a good life. I was happy and well taken care of.”


My heart swells at his words.


I’m glad Devin had happiness as a child, even if that happiness was taken away way too early. It’s hard for me to imagine Devin as a child, mourning his parents. I wish I could be there to comfort him.


Devin looks away, clearing his throat. “When I tell you how they died, I want you to know that I blame you in any way.”


My breath gets caught in my throat as I realize what he’s going to say.


“My parents were away on a trip together. It was their anniversary and they always went away every year to spend a week together with just them. My dad was alpha, so life was crazy. This was their time for it to just be them. My dad wouldn’t even take any guards with him.” Devin keeps his eyes on the ocean, not making eye contact with me. “Every year, they chose somewhere new to visit. My mom loved traveling the world. They made it their mission to never go to the same place twice.”


“That sounds nice.” My voice barely comes out above a whisper.


“It was.” He finally smiles. “I was only seven when they died, but I remember crying when they left. My brothers always made fun of me, so I hid in my room so they wouldn’t know.”


It’s hard to picture Dawson and Damian making fun of him for crying, but they were a lot younger then. The three of them all had to grow up fast.


Devin’s eyes meet mine. “King Basilicus owns several islands. One of the islands is really small and secluded. There is only one home on the entire thing. The year had been real tough on them, so they took up King Basilicus’s offer to let them stay there.”


He grows quiet as he gets a faraway look in his eyes. I wish I knew what to do to comfort him, but all I can do is be here for him.


I grab onto his hand. I’m tempted to take away the dark emotions he’s feelings, but I won’t. Because under the sadness, there is happiness. His memories of his parents are fond ones. And it’s worth the pain. They’re worth being remembered.


He takes a deep breath. “My dad went fishing. My mom decided to stay at the house. They usually never spent any time apart, but my dad must’ve felt it was safe. It was a deserted island. What safer place could there be?”


My chest aches, but it’s not my pain that I’m feeling. It’s Devin’s. It’s more than just him missing his parents.


Green eyes meet mine. “My mom was killed first, while my dad was out on the boat. It happened really fast. She was shot. Most of the time, when one mate dies, the other does too. But since my dad is alpha, he survived, though the pain that he felt was immense. He came back to the house and that’s when he was killed too. He shouldn’t have died—he’s an alpha. I guess the supernatural authorities said he didn’t put up a fight. After my mom died, he lost the will to live.”


Tears press against the back of my eyes. “Devin, I’m sorry.”


“It was your dad,” Devin says. “King Hastings killed my parents.”


I suck in a sharp breath at his admission. “What?”


He squeezes my fingers. “I don’t want you to feel bad. None of it is your fault. Your dad is a psychopath. He’s going to pay for what he’s done to my family. You’re innocent in all of this, just like I am.”


“No wonder you hated me when we first met.”


He shakes his head. “No. That’s no excuse. I knew the moment we met that you were nothing like your father. You’re kind, gentle, and good. You’re so much better than him.”


“How am I supposed to make up for all my father has done?” My voice breaks as tears stream down my cheeks. “It’s not just your family, but my father has broken many families. He’s murdered to gain power and he hasn’t thought twice about it. I can’t ignore all the bad things he’s done.”


“You have nothing to make up for. You’re not supposed to make good on the evil your father has done,” he says. “But you will make up for it by treating the dark fae well. You’re giving them freedom. You are going to show the world that the dark fae aren’t evil like we’ve been taught. Your actions will change everything—they already have.”


I stare up at my mate, wondering how he always knows exactly what to say.


“It should be me comforting you right now, not the other way around.” I blink, slowly shaking my head. “Devin, my father killed your parents. It’s because of him that your childhood was stolen. How can you even stand to look at me?”


He puts his fingers under my chin, nudging my head up. “Because when I look at you, I don’t see your father. I see you, Tori. I see my mate. I see the woman that I am in love with and the woman that I am going to spend the rest of my life with. What happened to my parents sucks, but if they were alive, they would be so proud to call you their daughter-in-law.”


My heart skips a beat. “I can’t believe Dawson ever liked me. He was the one who pushed for me to come. I don’t get why.”


“Because it’s a fate thing,” Devin says. “You were always meant to be here. I fought against it for three years, but this year, I decided to give in to my brother’s request. I did it to prove him wrong, but he was right. The dark fae aren’t our enemy—King Hastings is.”


“Together, we will take him down. His legacy is destroyed.” My stomach fills with butterflies as I think about it.


This is all I’ve ever wanted—for my father to get exactly what’s coming to him.


Devin smiles. “I can feel your excitement.”


“Maybe it makes me a bad person, but this is exactly what he deserves.”


“You’re not a bad person.” Devin bends over and kisses me on the top of my head. “I feel better now that I’ve told you the truth. I’ve felt guilty for hiding it from you.”


“You didn’t hide it because you don’t trust me. You didn’t tell me because it was hard to talk about. You forget I’m a dark fae. I can feel the intention behind your words and I know exactly what you’re feeling.”


He furrows his brows. “I forgot about that part. I’m pretty sure this means our kids will never get away with anything.”


I laugh. “I might let them get a free pass every now and then. Especially if they have your eyes.”


“I already told you, I want our kids to get your eyes.” Devin puts his arm around me and pulls me closer to his side. I rest my head on his chest, listening to the sound of his heart beating.


Nothing is better than this.


“I still miss them,” Devin says so quietly I can barely hear him. “My parents, I mean.”


“I know.” I squeeze him tighter.


Devin talks about how hard my life has been, but his is harder than he’s let on. Hopefully King Hastings will be taken into custody soon.


“But I know they’d be proud of me,” Devin says. “Of the man I am. And of the woman fate chose for me.”


Tears well up in my eyes at his sweet words.


I can’t wait to marry this man.
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Saturday, February 13

A wedding.





Exactly one week after meeting Winter, Dawson and she are having their wedding.


Devin wasn’t kidding when he said most wolf shifters typically get married within a month of meeting their mate. Though seven days isn’t a long time to know somebody, they are soulmates. Why should they wait any longer when fate has handpicked their perfect match?


I try to imagine Devin proposing to me the first week we met, but we weren’t exactly getting along back then. Though, maybe if we were older, we wouldn’t of had to wait. I guess there are disadvantages to meeting your mate as a teenager.


The wedding is going to be a small one, right on the beach. The only people present is going to be Dawson’s family. Winter doesn’t have any family coming. Her parents are too busy—something about an elemental council. I guess they are both important and can’t spare free time to come. And she has an older brother who also won’t be coming.


Monica helps Winter fix her hair in a fancy updo. I leave my hair like I always do, just hanging down. I’m not good at being a girl. I can’t do anything more complex than a messy bun or a braid, and even my braids are lopsided. When I mention something to Monica, she says my hair is naturally beautiful, which is sweet, but it’d still be nice to do something different sometimes.


“I can’t believe I’m getting married,” Winter says, as she looks in the mirror at Monica’s handiwork. “A week ago, when I came here, I didn’t even know Dawson. And now, I can’t imagine not knowing him.”


I’m a little jealous today. I’m glad that I don’t have to wait until summer anymore, but seeing Dawson and Winter get married only makes me want to marry Devin sooner.


I’m also jealous of the fact that they aren’t being forced to invite all the alphas to their wedding. Their wedding will be private and not live streamed for the entire supernatural community to see.


“You’re a beautiful bride,” Monica says.


Winter is beautiful. She is slightly shorter than the average wolf shifter, but she’s tall compared to the dark fae. Her long blonde hair is pulled up loosely with curls shaping her face. She has a flower crown braided into her hair, which is perfect for an earth elemental.


“Do you want to take pictures to send to your family?” Monica asks, holding up her phone.


“I want pictures, but not for them.” Winter stands from her chair and poses for a couple of pictures.


After getting ready, Winter and Dawson take a moment alone together to talk. Devin is waiting on the back porch for me when I walk outside. His eyes slowly scan my dress.


I take the study to study him in return.


Devin is wearing a suit. It’s the first time I’ve ever seen him in one and the sight causes my pulse to skyrocket.


This is the man I get to marry. How lucky am I?


“Wow,” he says. “You look beautiful.”


I can feel just how much he means the words. “I’m insanely jealous that your brother is marrying his mate today while we have to wait another month. Especially when I see you dressed like that.”


Devin grins, looking into my eyes. I wonder what color they are, but he doesn’t comment on it. “You have no idea how much I wish it were us, but I am happy for Dawson. He deserves to be happy.”


He laces our fingers together and leads me toward the porch swing. We sit down.


“Do you know why Winter’s family isn’t coming?” I ask.


“Because they’re elementals. Her family are elitists. They only believe that pureblooded elementals should be born. The fact that Winter is marrying a wolf shifter means that her children will be hybrids,” Devin explains. “I don’t imagine they condone the union.”


“What?” I put my hand to the base of my throat. “You’re joking, right?”


“Unfortunately not,” he says.


My face grows warm as a horrible feeling settles in my stomach. “I’m so glad that I’m not a full-blooded elemental. Their community sounds just as bad as the dark fae. How could they abandon their daughter on one of the most important days of her life?”


Devin gently strokes my cheek with his thumb. “I don’t get it either. The world is changing fast. At one point, wolf shifters felt similarly about hybrids. It’s only changed in the past fifty years or so. Hybrids are always welcome in my pack. But even now, some alphas don’t want hybrids in their packs. We always help hybrids find packs that they’ll be accepted in. Damian also strips the alpha title from any who treats hybrids poorly, and I will do the same once I take over as alpha.”


“Dark fae aren’t accepting of hybrids either,” I admit.


“They will be, once your father is taken care of. Everybody is too scared to admit they have a different opinion than him, but you’ll see. You’re going to change everything.” He tucks a piece of hair behind my ear.


“Does this mean that Winter will be coming to live with our pack?” I ask.


He nods. “As selfish as it sounds, I’m glad she’s coming to live with us. I want my brothers to be close. My dad had four brothers and they all moved away, so all my cousins are scattered across the country. I hardly ever got to see them growing up. Our kids will have a lot of cousins to play with.”


My stomach fills with butterflies when I think about the future.


The back door opens up and Damian, Grant, and Monica walk out. Grant is dressed in the cutest little baby suit.


“Dawson says they’re ready,” Damian says.


Together, we all walk a little way down the beach, meeting up with Winter and Dawson. They’re both holding hands, wearing matching smiles. I can feel just how happy they are—how in love they are.


Devin and I hold hands while we watch the ceremony. Damian officiates the wedding. I find out an alpha doesn’t normally officiate weddings, but they can, if needed. Usually, it’s an elder who does that particular duty.


When Dawson and Winter exchange vows, the power behind the promises nearly takes my breath away. It’s the first wedding I’ve ever attended and I didn’t realize that it would feel like this.


Getting married is a big deal, especially among wolf shifters. Supernaturals don’t have divorce, not even dark fae, who don’t have soulmates. Taking a vow in marriage means so much more when it means forever.


Tears press against the back of my eyes are I watch the exchange. I glance over at Devin and see that his green eyes are focused solely on me.


Soon, this will be us. And I can’t wait for that day.


At the end of the ceremony, the two of them kiss. I glance over at Monica and see that she has tears streaming down her face. Damian makes his way over toward her and gently kisses her before taking Grant and kissing him on the cheek.


“I made a cake,” Monica says to Winter and Dawson. “And I have a roast in the oven. If you guys feel like celebrating.”


The two of them share a smile.


“We’d love to,” Winter says. “Thank you for doing this.”


Devin and I hang back a little ways as we walk back to the house. My sandals keep filling with sand, so I stop to take them off. Before I can bend down to take off my shoes, Devin bends over and starts to undo the straps. My heart swells at the move. He slips my shoes off, carrying them for me.


“You really are perfect, aren’t you?” I ask.


He smirks. “I think we both know I’m not.”


“Well, you’re definitely perfect for me.”


His grin widens. “Let’s see how you feel in a few years.”


“This feeling isn’t going anywhere, Devin.”


His green eyes sparkle. 


I feel a sharp pain in my foot as I step on a rock. “Ouch.”


Devin doesn’t hesitate to lift me from the ground.


“You don’t have to carry me,” I tell him, but I relax into his arms. I know there is no way he’s putting me down.


“I don’t have to, but I want to.” He tightens his grip around me. “What kind of mate would I be if I let you get hurt from walking barefoot?”


“Don’t hurt yourself,” I say. “I’m probably heavy.”


He snorts. “I’m a shifter. Shifters have supernatural strength. But even without supernatural strength, you’re not heavy.”


“Dark fae definitely don’t have extra strength.” I can’t help but feel insignificant around wolf shifters. Manipulating emotions isn’t exactly a power that I use often, especially since Blake doesn’t ask me to ‘make him happy’ anymore. Probably because he’s already happy. He loves Ember and she makes him happier than my powers ever could.


“You have more strength than any supernatural I know, wolf shifter or otherwise.”


I chew on my bottom lip, not knowing what to say. I can feel how much he believes the words. The faith that Devin has in me makes my stomach muscles clench. I lean my head on his chest, reveling in the feel of him.


“What are you thinking?” Devin slows his pace as we approach the beach house.


“Just how safe I feel with you.”


He grins. “You’re not worried that I’ll drop you.”


I feel of his bicep and shake my head. “Nah, you’re strong. Besides, I didn’t just mean safe right now.”


“What do you mean?” he asks.


I take a deep breath before responding. “I’ve never felt safe before. My whole life, I’ve tried to be invisible. I didn’t want my dad or my brothers to notice me. I knew that if anybody found out what I could do, I would die. So I cowered in fear and I pretended to be weak. I never let anybody see the real me. But with you, I don’t have to hide who I am. I don’t have to worry about you killing me because I’m too strong. You love and accept me for who I am.”


Devin tightens his grip on me. “I promise that you’re always safe with me. Nobody will ever dare lay a hand on you. And if anybody tries to hurt you, I will kill them to protect you.”


My heart swells as I feel the weight of his promise.


Nobody will ever hurt me—not since Devin is my soulmate. Who would dare go up against an alpha? My father is foolish to even try. He doesn’t stand a chance.


My stomach aches as I think about the future. Once my father is gone, it’s up to me to lead the dark fae. Am I really up to the challenge?


“Your eyes are orange. What are you thinking about that has you anxious?” Devin frowns as he studies my eyes.


“Just about the dark fae. How can I rule them? And should I even do it? Or should I let Nico be king? He would take good care of everybody.” I glance into Devin’s green eyes. “I worry that I’m not going to be a good leader.”


“I worry about the same thing,” Devin admits. He stops before walking onto the porch. He still doesn’t move to put me down. “But I think the fact that you’re worried about not being good enough proves that you are.”


“Maybe.”


Devin puts me down on the ground, but he doesn’t back away from me. “No matter what you decide, I will stand behind you. I’m sure Nico would make a great leader but don’t make your decision out of fear. Like I told you, you’re the strongest supernatural that I know. If anybody can handle leading the dark fae, it’s you.”


With his words, all the anxiety leaves me.


I sigh, leaning closer to him.


No matter what, I can handle anything that comes my way. How could I not with Devin by my side?




What do you want to do?





Dawson and Winter stay long enough to eat, and then they ditch us. I can’t blame them for wanting to be alone. I know enough about mates to know that the wedding is only part of the process of completing a mate bond.


Devin and I won’t be so lucky. Since we’re having a large wedding, we’ll also be having a reception afterward where we’ll have to socialize with a bunch of alphas and other rules. I’d much prefer to have a small ceremony with only family and maybe a few friends.


“Do you think Nico will get to be at our wedding?” I ask Devin.


“Of course,” he answers, gently stroking my hair.


We’re out back, on the porch swing. I’m lying down with my head on Devin’s lap. The day has been long and I’m tired even though it’s nowhere near time for bed.


“Does that mean King Hastings will be taken care of before our wedding?”


His hand freezes. “I don’t know. I’m not sure. I hope that everything is taken care of before then. Our wedding is still a month away. But I suppose I can’t promise that he’ll be there.”


My chest aches.


I want my brother to be at my wedding.


“If my father is taken care of by then, and if I decide to take over as queen, I suppose that means we’ll have to invite some dark fae to our wedding too.” I look into Devin’s eyes, trying to gauge his reaction.


He surprises me by smiling. “You’re right. We should invite some of them to our wedding.”


I sit up so that I can face him. “You’re really okay with inviting dark fae to our wedding?”


Devin gently cups my chin with his hand gently. “I was wrong to ever hate the dark fae. Your species isn’t responsible for what their king does. Deep down, I’ve always known that. But it always felt more personal.”


“Because it was personal. My dad killed your parents.” I worry my bottom lip between my teeth as I look at him.


His face softens. “Your father may be a monster, but I can’t hate him. Not when he’s part of the reason you’re alive. You’re my reason for existing.”


My heart thumps faster.


Devin’s smile widens. “I love that I affect you like this. The sound of your heart racing makes me happier than I can even describe.”


I lean into his touch. “I love you.”


“I love you too.” He leans forward and presses a short kiss to my lips. Too short, in my opinion.


I frown.


He chuckles. “I would keep kissing you, but somebody is about to knock on the front door. I think King Basilicus is stopping by for a visit.”


Now that he says it, I can feel the power. It nearly overwhelms me. How did I not notice it before?


Oh, right. I was distracted by my mate.


“Why is King Basilicus still on the island?” I tuck a piece of hair behind my ear. “I figured he would’ve left by now.”


Devin shrugs. “I don’t know. Maybe he did, but he came back. The dragon king doesn’t live too far from here. It’s only about an hour plane ride or so.”


“Where does he live?”


“The Virgin Islands—St. Croix, I believe.”


St. Croix?


Of course the dragon king lives on an island in the Caribbean.


I groan. “Why can’t your pack live there instead of Alaska?”


Devin chuckles. “I told you, we can move wherever you want.”


I shake my head. “No. As nice as this weather is, I do want seasons.”


Alaska is going to be a great place for Devin and me to raise our family. Winters may be long and cold, but that will only make me appreciate summer that much more.


Devin grows quiet as he has a look of concentration on his face. I know he’s probably listening to whatever conversation is going on inside. He abruptly stands from the swing and holds out a hand to help me up.


“Come on,” he says.


Once he pulls me up, he puts his hand on the small of my back and leads me inside. When we walk in, I spot King Basilicus standing in the living room next to Damian. The two of them glance over at us as we walk in.


“Queen Hastings, just who I wanted to speak with.”


Queen?


It’s so weird hearing that.


“If it’s all the same, I prefer to be called Tori. Or, at the very least, maybe you can prematurely call me by Benson instead of Hastings,” I say.


Devin grins widely at my words. I can feel his pride over the fact that I prefer his last name over my own.


I glance at him, raising an eyebrow. “I can’t wait to get rid of my father’s last name. I will proudly take yours, Devin.”


Damian clears his throat. “Can you two save the mushy crap until you’re alone? We just ate dinner and you’re going to make me vomit. And I’m certain King Basilicus doesn’t want to hear it.”


Devin rolls his eyes at his older brother.


King Basilicus laughs, clearly not upset at the two brothers fighting, or the display of ‘mushy crap’ as Damian so eloquently put it. “It’s quite all right, though you are making me miss my own mate. My oldest daughter is about to give birth, so my wife insisted on staying close. She doesn’t want to miss the birth of her first grandchild.”


My eyes widen. “Your old enough for grandchildren?”


He smiles. “You have made my day, thank you for that. Yes, I am old enough for grandchildren. My daughter is still young, only twenty. She met her mate young. And my wife and I had her when I was only nineteen.”


“I thought it was rare to meet your mate young,” I admit.


Having a kid at nineteen seems so young, even if it is with your mated soulmate.


“I think it is more common among alphas,” King Basilicus says. “Maybe fate knows young alphas are impatient.”


Maybe so, but Devin definitely wasn’t ready to meet me. I keep the thought to myself, not wanting to hurt Devin’s feelings. He’s more than made up for how he acted when we first met. I don’t want to hurt him by mentioning it again.


“Your daughter is your oldest child?” I ask.


He nods.


“Does that mean she’ll be queen?”


“No.” King Basilicus rubs at the scruff on his jaw. “With dragons, there is always a male heir. It may seem old fashion, but if my daughter truly wanted to be queen, I would’ve fought it. She didn’t want anything to do with the throne. She’s happy to settle down with a nice dragon who wants nothing to do with politics.”


“So your oldest son will take over?”


He nods. “Yes. He’s betrothed to the fae king’s eldest daughter. He’s only sixteen, so he’s still got a little bit before he’s to be married.”


“Your son met his mate at sixteen?” Damian cocks his head to the side.


“No.” King Basilicus clears his throat. “Long ago, when the dragons mated with fae to prevent the extension of dragon shifters, a treaty was signed that proclaims every three hundred years, there is to be a marriage between royals. It just so happens to fall onto my son.”


“But what if he meets his mate?” Devin asks.


King Basilicus frowns. “My son knows what’s expected of him. I can only hope he never meets his soulmate. I’ve talked with the fae king and he will not back down from the contract. As you know, fae don’t have soulmates. It’s one of the reasons they agreed to mate with dragons.”


“Dark fae don’t have soulmates either.” I chew on my bottom lip, wondering what else dark and light fae have in common. Maybe the rumors about us once being one race is true. Clearly, the light fae are more powerful than dark fae. If not, the king would’ve backed down when King Basilicus asked to let his son out of the marriage contract.


“I actually came here to talk to you, Tori,” King Basilicus says, turning his attention fully to me. “Your mate can stay, but I think it’s time we had a private conversation.”


My heart thumps a little faster, but I nod. King Basilicus raises an eyebrow at me and I realize it’s because he can hear my heart racing.


“I’m going to go help Monica put Grant to bed,” Damian says. He practically rushes from the room.


Devin motions toward the couch. “Do you want to sit down?”


King Basilicus doesn’t respond as he makes his way over to the couch and sits down. Devin and I sit down across from him. I rub my sweaty palms on the skirt of my dress.


“You’re nervous,” King Basilicus says, coking his head to the side. “I’ve noticed your eyes turn orange when you’re anxious.”


I nod. “I don’t know if you know this, but you’re kind of a scary guy.”


He smiles at my response. “Did you know that your eyes are similar to that of a fae? Their eyes change colors like yours do.”


My eyes widen at his confession. “Really? I didn’t know that.”


“I only know this because I meet with the fae regularly. I’ve met my future daughter-in-law a few times,” King Basilicus frowns as he admits it. “Her eyes are orange a lot around me.”


My eyes widen as I feel his emotions. Normally, he’s very good at hiding what he’s feeling. I can feel his stress. He’s worried about his son’s arranged marriage. He feels helpless to do anything about it.


“I don’t mean any disrespect. I can just feel the power radiating off of you,” I admit. “It’s incredible.”


He nods. “Dragon shifters are very strong. So are wolf shifters.”


“Yeah. I feel the power from Damian too, though the power has been shifting from Damian to Devin slowly over the past few months.”


“It has?” Devin glances over at me, his eyes widening a fraction.


I put a hand to the base of my throat. “Yeah.”


“It’s because of Tori,” King Basilicus says. “Fate thinks you’re ready to take over as alpha, which is why the bond revealed itself. As soon as you complete your mate bond, the alpha power will completely transfer over to you.”


“But I haven’t finished high school yet.” Devin leans forward.


“I took over as king when I was seventeen.” King Basilicus turns his attention to me. “The reason for my visit, I feel like I forced you to decide the other day. I want to make sure that this is what you want. Do you feel like you’re ready to be queen?”


“Do I have a choice?” I ask.


He shrugs. “You have a younger brother who is more than capable of ruling. There is always a choice. While I want you to do this, I can’t force it on you. What do you want to do?”


I take a deep breath. “I admit, the thought of being queen is a little scary. But I’ve been considering it since you asked me to join the Alpha Council. While I don’t feel qualified to rule the dark fae, I do know that I will do everything I can for them. They deserve freedom. My brother, Nico, would make a great ruler. But fate chose me. With Devin by my side, I know that I can do anything. I want to do this.”


King Basilicus grins widely. “That is what I wanted to hear.”


Did I seriously just say that I wanted to do this?


Wow.


I’m about to be queen.


Am I really ready?


“I am going to go home for a day, but I’ll be back.” King Basilicus stands from the couch. “You will not be alone. I know you have the support of the wolf shifters, but you also have the full support of the dragons.”


My breath gets caught in my throat. “Thank you, King Basilicus. That means a lot to Devin and me both.”


“I’ll make the announcement on Monday morning. The world will know that we stand behind you.” King Basilicus offers me one last smile before turning and walking out of the front door.


My heart races like crazy as I watch him leave.


Everything is changing. The dark fae are finally being recognized by the rest of the supernatural world. It’s everything my father wanted but could never achieve. And it’s just being handed to me.


He’s going to be so mad.
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Sunday, February 14

Wedding plans.





Monica sits in front of me, passing me a cup of coffee. I eye the coffee, hesitantly looking at her. I raise an eyebrow in question. She then pulls out a very large notebook from behind her back.


“We need to talk wedding plans.” She opens the blank notebook and puts a pen to the paper. 


I groan. “No.”


“Yes.” She grins widely.


Now I understand why Devin went for a run this morning. He knew Monica was going to bombard me with this.


When Devin gets back, I’m going to murder him.


I take a sip of the coffee. “Why don’t you ask Devin? You know, it is his wedding too. Why should the female have all the say?”


She rolls her eyes. “You think I didn’t ask for his input? The only thing he said is he picked his bride—his job is done.”


“Seriously?” I let out an annoyed huff. “He didn’t even choose me—fate chose me for him. And fate chose him a mate who really doesn’t care what her wedding is like.”


“You two are so much alike.” She taps her pen against the notebook. “What is your favorite color?”


I shrug one shoulder. “I don’t know. Black.”


She narrows her eyes. “Your favorite color can’t be black.”


“It is.” I take a sip of my coffee.


“You can’t have a black wedding.”


“Why not?” I ask. “Black and white is elegant. If I’m having to invite all these supernatural leaders to my wedding, it may as well be fancy.”


“Fine.” She scribbles down the words ‘black and white’ on her paper. “What kind of flowers do you like?”


I shrug. “Hydrangeas have always been my favorite. Nico’s mom grew them in the garden when we were kids. After she died, that is where Nico and I would go when we wanted to remember her.”


She nods. “White hydrangeas it is.”


I grin. “That’ll be pretty.”


“See, you do care.” She shoots me a smug look.


“But I really don’t.” I sigh. “I’ll answer your questions, but I really don’t want to plan a wedding. Can’t we just hire somebody to do it?”


She gives me a curt nod. “Fine. If you answer my questions, I’ll hire somebody and make sure you never have to do any wedding planning.”


I let out a breath of relief. “Thank you. I know it’s terrible, but I’m not into all this girly stuff. I just want to marry the man of my dreams and start living. The wedding is a necessary evil.”


She chuckles. “A necessary evil. Wow. You really are an alpha’s mate.”


I take a sip of my coffee, unsure what to say to that.


“Didn’t you ever dream of your wedding when you were a kid?”


“No.” I snort. “You’re joking, right? I’ve known my entire life that my father was going to arrange a marriage for me. I did everything I could to avoid thinking about weddings and marriage.”


“Then we have a lot of work to do,” she says.


I turn in my chair so that I’m facing her. “I want a wedding on the beach. I don’t want to wear shoes. And I want to spend the rest of my life with Devin. Other than that, I don’t care about any of it.”


“What if it’s raining on your wedding day? Don’t you want a backup plan?”


“Nah.” I shake my head. “I don’t care if I get wet. Besides, my grandfather is the elemental king. Certainly he knows an elemental who can cause the rain to bypass our island until after the wedding.”


She nods thoughtfully. “I wish I would’ve thought of that. There was a blizzard when Damian and I got married.”


“It snows a lot in Alaska, huh?”


“Yeah. I’ll be honest, I’m glad to be here for the winter. It’s nice to have a break,” she says. “Do you like snow?”


I shrug. “I like Devin.”


She laughs. “That’s how I felt when I first moved to Alaska. I would’ve moved anywhere to be with Damian. But after moving there, I’ve grown to love it. I even look forward to the first snow every year.”


I can already imagine my life there. I don’t care if I have to deal with a lot of snow. Devin can keep me warm.


“Anything is better than where I grew up.”


“Says the girl who grew up in a castle. Your life was my fantasy as a child. I dreamed of being a princess.” She pauses, cocking her head to the side. “You know, other than the whole psycho family thing.”


“Other than that,” I tease.


She taps her fingers on the counter. “Now, let’s talk about the reception.”


I groan, hoping Devin comes soon to save me. I am ready to marry him, but I just want to get the whole wedding thing out of the way.


When I hear the back door open, I sigh in relief when I see Devin walk in. He raises an eyebrow at me.


I jump from the barstool. “Devin. You were needing to talk, right?”


“Uh…” he rubs a hand at the back of his neck, looking back and forth between Monica and me.


Monica holds up her notebook. “We’ve still got a wedding to plan.”


I grab Devin’s hand, holding on tight. I smile at Monica. “Whatever you think is fine with me. You’ve totally got this.”


Devin looks at me, then at Monica. He shrugs his shoulders at her. “Sorry, Monica.”


She rolls her eyes, shutting the notebook. “You two are absolutely perfect for each other. It makes me nauseous.”


Devin raises an eyebrow at me.


“What? I just told her I didn’t care what the wedding was like, as long as I get to marry you.”


He grins widely. “That’s pretty much word for word what I told her.”


Monica waves her hand. “Go on. I’ll just give the wedding planner free rein.”


“Thanks,” I say.


Devin tugs me toward the back door. It’s probably a good idea to get outside, I could use some fresh air after that.


Once outside, Devin leads me toward the hammock that is hung between a couple of palm trees. It’s warm today with the sun shining, but the wind is blowing slightly. It feels nice.


Devin gets on the hammock first, scooting over to make room for me. I carefully climb on, but he keeps it steady. As soon as I’m on, he pulls me against him. I sigh, resting my head against his chest. He gently runs his fingers through my hair, making chills erupt on my skin.


I glance up so that I can look into Devin’s green eyes. He is already looking at me. Even if we weren’t touching, I’d still be able to feel the strong emotions coming from him. My stomach swims with the feeling of love.


“What are you thinking about?” Devin gently strokes my cheek with his thumb.


“Your emotions are overwhelming.”


His lips turn up in the corners. “I can feel yours too, through our bond.”


“Really?” I chew on my bottom lip.


He nods. “I was supposed to give Monica more time to talk to you about the wedding, but I knew you wanted me to come back and save you from her.”


I let out a breath. “Thank you for that. I don’t want you to take this the wrong way, but I don’t want to plan a wedding. I’d rather just do what Dawson and Winter did.”


“Me too.” He gently strokes my cheek and tucks a strand of hair behind my ear. “But we can’t. I’m alpha and you’re…” he pauses, furrowing his brows, “well, I guess you’re a queen now.”


My stomach tightens. “That’s so weird.”


He continues. “We kind of have to invite everybody to our wedding. I’m just glad that I don’t have to wait until summer to marry you.”


“I’m just still shocked you want to marry me.”


His eyes widen a fraction. “You’re my mate. Why wouldn’t I want to marry you?”


I shrug. “I don’t know. I guess sometimes I have a hard time believing that I actually have a mate. I spent my whole life trying to talk myself into being okay with an arranged marriage. I never imagined it was possible to be this happy.”


Devin presses a light kiss on my forehead. “I wish I could’ve known you when you were younger. I would have protected you.”


I rest my hand on his chest. “Fate worked out the way it was supposed to. My life was hard, but I had Nico. He looked out for me the best he could.”


Devin raises an eyebrow. “After knowing you, I realize you probably protected him a lot more than he protected you.”


I don’t deny it. “I’m the older sibling. It was my place to protect him.”


“I’m not sure he’d feel the same,” Devin says.


He’s definitely right about that.


Nico tried to protect me a lot growing up, but he could only do so much when it came to our father and I wouldn’t let him get in trouble for me.


“Of all his children, my father hated me the most,” I tell Devin. “I always thought it was because I was a girl, but it was more than that. Knowing how much he hates hybrids, he probably hated the fact that I’m a half breed.”


Devin laces our fingers together. “You’re magnificent, Tori. Everything about you is perfect.”


My heart swells. “When we first met, I wished I were a wolf shifter. Then when I found out I was a hybrid, I dreaded telling you. I don’t think I would have told you at all if Oliver hadn’t threatened to tell you. I was surprised by your reaction when I did admit the truth.”


“Because I already knew?” he asks.


I nod.


“I only knew because I paid an unhealthy amount of attention to you.” He grins. “I still do, but you don’t seem to mind now.”


“I didn’t mind then either.”


He gets a thoughtful look on his face. “No, I don’t suppose you did.”


I liked being noticed by him, even when he hated me. I don’t bring up the fact that he hated me because I don’t want him to feel bad for those early days. It wasn’t his fault that he was disappointed in having a dark fae as a mate. With who my father is, I can’t blame him, especially after knowing what he did to Devin’s parents.


My chest aches when I think about the fact that my father killed them. Everything makes so much more sense now.


“Why did Dawson want to invite me to this school after what my dad did to your parents?” I ask.


Devin sighs. “I asked him that exact thing when he first brought up the idea of inviting a dark fae to the school. He said he felt like it was fate that we needed to invite them. I was annoyed at the time, but I realize he was right.”


“I don’t blame you for not wanting to invite dark fae to attend,” I admit. “You had no idea that it would be your soulmate who came.”


“I don’t feel the same way about dark fae anymore,” Devin says. “You changed my mind. I realize that your father’s actions are his alone.”


“You didn’t like Kai when he came here,” I counter.


He frowns. “Because he flirted with you.”


“Kai’s a flirt. He flirts with all the girls, but he’s never serious about it. I’ve always known he’s only ever seen me as a friend.” I put my head against his chest. “Besides, I only see you. He never stood a chance.”


“I know.” Devin kisses the top of my head. “I promise to be nicer to Kai from now on. After all, I got the girl.”


I don’t bother arguing that Kai never wanted me like that because Devin won’t believe me. Instead, I just sigh and cuddle closer to his side. He gently runs his fingers down my arm, making chills erupt on my skin.


Nothing is better than this.
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Monday, February 15

I have to learn control.





When I wake up on Monday morning, I have the sudden realization that there are only five weeks until I get married. Which means, I have five weeks to get control of my elemental magic.


My stomach is in knots as I take my shower, mostly because I’m worried I won’t be able to learn in five short weeks. Most elementals train from the time they are born. But me… I’ve only started training this month. How could I possibly get it under control before Devin and I are to be married?


Once out of the shower, I lean against the counter and take a few deep breaths.


I can do this. I can handle it. I’ve made it through a lot worse than this. My father is King Hastings for crying out loud. My entire life has been excruciatingly difficult, but I’ve always persevered. So what if I have extremely strong earth magic?


A sudden knock on my door has my heart racing.


“Are you okay?” Devin asks from the other side.


“I’m fine,” I yell to the closed door.


But he must know that I’m in the middle of freaking out. Our mate bond ensures that he knows when I’m upset. If it’s this strong before we’ve even completed the bond, what will it be like after?


He doesn’t move away from the door. He just stays there, waiting for me to say something else.


I sigh. “Can we talk about this when I’m done getting dressed?”


“Only if you hurry,” he says. “You’ve got five minutes.”


I grin as I hear him walk out of my room. Maybe in a few years his stubbornness will get old, but right now I find it very endearing.


I quickly get ready, knowing Devin is likely waiting in the hallway for me. I can feel his stress through our bond. I didn’t mean to stress him out. I was just… overthinking


With only a few seconds to spare on Devin’s five minute time limit, I open the door to my bedroom. My hair is still wet—it takes a lot longer than five minutes to dry hair as long as mine. But when Devin’s eyes slowly scan me from head to toe, I can feel that he doesn’t care how my hair looks. He’s very attracted to me.


Devin puts his hand on my back and pulls me into his chest. He gently caresses his thumb against my neck and he rests his chin on the top of my head.


I sigh, leaning further into his embrace. As long as Devin is holding me like this, I can forget about everything else in the world. Nothing matters except for us. I know I’m strong enough to overcome anything that comes my way as long as I’ve got Devin by my side.


“Tori, baby, you’ve got to stop stressing out when we’re not together,” he mumbles, not loosening his grip.


I pull back slightly so I can look up at him. “It’s impossible to be stressed when we are together. It’s when we’re separated that I begin to overthink.”


“Then I’ll never let you out of my sight again,” he proclaims.


I raise an eyebrow at him. “We’ve still got five weeks until our wedding, which means I’m going to be spending a significant time alone between now and then.”


He sighs. “Can’t we elope?”


“And get married without your brothers?” I ask. “And what about the big event that our wedding is supposed to be?”


“Dawson has it so easy. He met his mate and got married that weekend.” Devin frowns. “Being alpha sucks.”


“You love being alpha,” I remind him. “And a few inconveniences aren’t going to change that. You are the one fate chose to rule the wolves. Nobody could do a better job than you.”


“I don’t know about that.” He backs away from me. “By the way, homeschooling is officially over as of today.”


I grin. “Really? We get to go to school?”


He nods.


“But what about King Hastings?” I ask. “And what about elemental training? And what—”


Devin cuts me off with a quick kiss on the lips. “Don’t worry so much. I’m not going to let anything bad happen to you. King Hastings is going to be a problem, rather we are here or at school. So we may as well go to school and get our minds off of it. As for training, Winter says you’ve learned a lot really fast. She will do your training after school. You don’t need to spend as much time training as she thought you would.”


“Really?” I look up at Devin, feeling hopeful. Maybe I was freaking out for nothing. Maybe I really do have this under control.


He laces our fingers together. “I know that’s what you were stressed out about this morning.”


“How do you know it was that?” I worry my bottom lip between my teeth.


“Because I know you well.” He tugs me closer to him. “No matter what happens, we’re in this together.”


“Yeah, but you didn’t want anything to do with the dark fae. It’s because of me that you’re even having to deal with this.”


He shakes his head. “No. That’s not true and you know it. King Hastings was coming after the wolves regardless. He’s after the entire supernatural community. It wasn’t enough for him to just rule over the dark fae.”


I know this. I’ve always known this. But there is no way my father could’ve ruled the supernatural community. Even if he somehow got the wolves to fight for him, it wouldn’t be enough. Wolf shifters are strong, but so are dragon shifters, light fae, elementals, vampires, and most other supernaturals. As far as power goes, I’d say dark fae are pretty weak and insignificant.


When Devin and I head toward the kitchen, Monica and Damian are both sitting at the table with a very large array of food. Grant is happily eating in his highchair. His face is covered in something sticky as his tiny hands smash a piece of what looks like squished pancake into his mouth.


“What’s with all the food?” Devin asks. He pulls out my chair for me and makes sure that I sit down before he does.


“I couldn’t decide what I wanted, so I made everything I was craving,” Monica answers.


Not only are there breakfast foods, like eggs, bacon, and gravy but there are also fries and cheeseburgers. My stomach churns at the thought of eating something like that for breakfast, but Monica eyes it like it’s a treasure.


I grab a piece of toast and mash some avocado on it. Devin eyes me warily. I know he doesn’t think I eat enough, but I don’t have the appetite of a shifter.


“Are you sure it’s a good idea to send me back to school?” I ask Damian, curious why now he’s sending me back.


Damian nods. “We need to know how you will react. Winter is positive that you won’t cause an earthquake, even if you get really mad. I trust her judgment.”


He does trust her, but I can feel that he isn’t certain that it’s a good idea.


Devin growls. I turn to look at him and see that his yellow eyes are trained on his brother.


“Tori is a dark fae, idiot,” Devin narrows his yellow eyes at his brother.


Damian’s eyes widen as he turns to me. “I’m sorry, Tori. I didn’t even think about that. It’s not that I don’t think you have control, I’m just worried. A lot of my pack goes to this school. I want to make sure that everybody is safe.”


I grab Devin’s hand beneath the table, giving it a comforting squeeze. “I am not offended. To be honest, I was worried about the same thing, but if Winter thinks I’m ready, I must be. Either way, we need to know now so we can adjust training accordingly.” I glance at Devin, who is still glaring at his brother. “I have to figure this out before the wedding.”


Devin’s eyes instantly change from gold to green as he looks at me. His entire face softens as a wide grin breaks out on his face.


He’s over the top excited about the wedding.


We finish our breakfast and head to school. As soon as Devin and I walk into our first period class, I am hit with a lot of emotions, the most prominent one being fear.


The kids are scared of me.


And why shouldn’t they be? I caused a strong earthquake. It’s a miracle that nobody got hurt. Everybody knows how strong hybrid elementals are. Throughout history, they have caused the most devastating natural disasters simply by losing control of their emotions.


Devin’s eyes flash yellow and every single wolf shifter in the room lowers their gaze. But I can still feel their fear. It’s overwhelming.


Devin laces our fingers together as he tugs me toward our usual seat. Blake is sitting there, waiting for us. He’s the only one in the room who isn’t scared of me, though maybe he should be. I am dangerous.


I take a deep breath, trying to push out everybody’s fear. I wouldn’t be here if Winter didn’t think I could handle it. I have control. Now, I just have to trust myself.


Devin keeps his eyes on me. Because of our bond, he can feel the emotions of others through me.


Blake smiles widely. “Tori, Devin, hey. You’re back.”


I can feel his happiness. He’s genuinely happy to see us. And there isn’t even the slightest hint of fear. I relax when I see how chill he is.


“She’s got control of her elemental powers,” Devin says casually. He doesn’t doubt the words he’s saying—he believes in me.


“I’m still learning,” I correct, wanting to make sure Blake knows the truth.


“Winter wouldn’t have said we could go if she were worried about it.” Devin gives me a pointed look. “Stop doubting yourself.”


“I’m not worried,” Blake says. “I’m just glad you guys are back. I need my best friend. Do you know how long it’s been since you used your dark fae powers on me?”


I grin, shaking my head. “You’re addicted.”


Still, when he extends his hand toward me, I grab ahold of his arm and manipulate his emotions. I will always do this for Blake if he wants. He’s the first person I met who wasn’t scared of what I can do. He trusted me and allowed me to use my dark fae powers. He showed me that I can use this gift for something good.


Blake grins widely as he pulls his hand back. “You’re the best, Tori.”


I shrug one shoulder. “It’s easy to make you happy. You’re already so happy because of Ember.”


“And you,” Blake says.


Devin clears his throat. “Aren’t you happy about me?”


Blake chuckles. “Of course—you make Tori happy. Thank you for that.”


My heart warms.


I don’t have the best family. Other than Nico, I don’t have anybody. But since coming here, I’ve made my own family. Blake is like a brother to me.


The teacher comes in and begins the class. Devin laces our fingers together as the lesson begins. I glance over at him and find that he’s watching me.


It’s going to be impossible to pay attention in class when he’s looking at me like that. I can feel his emotions practically bursting from him. I try to pull my hand away so I can pay attention, but he doesn’t let go.


I raise an eyebrow at him. He winks and turns to watch the teacher, but I know that he’s not actually paying attention.


Butterflies tickle my stomach.


Five weeks might not seem like a long time, but when I’m waiting to marry to love of my life it feels like forever.


I can’t wait to make Devin my husband.




Things are bad.





As Devin and I head into our supernatural history class, Dawson stops us before we can take a seat. The serious look on his face has my heart doubling in speed. He and Devin both glance at me. Wolf shifters have exceptionally good hearing—a trait I unfortunately didn’t get with my hybrid genes.


Nope, no wolf traits. Instead, I can cause an earthquake with my temper. I’d take the shifter hearing over that, please.


Dawson clears his throat. “The two of you are needed in the wolf shifter conference room. Damian is waiting on you two.”


“What’s wrong?” I ask, putting a hand to my heart. It’s not like I’m going to be able to muffle the sound of my racing heart, but putting it there makes me feel slightly better.


“Come on.” Devin tugs on my hand and I have no choice but to follow him.


I glance behind us and see that the entire classroom is watching our exit. They were likely all listening to our conversation. Though I’m not the most patient person, I get that Dawson couldn’t tell us anything while the other students were listening.


“Is something wrong?” I ask Devin, keeping my voice low. Everybody is mostly in their classrooms, but there are a few students still making their way to class.


“I know exactly as much as you do.” Devin glances over at me. “My alpha gave me an order and I’m to follow it.”


That causes me to roll my eyes. “Right, because you’re so good at listening to your alpha.”


He chuckles. “I have to set a good example in front of the others. I’m not alpha yet, so I need to make sure everybody knows I respect Damian as my ruler.”


Meaning he waits until they’re alone to argue with his big brother.


It’s hard for Devin to listen to Damian’s orders. Devin is the true alpha, but until after graduation, Damian’s in charge. I get the feeling the two of them butted heads a lot while Devin was growing up, especially if Devin disagreed with any of Damian’s decisions.


I let out a long breath.


Devin raises an eyebrow at me. “What are you thinking?”


“I just realized that one of our children is going to be an alpha.”


He nods. “So?”


“Which means they’re going to be just as stubborn as you are.”


He laughs.


“It’s not funny,” I say, but can’t help my smile. “Whichever child of ours is going to be alpha is your responsibility.”


Devin lets go of my hand and puts his hand on the small of my back as he nudges me forward. “As excited as I am to hear you talk about our future children, we should focus. Damian wouldn’t call us out of class on our first day back if it wasn’t important.”


He’s right. I have to focus on other things besides how cute our children are going to be—especially if they have Devin’s green eyes. Grant is proof that the Benson family has beautiful babies.


But then my stomach tightens as I realize that this probably has something to do with my father. Devin pulls me closer to his side, probably feeling how anxious I am through our bond.


When we get to the conference room, Devin doesn’t bother knocking. He just opens the door, nudging me through first. He shuts the door behind us and laces our fingers together as we head toward the conference room table. Damian is sitting at the table alone with a computer in front of him.


Damian isn’t big on electronics. He grumbles all the time about having to keep his phone on him. But computers are such a big part of the world now, even supernaturals use them now.


He doesn’t say anything as he slides the silver computer toward us as we sit down.


The email is addressed to Damian, but I see my name at the top.





Alpha Damian,


This email is for my sister. There is no other way for me to get ahold of her right now than through your email. I have a dark fae helping me so that my father can’t track this. Even though this message isn’t for you, I think you’ll find what I have to say important.


Tori, I hope everything is good with you and your soulmate. Knowing that you’re there and safe with him and his pack is what gets me by most days. I can sleep better knowing that you’re okay.


Things with the dark fae are not good. There are executions being held daily. Sometimes, up to five dark fae are being killed at a time. Not just adults, but children too. King Hastings has declared that anybody who doesn’t stand with him will not be given mercy. But the truth is, he’s killing them without cause. The dark fae are just trying to live their lives, but he won’t let them.


He knows that the Alpha Council has turned against him. He knows that the other supernaturals will not stand for this any longer. And he is desperate. I’ve never seen him like this before, Tori. It’s bad. I fear that if something isn’t done soon, there won’t be any dark fae left alive.


As for me, do not worry. I’m good at fooling our father. He thinks I stand with him. You know I’ve always been good at masking my emotions. He doesn’t suspect a thing.


We will end his reign. Together. But something must be done now.


I love you, big sister.


—Nico.





My chest aches as I read the email one more time, making sure I didn’t miss anything. My chest is heavy and I have to blink back tears.


Why is this happening? What is the point of genocide of our people? What good is a king who doesn’t have anybody to rule? The dark fae are so few in numbers already. Any bloodshed of our people isn’t a good thing. Why can’t my father see that?


Devin gently rubs my back, feeling how torn up I am about getting this message from my brother. Tears press against the back of my eyes. Devin must feel the emotion, so he picks me up and sets me on his lap so he can hold me closer.


I clear my throat, pulling back slightly so I can look at him. “I’m okay, Devin.”


Still, he won’t let me sit back in my own chair. He keeps his arms around me and keeps me on his lap.


I give him my best stern look. “If I’m going to be queen and have a seat on the Alpha Council, you can’t do this every time I’m upset.”


“We’ll see,” is all he says as he glances away from me.


I turn to look at Damian and see that he has a smirk playing on his lips. He’s amused with our exchange. I give him a pointed look, which only makes his grin widen.


“Tori, if my mate were upset, I would do the exact same thing. I wouldn’t care if the whole Alpha Council was watching.” He crosses his arms over his chest. “I’m not going to scold my brother for comforting his mate.”


That’s such an alpha-male thing to say. Then again, I guess they are alphas.


It’s hard to stay mad at Devin, so I relax in his arms. Fighting him won’t do any good. Besides, it does feel nice to be comforted after reading that message from my brother.


“What would you like to do?” Damian asks.


I glance up, assuming that he’s talking to Devin, but he’s looking right at me as he asks the question.


It makes sense that he’s asking me. In the eyes of the council, I am queen of the dark fae.


I take a few deep breaths, trying to get my emotions under control. The last thing I want to do is cause an earthquake. Then again, if that email from my brother didn’t cause me to lose control, maybe I’m okay.


I wet my lips before responding. “We should call an Alpha Council meeting. I know that the alphas have already decided that I am queen in their eyes and that my father is a criminal. Maybe it’s time we act on it. Let’s arrest him and make him pay for his crimes. He thinks he’s safe in his own castle. But like Nico said, he’s killing our people because he’s desperate.”


Damian nods. “I like that. I approve.” His eyes shift to the boy in whose lap I am sitting. “What do you think, Dev?”


“I think my mate knows what she’s doing. I agree with her.” He runs his fingers down my arm, making me shiver.


I sit up straighter, clearing my throat. “I know that the dark fae are hated among other supernaturals, but I believe that dark fae are important to the supernatural community. Given the opportunity, I think we have a lot to offer other supernaturals.”


“You’ll get the chance to prove that,” Devin promises.


Damian nods his agreement. “Next year, I would love to have a class full of dark fae students.”


My heart swells. “I think they would like that. Dark fae are all homeschooled. My father never found education important enough to have an academy. And since we’re banned from socializing with other supernaturals and humans, we never go to a real school.”


“How did you learn?” Damian asks.


“Nico’s mom taught us before my father had her killed.” My voice is thick with emotion as I think about her. She was the closest thing I had to a mom in my life. I loved her and I still miss her. I clear my throat. “After that, I was mostly self taught. I helped Nico learn and some of my younger brothers. But a lot of my younger brothers wouldn’t have anything to do with me. They were scared to because Nico and I were picked on so much by our other brothers.”


Devin stiffens beneath me. I can feel a rush of anger. I don’t have to look into his eyes to know that they’re gold.


Damian stands from the table. “I’m going to give the two of you some privacy and call the other alphas. I’m going to see how quickly they can get here for a meeting.”


He doesn’t wait for either of us to respond before he leaves the room.


I turn slightly so that I can face Devin. When I do, his eyes are still gold. I cup his face with my hand, gently stroking his cheek with my thumb.


“I’m okay,” I say the words as softly as I can. “Anything that happened before we met doesn’t matter, remember?”


His eyes still don’t change from gold. “I don’t like the idea of you getting hurt. Ever. I want to protect you. It’s my job—my purpose in life. I put you above all else, even my pack.”


“I know. And I love you for it.” My heart warms at his words. “It doesn’t matter what happened at home. You already knew my life was hard. The only thing about my life that was any good was my relationship with Nico.”


“Your other brothers should’ve stood up for you against your father.” Devin practically growls the words.


I shake my head. “No. I don’t blame my brothers for ignoring me. They did it out of self preservation. For the most part, they’re pretty good people. A couple of my brothers got the psychopath gene. But things are different now. My brothers deserve a chance to do good.”


Devin frowns but nods. “Okay. For you, I will give them a chance. But if they are mean to you, I will not stand for it.”


I lean closer and kiss him softly. “Thank you. I know you will always protect me.”


“I will protect you from anybody who tries to harm you—physically, mentally, or otherwise,” he promises, then he captures my lips with his.


As always, my heart races faster. The only indication that I have that he heard it is his absolute joy. He loves that he can elicit this kind of response from me. It only further proves that Devin is the absolute perfect guy for me.


Fate absolutely got it right with us.




Emergency alpha meeting.





The emergency alpha meeting isn’t until midnight. One of the alphas was away and had to catch a long flight to the island. So the entire evening, I am on edge, nervous about the meeting.


It will be my first Alpha Council meeting as an official member. My heart races so fast at the prospect of being in a room with all those alphas. I feel so out of my element.


Am I really ready for this? What if the alphas don’t think the dark fae are worth fighting for? I know Devin and Damian think we are, but they’re my family. Of course, they want to help protect my people. But the rest of the alphas don’t have familial ties to want to do something.


“Why are you so nervous?” Devin grabs my hand, stopping me in the middle of my pacing.


I turn to face him. “Because I’m not good at all of this queen stuff. What if they don’t want to help my people? Dark fae aren’t exactly known for our kindness. What if I can’t convince them to help?”


If anything, dark fae are known for being ruthless, unmerciful, and downright cruel. But kindness? Never. If anything, I’ve learned from my father that kindness is a weakness.


“The Alpha Council knows that you are kind.” Devin looks at me with his smoldering green eyes. “You are going to change the way other supernaturals see dark fae. You already have, Tori. The wolves love you.”


“Yeah, but they have to love me. I’m their future luna.” I look up at him through my lashes. “Everybody accepts me because of you. It has nothing to do with me personally.”


He takes a step closer, putting his hands on each side of my shoulder. “If that were the case, they would have accepted you from the beginning. Instead, they were cautious. They only accepted you once they got to know you.”


“They would have accepted me from the first day if I had been a wolf shifter.” I look at him, daring him to argue. “Because other supernaturals hate dark fae.”


Devin shakes his head, smirking. “You’re not going to let it go, are you?”


“Would you?” I already know he wouldn’t.


He chuckles. “You were talking about me being stubborn, our children don’t stand a chance between the two of us.”


I scoot closer to him and he wraps his arms around me. His lips press against my hair and I melt further into his chest, tightening my grip around his waist.


“The council already likes you.” He squeezes me against him. “You’ve got the dragon king on your side. Nobody will argue against his judgment—they’re all too scared of him. Besides, the supernaturals all fell in love with you during the trial against King Hastings. You have nothing to worry about. Even if they once distrusted you, they know better now. And if anybody starts something, I will personally finish it.”


I relax in his embrace—I’m not sure if it’s because I believe his words or just because I’m in his arms.


Devin will always take care of me. I know that.


Still, my heart races as I think about the meeting. In my wildest dream, I never imagined I would be queen, but here we are. I still question if I should even be in a position of power. Part of me thinks Nico would do a better job, but maybe that’s because of how I was raised. King Hastings definitely never treated me like I was worthy of ruling.


Devin kisses the top of my head. “Don’t be nervous.”


I angle my neck so I can look up at him, not backing out of his embrace. “How do you know I’m nervous?”


He smirks. “Even if I couldn’t feel your emotions, I can hear how fast your heart is racing.”


“Maybe my heart is racing because of our embrace.” I smile sweetly at him.


“I know you better than that.” He backs away, but he slides one hand down my arm, intertwining our fingers together. “My brother is waiting for us.”


With Devin by my side, we head toward the living room. It feels strange to be invited to an Alpha Council meeting. Dark fae have historically been one of the supernaturals that keep to themselves the most. As times change, it makes sense for supernaturals to ban together. We’re all stronger when we back one another up.


Devin and Damian make small talk as we head toward the castle. It’s dark out, but the castle is illuminated. Since it’s after curfew, all the students are in their rooms. I’ve never seen it this quiet before. We pull up at the same time as King Sanguis. I take a deep breath to keep myself from reacting.


King Sanguis is the vampire king. They’re possibly the only supernaturals more isolated than the dark fae. They’ve managed to stay out of every conflict, though it may be because they’re a relatively new supernatural. The first vampires were created just over three hundred years ago. They’re not immortal like most human fiction seems to portray, but they are long lived compared to humans, like most supernaturals.


“King Sanguis.” Damian nods at him. “Nice to see you.”


He nods at Damian, but his eyes quickly lock onto mine. “Queen Hastings, it’s an honor.”


My breath gets caught in my throat at the title. It’s strange—I’m still not used to it.


“It’s Tori.” I extend a hand to him.


He accepts my handshake, firmly grasping my fingers. His hand is cold to the touch, which I should have expected. His eyes seem to glow as he studies me, his head cocked to the side. I don’t know enough about vampires to know what is normal for them.


“Tori,” he repeats my name. “You’re an interesting creature. A hybrid dark fae, elemental, and wolf shifter, correct?”


As he lets go of my hand, I tuck a piece of hair behind my ear and nod at him. “Yes, King Sanguis.”


His dark, glowing eyes study me for a second longer, making me feel a tad uncomfortable. But he eventually breaks eye contact and turns to greet Damian and Devin. I let out a breath, thankful that he’s turned his intense gaze away from me.


Damian and King Sanguis walk ahead of us. Devin hangs back, keeping a grip on my hand. He nudges me with his elbow, so I look into his green eyes.


“Are you okay?” Devin inquires.


I nod. “Yeah. I’m just feeling overwhelmed. A lot has changed in a short amount of time. I’m still trying to come to terms with the whole queen thing.”


Devin nods. “It’s a lot.”


I grin. “Though, if I am a queen, I guess that makes you my king.”


His eyes widen a fraction. “I didn’t think about that.”


“Alpha and king,” I grin at him. “Don’t let it go to your head.”


He stays quiet, making me think he’s still processing my words.


It is a lot to think that together we are responsible for two species of supernatural creatures. Though the dark fae are relatively small in number compared to wolf shifters. Wolf shifters are known for their large families. Meanwhile, dark fae numbers get smaller with each generation. It’s not a problem yet, but if things don’t change, dark fae could go extinct in a few generations. It’s why we have to stop King Hastings. I can’t allow him to wipe my race out of existence.


“I get why you are so freaked out now about the whole queen thing.” Devin takes a step back. “I’ve trained my whole life to be alpha, so I’ve naturally come to terms with my future as a leader. But somehow knowing I’ll also be helping lead another supernatural race makes me feel nervous.”


His nerves only add to my, twisting my stomach.


I take a deep breath, trying to push away the feeling.


“Sorry.” Devin grabs ahold of my hand and brings my fingers up to his lips and gently kisses them. “I keep accidentally forcing my emotions on you.”


I lean closer to him. “Devin, it’s okay. We’re still figuring out how to be together. And I’m the first dark fae you’ve ever interacted with. We have our whole life to figure this out. Besides, I like knowing what you’re feeling. When we first met, I felt like you were so good at hiding your true feelings.”


“No more hiding,” Devin promises.


He leads me inside. As soon as the doors open, I am hit with a rush of power.


There are a lot of alphas here. And I feel completely out of my league. I’m just a dark fae—I don’t belong here with all these shifters.


While supernaturals try to unify, we are all still very much in our own worlds. And even though the Alpha Council exists, unifying shifters, it’s still called an Alpha Council for a reason. Everybody on the council are alphas, except King Basilicus, but he’s still a shifter so I’m not sure he even counts.


I wouldn’t be here if I wasn’t Devin’s mate. There is no way they’d accept a dark fae, even if I am a hybrid.


I try to push the thought away as Devin leads me further into the room. Conversations grow quiet around us as others begin to notice our presence, or my presence more like.


Devin laces our fingers together, taking a step closer to me. I can feel his confidence—he believes in me. He thinks I belong here. It’s enough, for now.


Before we can take a seat, King Basilicus approaches us. He nods at Devin, but quickly turns his attention to me.


“Queen Hastings, I’m so glad you could come.”


“Tori,” I correct.


His dark eyes study me with an intensity that makes my knees feel weak. “You are a queen, and you should be addressed as such. I know you don’t think you deserve the title, but you do.”


I swallow hard at his bold statement. And because I am a dark fae, I can feel how much he means the words. “How about Queen Tori, then? Because right now, I share a last name with a monster and I don’t want my legacy to be attached to him in any possible way.”


He slowly grins, which transforms his entire face. He’s still intimidating, but somehow he seems kind when he smiles. “The dark fae are lucky to have such a wonderful queen.”


I don’t know about that, but I don’t argue. Nobody can win an argument against the dragon shifter king, he’s the most powerful supernatural in existence.


King Basilicus asks for me to follow him to the front of the room. Devin comes with us, mostly because he will never leave my side when I need him. And right now? I need him. Without him, there is no way I could stand up in front of a room full of alphas.


As soon as we are standing at the front, every single person grows quiet, turning to look at King Basilicus. It’s clear to see how much every alpha admires and respects the dragon king. After knowing him, I realize it’s not just because of his power. It’s because he deserves it. He is exactly who the supernatural community needs as a leader.


“Today is an exciting day,” King Basilicus says, his booming voice beginning the meeting. “Not only are we welcoming Queen Tori, but we’re also welcoming King Sanguis.”


Everybody turns to look at the vampire king that is sitting in the middle of the room.


That’s right—the vampires, for the first time ever, have decided to join the council.


“I’ve also been in contact with King Mundus. While the elementals aren’t quite ready for him to join our council, he has agreed to meet privately with me to discuss council matters. It is more cooperation than we’ve ever had before, and we have Queen Tori to thank for that.” King Basilicus waves a hand toward me.


Everybody turns to look at me. I force myself not to hide behind Devin.


Being in a room full of alphas is terrifying enough. But having them all look at me only makes it worse. My heart pounds like crazy, which I know every single alpha can hear.


Devin squeezes my hand, offering me what little comfort he can in this situation.


“Thank you for having me,” I say, my voice coming out a little softer than I intended. Still, shifter hearing is a thing. I know everybody could hear me regardless of how loud I speak.


“It’s been a while since the public has heard anything from King Hastings. But Alpha Damian spoke to me and said things are urgent. What’s going on?”


I clear my throat, standing up straighter. “I spoke to my younger brother, Nico. He informed me that things are dire with the dark fae. My father has decided to eliminate anybody who stands against him, and he is executing dark fae families daily. Our numbers are so few we truly can’t afford to lose any more of our people.”


I take a deep breath before continuing. “It’s especially not fair that my father is executing entire families. If one person in the family is found guilty, he executes everybody, including young children. His tyranny has reached new levels and he needs to be stopped. I can’t do it alone, so that’s why I’m here. I need help.”


King Basilicus nods. “And that is exactly what we will offer you and your people, Queen Tori. We will do what we can to free the dark fae. We already consider King Hastings a wanted criminal, but now it’s time for action. We will, of course, put it to a vote, but I propose we move. I vote we stop being passive and we arrest King Hastings now. He should be put to death for his crimes.”


Alpha Damian raises a hand. “I second the motion.”


“All in agreement,” King Basilicus says.


Every single alpha in the audience raises their hand.


“Motion passed.” He smiles, turning to look at me. “We will be sending troops out before the night is over to arrest King Hastings. You can relax, knowing that you’re people are going to be free. And you, Queen Tori, are going to be an excellent leader.”


I hope his words are true, but my stomach still twists with nerves.


My father is finally going to pay for all the horrible things he’s done.
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Tuesday, February 16

Everything is perfect.





On Tuesday morning, I wake up feeling better than I have in a long time.


I’ve had the luxury of freedom since the day I arrived at Shifter Academy. But the dark fae haven’t. And my brother hasn’t.


Since I got here, I’ve been worried about Nico. He’s been at home with our father without me there to protect him. But now, I’m going to get him back. We can move to Alaska. I can start my life with Devin. And Nico will be free to choose what he wants.


We can be happy.


Everything is perfect.


The Alpha Council has people on their way to arrest King Hastings now. It’s possible that he’s already in custody.


And in just over a month, I get to marry the love of my life. My soulmate. The person handpicked by fate just for me.


When my father first told me I was coming to Shifter Academy, I was scared out of my mind. I thought for sure this would be the end for me. I never imagined that this would be the beginning. His sending me here is going to be his ultimate downfall. And to think, he sent me here, hoping I would be killed by an angry wolf shifter.


I swallow hard, realizing how close I came to that very scenario many times. If it weren’t for Devin, I would’ve died.


Just as I finish my shower and get ready for the day, there is a knock on my door. I already know that Devin is standing on the other side, so I don’t hesitate to open it.


“Any news?” I ask.


He grins. “Not yet, but I’m sure we’ll be hearing soon.”


I will feel a lot better once I know that King Hastings is in custody. Actually, I’ll feel better once I know that he’s on Supernatural Island. My father is tricky, so it wouldn’t completely surprise me if he found a way out of this. Then again, even he isn’t strong enough to outrun the Alpha Council. He has plenty of supporters, but none of them would ever lift a finger to help him if it really came down to it.


That’s what happens when you’re a tyrant—any supporters he has will run if their lives were truly on the line. People only support him out of fear or a thirst for power.


Devin is quiet as he leads me from my bedroom and down the hallway. We head toward the kitchen where Monica, Grant, and Damian are having breakfast. Since the meeting last night happened so late, we’re not going to school today. It’s fine with me because I’m too anxious to hear news about King Hastings. I want to know what happened.


Grant has a fist full of mashed banana that he shoves at his face. He misses his mouth, smearing a little on the side of his cheek before he shoves it into his mouth. Devin rubs the top of his head, messing up the little hair he’s got.


“Hey, little guy.”


Grant grins at his uncle, smashing his hands down on his hair chair. He makes a noise that I’ve come to learn he often makes when he’s happy.


Just as we sit down to eat, Monica gets up and grabs Grant to give him a bath. Damian goes with her, leaving Devin and me alone. They’re always up earlier than us. Monica says it’s because you don’t sleep when you have a baby. Maybe that was her way to try and scare me, but I have no desire to have children. I’m about to be a wife, queen, and luna. There are enough life changes happening, I don’t need a baby too.


“You’re in a good mood this morning,” Devin says, right before taking a bite of his pancakes.


“Because my father is finally getting what’s coming to him and the dark fae are finally going to be free of his tyrannical reign.” I relax in my chair. “My only regret is that this couldn’t have happened years ago—maybe before he killed my mom or even Nico’s mom.”


My heart aches when I think about the day that Nico’s mother died. My father claimed that she made Nico weak, but he was a child. He needed his mom. And his mom was like a mother to me. She always treated me well, which was likely the problem. My father couldn’t stand for me to be happy. He made it his life’s mission to make sure that I was miserable.


When I look up, I’m surprised to see that Devin’s eyes are gold in color.


“Are you okay?” I ask him.


He closes his eyes and takes a deep breath. When he opens his eyes, they’re still golden. “I just hate what your father has done to you. I wish I could’ve saved you a long time ago.”


I shake my head. “Devin, it’s fine. You’re not responsible for anything he did. Besides, we were kids when all this was happening. You couldn’t have done anything, just as I couldn’t.”


He lowers his head. “Maybe.”


“Not maybe.” I scoot my chair closer to him. “My life wasn’t the greatest, but I don’t regret any of it. Because going through what I did is what led me here. If my father truly loved me, he never would’ve sent me to Shifter Academy and I never would’ve met you.”


His eyes slowly fade from gold to green. And while I love both sides of Devin, I especially love his green eyes. It’s a trait I hope he passes on to our children. I’m not sure I want any of our children to get my freaky eyes. It’s impossible to hide any emotions considering they change colors like a mood ring.


“Once the dark fae are free and I am queen, I’d like to do something to ensure that none of them will ever be enslaved again, even after I’m gone.” I play with the ends of my hair and I look at Devin.


He nods. “It’s a good idea. You could do like the wolves. I’m alpha, but there are many alphas. Everybody is allowed to rule their own packs how they want. I only step in when absolutely necessary.”


“Maybe.” I’m not sure if ‘packs’ will work though—not for dark fae. We don’t typically group up like wolf shifters do.


“Or you could do like fae,” Devin says.


That catches my attention. I look up. “Like light fae?”


“They’re just fae to everybody else, Tori.”


I shrug one shoulder. “It’s a habit to call them light fae.”


Light and dark fae are opposite sides of the same coin. We are as similar as we are different. But I’ve always admired how their monarch system worked. They don’t have one ruler, they have many rulers. And when a decision is to be made that affects them all, each ruler will vote. It’s a good system and while there have been a few tyrants through the years, they’re always fast to be taken care of.


“It’s a good idea,” I say, after thinking about it. “To split everybody up. It would be a lot of work initially, but I could do it. I would have you and Nico to help.” I pause. “Of course, you might be too busy with the pack to help me. The dark fae aren’t your problem. They’re mine.”


Devin cocks an eyebrow. “You’re going to be my wife—you’re my soulmate. And as you pointed out, just as you’re going to be luna, I’m going to be king. It’s my duty to help your people. Because you’re people are my people.”


“Really?” I chew on my bottom lip.


“Yes.” He leans forward, reaching his hand toward me. He gently cups my chin. “Our children are going to be hybrids. Who knows what kind of powers they will have. Regardless, they’ll be dark fae, just as you are. So what happens to the dark fae will affect them. And it’ll affect you. So, yes, I am going to be proudly standing by your side. I will help you make decisions. I will do whatever you need.”


My heart swells at the promise.


It still blows my mind that Devin is acting like this. Most supernaturals hate dark fae and for good reason. And I know Devin loves me because I’m his mate. But he’s going above and beyond just accepting me because I’m his mate. He’s accepting every single dark fae.


I know I have my work cut out for me. Though not every dark fae is cruel, a lot of them are. I imagine most act that way out of fear, but some, specifically those close to my father, revel in it. It’s going to take a long time to change their way of thinking. But I know that I can do it, especially since I’ve got Devin. I know he means his promise.


For the first time, I feel hope for the dark fae.


I never imagined being a queen, but I no longer dread it. The title isn’t quite as scary as it once was. Because I know it’s the title that is going to allow me to do a lot of good in the world. And being a leader isn’t so bad—Devin has helped me see that.


My heart feels full when I think about the future. My children will never know the pain that I’ve has to endure. They will never have to go through the horrible things that I have.


Everything really is going to be okay.
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Wednesday, February 17

Leave my people alone.





On Wednesday morning, I wake up on the living room couch—right where I went to sleep the night before. I waited all day on Tuesday to hear news of King Hasting’s arrest, but there was none.


There is a comforter spread out across me and my head is on a pillow. I slightly sit up, looking to see that Devin is sleeping in the recliner. When he hears me move, his eyes open. He has a blanket over him as well, but his sleeping position doesn’t look nearly as comfortable.


He grins as he watches me with his intense green eyes. “Good morning.”


“Morning,” I say. “You didn’t have to sleep in the chair. You could’ve gone to bed.”


“You were too anxious to sleep. I wasn’t going to leave you, just in case you woke up and started worrying again.” Devin gives me a look that leaves me no room for argument. This isn’t something he is going to back down on. And as fun as it is to argue with an alpha, this isn’t something I want to fight him on. He’s right. If he would’ve left, I probably would’ve struggled to sleep.


I push myself into a sitting position. “Did Damian hear anything last night?”


Devin shakes his head. “Nothing yet. Maybe he has this morning.” He cocks his head to the side. “I can hear Monica in the bedroom with Grant, but I don’t hear Damian.”


Shifter hearing is one wolf shifter trait I really wish I had. It would definitely come in handy. Instead, I inherited my mother’s elemental magic—something I could definitely live without.


“You look beautiful when you first wake up,” Devin muses.


My cheeks grow warm and I try to flatten my likely frizzy hair.


His grin grows wider. “You realize we’re getting married next month. I’m going to be seeing you every single morning.”


I groan. “Yeah, but then you’ll already be married to me. It’ll be too late for you to back out.”


He chuckles. “Don’t worry—I’m not changing my mind. If anything, seeing you like this makes me want to rush the wedding. Maybe I could convince Damian to move it up a few weeks.”


“No, no, no,” I hear Monica say loudly as she makes her way down the hallway and into the living room. She points her finger at her brother-in-law. “The invitations are already printed and I am sending them out this week. There is no changing the wedding date, Devin Benson. I do not care that you’re an alpha, I will fight you.”


Even with Monica carrying Grant on her hip, she looks fierce as she stares down her future alpha.


I can’t help but laugh as I look between her and Devin’s stunned face.


“Fine,” Devin grumbles, lowering his head.


Monica grins, clearly satisfied with his reaction. She glances toward me, offering me a smile. “Damian is meeting with King Basilicus this morning. He will tell you everything that happened when he gets back.”


I start to open my mouth to ask questions, but she cuts me off.


“No, I don’t know anything,” she says. “But I will cook breakfast while we wait.”


I grin. “Thank you.”


Devin focuses his attention back on me as Monica and Grant head toward the kitchen.


“Are we going to continue our conversation about how good you look—”


I abruptly stand from the couch. “I’m going to go take a shower.”


Before Devin can say anything else, I rush from the room like the coward I am. I hear him chuckling as I head toward my room. I avoid looking in the mirror before getting in the shower. If I could see how I looked, I’m sure it would only further embarrass me.


Being mated to an impatient, stubborn alpha might not always be easy, but I know we’ll have a good life together. I never imagined we would be like this together, but I’m so glad we are.


After my shower, I head back into the living area. Our pillows and blankets from last night are gone—Devin probably put them away. Devin is sitting in the kitchen, waiting for me. His hair is wet, so he probably got a shower while I did. I sit down in the chair beside him, only pausing to tussle Grant’s very thin baby hair.


As soon as I sit down, Devin grabs ahold of my hand, lacing our fingers together. I glance into his green eyes and see that he’s completely focused on me.


Yes, we will definitely have an interesting life.


Monica joins us at the table just as Damian walks through the front door. I glance over and my heart sinks when I see the grim look on his face. His emotions hit me hard. He doesn’t even need to speak for me to feel the sharp pain in my gut that his disappointment, anger, and frustration are fueling.


“What’s going on?” Devin sits up straighter.


Grant makes a whimpering sound as his bottom lip pokes out. I turn to look at him and see that his face is bright red. He lets out a wail of a cry, which has Monica jumping up and pulling him from his highchair. She comforts him as she walks toward his room, likely giving Devin and me space to talk with Damian.


Damian wordlessly slides into a chair across from us. “King Hastings has gone into hiding.”


My heart thumps faster. “So he’s not in custody?”


He shakes his head. “No.” He glances at Devin for a second, then right back at me. The movement is so fast that I almost miss it, but I quickly realize that he’s not telling me everything.


“What is it?” I lean forward, hoping to urge him to continue talking.


Devin grabs my hand beneath the table. “Whatever it is, you can tell her. You already know she has her elemental magic under control. It’s why Winter isn’t training her as much.”


Damian clears his throat. “To retaliate for what the Alpha Council has done, he killed a young girl.”


My breath gets caught in my throat.


He continues. “She was only sixteen.”


“Was she dark fae?” I ask.


“No,” he answers, lowering his gaze. “She was a vampire.”


A vampire?


This is because King Sanguis decided to join in on the fight. He’s trying to punish the vampire king for taking a stand. He will try to force King Sanguis to either join his side or stand down.


I put a hand to the base of my throat. “What are we going to do?”


“There is more,” Damian declares.


More? How can there still be more? What could possibly be worse than what he’s already told me?


“King Hastings has vowed that he is going to kill one supernatural a day until the other supernaturals leave him—and his people—alone.”


His people? That’s rich considering he’s been killing them. They’re not his people. He doesn’t treat them as well as an animal on the way to a slaughter house.


He will pay for this. I will make sure of it.


“The Alpha Council would like to ask you for help finding King Hastings,” Damian says.


I nod. “Anything.”


“They need information,” he explains. “We know he’s not stupid enough to go to one of his own properties. We’d like a list of his allies, one’s who are willing to help hide him. The task force going to search properties until they find him. But if you help us narrow it down, it’ll be a big help.”


“Absolutely,” I say, pulling my phone out to start making a list of names. “Make sure you tell them to check Kai’s father’s properties.”


Damian cocks an eyebrow. “You think he’d help after King Hastings threatened to have his son killed?”


I glance from my phone to him. “Kai’s father is loyal to my dad. Kai might be the only dark fae I know that had a rougher life than I did. My father was cruel, spiteful, and tried to kill me, but for the most part, I was ignored.” Devin squeezes my hand. I don’t look at him, not wanting to see the angry glow of his gold eyes. “Kai’s father was abusive. Growing up, he chose to spend the majority of his time in the castle. Nico and I were his reprieve from the torture he had to endure.”


Devin’s anger is strong through our bond, but I am able to push away his anger. Maybe it’s because I used to be angry about this, but I learned to deal with it.


Damian gives me a curt nod. “Tori, get me that list as soon as you can. Your father and all of his allies will pay for the hurt that they have caused. I promise you, your people will be free.”


I smile at him before I glance back at my phone. I free my hand from Devin’s and type as quickly as my thumbs will allow.


My father may have delayed the inevitable, but he will not get away with this—not this time.




This is what happens when you betray your king.





I am back to pacing the living room floor while I wait for news from the Alpha Council.


Earlier today, I gave Damian a list of my father’s allies and now it’s just a matter of finding where he is hiding. I won’t be satisfied until I know my father is in custody—not until I know my people are free.


My stomach clenches when I think about the young vampire who was executed. Earlier today, I was able to talk to King Sanguis on the phone. I tried to apologize to him for my father’s actions, but he wouldn’t allow me. He said he knew the possible consequences of getting involved, but that it had to be done. He assured me that he is still on my side, even more now than ever.


It’s strange to think that the dark fae have allies now. We’ve always stuck to our own kind. For so long we’ve hidden away from the world, not even allowed to speak with other supernaturals. But all that is changing now. All because my father sent me to a school full of shifters. Had he known this would be the result, I doubt he would’ve sent me. It was the beginning of his downfall.


“Tori.”


I look up when I hear my name being called and see Devin saunter into the living room. He raises an eyebrow at me.


I can’t help but smile when I see him. Earlier, he and Damian went out for a run. He showered as soon as he got back, which is why his hair is wet. He takes a step closer, invading my space.


“Are you overthinking things again?”


I grin sheepishly at him. “Me? Overthink things?”


He chuckles. “I know you well, baby.”


My resolve crumbles when he calls me ‘baby.’ I take a step closer to him, leaning into his embrace. “Maybe I was overthinking things a little, but that’s not something I can change overnight.”


“Everything is going to work out,” he assures me.


“You can’t know that.” I look up at him, daring him to argue.


“I don’t know the future, but I do know that we have the entire Alpha Council on our side.” Devin rests his hands on my shoulders. “King Hastings may be cunning and strong, but he’s nothing compared to all the alphas when they’re working together.”


He’s not wrong.


My father is desperate. He’s a man on the ledge. He’s hurting people out of fear because he knows he can’t win.


But how many people is he going to hurt before the Alpha Council can find him and stop him? Will there be any dark fae left by the time this is over?


Devin pushes a strand of hair behind my ear, causing me to look up at him. His green eyes are intense as he studies me.


“You can’t worry about what could happen. The future is uncertain right now, but stressing about potential outcomes will only make you sick. Everything is going to work out exactly as it’s supposed to,” he says.


I lick my lips. “You know, when I first came here, I was scared to death about what was going to happen. I knew that Shifter Academy was my death sentence. My father told me so.”


Devin cocks an eyebrow. “And yet, you’re alive.”


“Because of you,” I counter. “Because even when you hated me, you still saved my life. Thank you for that, by the way.”


Devin’s lips tick downward. “I never hated you.”


I raise an eyebrow at him, calling his bluff. We both know he did hate me, not that I hold it against him. After what my father did to his parents, I understand his behavior better now. I likely would’ve hated me too.


He shakes his head. “No, I didn’t hate you. I wanted to, but I couldn’t. Even from the first moment I laid eyes on you, I felt a pull toward you. And as I watched you and got to know you from a distance, I fell in love with you. At first, I thought you were weak because you didn’t stand up for yourself, but I was wrong. You were stronger than anybody else I knew. Every single day, you fought for your survival.”


“No,” I counter, not wanting him to think I’m braver than I am. “I let them pick on me because I didn’t want to let my father down. As sick as it sounds, I wanted his approval more than anything. I wanted him to love me.”


I expect Devin to give me a look of disgust—who would want King Hastings’s approval? But knowing it was sick doesn’t change the fact that I wanted it so bad. I wanted my father to love me. Instead, he loathed my very existence and there was nothing I could do to change that.


“You’re not a bad person for wanting your dad to love you.” The softness of Devin’s voice makes me meet his gaze.


Does he really not think I’m screwed up for feeling like this? Because I know I’m screwed up for it. Yet, he doesn’t look at me with disdain, but understanding. And because his hand is resting on my cheek, I can feel his emotions as strong as my own. He’s sad for me. Because I never knew the love of a parent. His heart is breaking for me.


I lean into his touch.


“It’s okay,” I tell him. “I have love now. You are my family. And your brothers and sisters are my family. Someday, we will have our own family, too.”


He slowly smiles. “I am looking forward to that day.”


My eyes widen. “I know that we’ll have kids, but I’d like to figure out the whole queen thing first. And luna thing.”


His grin slowly transforms into a smirk. “Don’t worry, Tori. I want you all to myself for a while before we think about having children.”


I let out a breath of relief. Devin slowly backs away from me and I wonder what he’s doing when moments later the front door to the house opens up. Damian stomps into the house, his gaze landing directly on me.


“Something has happened.”


That one sentence causes my heart to double in speed. My knees feel weak as I look expectedly at the alpha, waiting for him to tell me whatever bad news he has.


“To further taunt the Alpha Council, King Hastings has announced who he plans to eliminate tomorrow,” Damian says cautiously. “And I will tell you, but first I need to make sure that you won’t cause an earthquake.”


His words make my stomach muscles tighten. The room starts to go dark. Devin nudges me over to the couch. My legs weaken and I fall onto the couch with a thump.


What if it’s Nico?


No, no. Devin is right. I can’t worry about things that I don’t know. Whatever it is, we will figure it out. I can’t let my over active imagination get the best of me. I also need to be calm so I don’t accidentally cause an earthquake.


I take a deep breath and feel my heart rate begin to slow.


Devin sits down beside me. “Are you okay?”


I nod, then turn to Damian. “Tell me.”


“King Hastings has two victims.” Damian clears his throat. “The first is a young tiger shifter. He’s about nineteen years old, a family friend to Alpha Vagus.”


Alpha Vagus is the tiger shifter alpha.


My heart hurts for the young shifter. It’s not fair. He didn’t choose this. We’re all victims of a war that we can’t control.


“You said he had two victims chosen.” My voice sounds hoarse as I ask. I know that Damian is nervous, and I don’t think he was nervous about telling me about the shifter.


Damian sits down on the sofa across from Devin and me. He makes eye contact before speaking. “Tori, he’s caught Kailor again. He’s been tortured and they are planning his execution for the morning. And this time, I don’t imagine he can get away. He’s going to be heavily guarded.”


Kai.


Just the thought of something happening to him brings tears to my eyes. He’s always been like a brother to me. I’ve spent more time with him than I have with most of my family. And now…


Kai knew the risks. He told me as much. He said it was a fight worth dying for. And I know he’s right, but I just wish it didn’t have to be Kai.


I blink away the tears and look at Damian again. He gives me a sad smile.


“The Alpha Council will do everything they can to stop King Hastings,” Damian assures me. “If there is a way to save your friend, we will.”


I take a deep, shaky breath. “I know.”


He nods at Devin and then stands from the couch. As quickly as he came, he leaves the house. At first, I think it’s to give Devin and me privacy, but I realize he’s probably working with the other alphas to try and find King Hastings.


Devin puts his arm around me and I lean into him, letting my head fall onto his chest. He stays quiet, just gently stroking my hair.


No matter what, everything is going to be okay. I have to believe it.
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Thursday, February 18

Bloodied and bruised, but alive.





I am woken up by a soft knock on my door around one o’clock in the morning. I sleepily sit up as somebody opens my door. Devin pokes his head through the crack.


“Get up and get dressed quickly,” he says.


His words wake me up like a bucket of ice cold water being tossed over my head. “What’s wrong?”


“We know where King Hastings is. We’re going to arrive once he’s arrested,” Devin says. “You’ll get to see Kai. Hurry and get ready.”


He shuts the door as he eases himself back into the hallway.


I rush through getting ready. I don’t bother with a shower since there isn’t time and I get dressed in record time. By the time I make it to the living room, Damian and Devin are both waiting for me. Wordlessly, we head outside. Damian pulled the golf cart in front of the house already. We get on and head in the direction of the small airstrip that I now know is in the center of the island.


I have so many questions I want to ask, but my mouth doesn’t seem to be working. My hands shake with excitement as we get closer and closer to our destination.


Is King Hastings really about to be arrested? I try not to get my hopes up. He’s slippery. Certainly, he will find a way out of this, but I still have hope. Freedom is so close that I can feel it.


“Your eyes keep flashing back and forth between orange and blue. I can’t even keep up with your emotional changes through our bond.” Devin studies me carefully. “Are you okay?”


I nod, rubbing my hands on my thighs. “Yes, I’m just nervous. I’m trying not to get my hopes up. What if he somehow manages to get away?”


Devin grabs my hand to stop my fidgeting. “That’s not going to happen, Tori.”


His words do little to calm me as I see the private jet waiting for us.


My life is about to change in a big way. I already know that the Alpha Council considers me queen of the dark fae, but it still doesn’t feel real. I don’t think it’ll feel real until my father is in custody.


We get onto the plane and get buckled up. Almost as soon as Damian shuts the door, the plane starts moving. I watch him as he walks to the front of the plane and give Devin a questioning look.


“He’s probably going to talk to the pilot—he’s a member of our pack. Having a pilot in the pack is important, considering where we live. Flying is about the only way in or out of pack lands during the winter,” Devin explains.


I nod. “I guess I understand that, but that wasn’t what I was wondering.”


Devin runs a finger through his hair, slowly exhaling. “I don’t know much more than I told you. We got an anonymous tip about King Hasting’s whereabouts. We had a team check and the tip was true. He’s in Florida, not too far from the school, actually. We won’t be on the plane for long. But by the time we get there, he should be in custody.”


I look from Devin out the window of the airplane as we begin the ascent. If Devin is right, we should only be in the air for about half an hour, which means they’re likely arresting King Hastings right now.


My heart pounds a little faster.


More than anything, I want to hear that he’s been arrested. I can’t wait for him to be in custody. I won’t be satisfied until he is on Supernatural Island with every bit of his powers stripped away from him.


I don’t know a lot about Supernatural Island—the location is kept secret. And since most prisoners are never released, we don’t hear much about what it’s like. When somebody is reformed and released, their memory of the location is always wiped. Even the guards who work there don’t know its exact location. I’m not sure how that works. But I do know that there is something about Supernatural Island’s location that makes it the perfect spot. Nobody ever has hope of escaping and though many have tried to escape, they always fail. Not even King Hastings would have hope of escaping. And prison to my dad would be a fate worse than death.


He’s going to get what he deserves. He’s had this coming to him for years.


My heart soars and I can’t help but smile as Shifter Academy gets smaller and smaller. Everything really is going to be okay.


I relax in my seat, thinking happy thoughts. There is no sense in worrying unless there is something to worry about.


Devin laces our fingers together, his fear getting stronger the higher the plane goes. I squeeze his hand and use my dark fae powers to take away his fear. I replace the fear with happiness. It takes him a moment to even realize that I’m manipulating his emotions. He glances over at me, a smile tugging at his lips.


“Thank you,” he whispers.


When we first met, he would’ve been horrified if I had manipulated his emotions. Now, he readily accepts it. I don’t bother bringing up the past, instead I relax in my seat, loving how things have changed. Devin truly trusts me. It’s more than I ever imagined would happen and sometimes it still blows my mind that he does.


We’re only in the air for about fifteen minutes when Damian comes to the back. He sits down across from us, leaning forward in his seat.


“I hear from King Basilicus. The team was able to successfully subdue King Hastings. His magic has been blocked. King Basilicus is overseeing the entire thing,” Damian says.


My entire chest lightens at his word. I didn’t even realize how heavy I felt until now that I’m free.


“It’s really over?” I worry my bottom lip between my teeth, not sure if I should truly believe it. Can it really be so? Has the man who has made my life so miserable really been arrested? And if King Basilicus is there, he has no hope of escaping.


“It’s true,” Damian says. He looks at me. “Everything with King Hastings is taken care of—he’s going to Supernatural Island. But there are other things that need to be dealt with.”


“Such as?” I ask, raising an eyebrow.


“His followers,” Damian answers. “They will all be getting a fair trial with the Alpha Council.”


I frown. “We’re going to have a busy few months, aren’t we?”


He grins. “Cheer up, the worst is over.”


Of course he’s right. I just dread sitting through trial after trial. No doubt his followers will try to get out of joining King Hastings at Supernatural Island. And I will be able to see through every single one of their lies.


“Since I’m technically a member of the Alpha Council, does that mean I’ll get a say in who is guilty?” I ask.


Damian nods. “Yes.”


I let out a breath of relief. “Good. Because I can read their emotions. I will not let us listen to sob stories that are false.”


Damian furrows his brows, then grins. “You know, I think having a dark fae on the trial is going to be a good thing. You’ll be able to tell who is genuine and who is blowing hot air.”


“But can’t most shifters tell if somebody is lying?” I ask.


He nods. “But there are limitations. And some people excel at lying. Some people are so delusional that they convince themselves that their lies are true. Sorting out the liars can be difficult. You will make it easier.”


The pilot says something, but it’s too low for me to hear. Devin and Damian heard though.


“We’re about to land.” Devin eyes my seatbelt, which I never took off. “Let’s go get your friend, Kai.”


“Do you think he’ll come to Shifter Academy?” I ask, feeling hopeful.


Devin shrugs. “If he wants, but he should probably have time to recover.”


“But next year, maybe some dark fae can attend?”


“Most definitely,” Devin answers.


“They won’t be bullied like I was, right?”


“Absolutely not.” Devin’s eyes harden. “Nobody will dare bully the dark fae—not after what they’ve been through.”


“We’ll make sure of it,” Damian assures me.


That causes me to relax.


Once our plane lands, we take off toward the house where King Hastings was staying. My stomach sinks as I realize I recognize the place. It’s one of Kai’s dad’s vacation homes. I’ve been here a few times with Nico and Kai. We always had fun here because our dads were usually somewhere else when we visited.


I take comfort in the fact that King Hastings can’t do anything like this again. And all of his followers will soon be following.


When we get to the house, I see Kai sitting on the couch. He has a blanket wrapped around him, but he’s bloodied and bruised. When I see him, I sprint toward him.


“Kai, are you okay?” I drop to my knees in front of him, tears rolling down my cheeks.


He grabs ahold of my hand. “I’m okay, Tori. I promise. I look way worse than I feel.”


Still, I don’t miss the way he winces when he adjusts his position.


“King Hastings was arrested, along with my dad,” Kai says, unable to stop his grin. He winces at the pain from the grin, but he still doesn’t stop smiling. “The Alpha Council got here just in time. In a few hours, I was going to be executed.”


“What about the lion shifter?” I ask. “Did they get him too?”


“Yes, along with all the other prisoners,” Kai answers.


Devin comes up beside me and kneels with me.


Kai nods at Devin, abruptly pulling his hand from mine. “Alpha.”


Devin smirks. “I can feel your emotions through Tori. I know you don’t mean anything romantic by the touch. It feels more… familial. So you don’t have to pull away on my account.”


Kai raises an eyebrow at me. “Interesting. Maybe I’ll be lucky enough to have a wolf shifter mate too. Next year, Nico and I can attend that school of yours.”


I can’t help but smile. “That would be great. I need you guys to look out for any other dark fae who decide to attend.”


“I think we can handle that.” Kai groans and leans back into the couch. “After I get another healing potion or three.”


“You’ve already had a healing potion?” My eyes widen at his confession. He already looks like a tenderized piece of meat. I can’t imagine how bad he was before.


“Healing potion. Now,” Devin shouts.


That gets them moving. A wolf shifter comes over right away with a healing potion in her hand and passes it to Kai. He downs it, sighing as it begins to work its magic.


He focuses his gaze on me, his blue eyes lightening. “We’re free, Tori.”


I can’t help but smile at his words. “Finally.”


“I guess I should start referring you to as Queen Tori.”


I snort. “No. To you, I’ll always be Tori.”


He nods. “Fine. But only because I know all your deepest darkest secrets. Like—”


I cut him off. “It’s fine. Devin doesn’t need to hear stories of our childhood.”


Devin cocks an eyebrow. “Later, when she’s busy.”


Kai gives him a discreet nod.


I groan, realizing that it’s a losing battle. Still, I can’t bring myself to be upset about it. After all, we’re free. Finally.




Planning for forever.





We didn’t get back to Shifter Academy until late, so we get to skip classes on Thursday. Devin says it’s a perk of being alpha—or queen and luna, in my case. I don’t get up until eleven o’clock. After I get a shower, I head downstairs. Nobody is in the living area and it’s so quiet.


Damian, Monica, and Grant will be heading home next week. It’s going to be so weird to head back to the castle and sleep in my dorm. I’m going to miss this house and I’m definitely going to miss being around Devin’s family.


My stomach muscles tighten when I think about the future. Even though I will be going alone to my dorm, it won’t be for long. Because in just a few weeks, Devin and I are getting married.


I open the pantry and am pleased when I find a box of cereal—it’s not nearly as appetizing as Monica’s cooking, but it’ll have to do. She promised to teach me, but we haven’t had time yet. I suppose that is something I’ll have to do when I move to Alaska.


I finish breakfast and wash my bowl. As I finish drying it and put it into the cabinet, I hear footsteps coming into the kitchen. I turn around, facing Devin. His hair is messy, likely from just waking up, and he’s got a smirk on his lips. He comes up to me, wrapping his arms around me.


“Where is everybody at?” I ask him.


“Damian is with the other alphas, getting everything settled. Monica and Grant headed out. I think they’re going to visit her family for a little bit before heading home.” He kisses me on the cheek before backing up to give me space.


“They didn’t say goodbye.” I frown.


Devin runs his finger along my bottom lip. “Because we’ll be seeing them again soon, don’t worry. We’ll be going home next weekend for Blake and Ember’s wedding.”


My eyes widen. “Really? Already?”


He nods. “And only a few more weeks until everybody will be here for our wedding.”


My heart races a little faster at his words, which of course makes him grin. I don’t get embarrassed by it like I used to. I actually like that Devin can hear my heart race. I love that he knows me so completely. There is nobody in the world who I would rather have as my mate, even if he does have all the advantages.


“I don’t have all the advantages,” Devin scoffs.


“I said that out loud?” I cock an eyebrow in question.


“No.” He studies me carefully. “But I told you, after we complete the mate bond, we’ll be able to hear each other’s thoughts. Even though we haven’t completed it yet, it’s already solidifying from the amount of time we’ve spent together. It makes sense that we’ll be able to hear one another’s thoughts now.”


“Think something,” I say, trying my hardest to listen.


But there is nothing. Only the sound of my own heart beating—which is still abnormally fast. Or really normal for around Devin.


I sigh. “I can’t hear anything.”


“Don’t worry.” He runs his fingers along my cheek, pushing a piece of hair behind my ear. “We’ve got all the time in the world.”


I shiver at his touch, which makes his smile grow wider. I can just feel that he loves the way I respond to him.


I glance up at him, his intense green eyes meeting mine. “I can still hardly believe that I’m free.”


“Believe it,” Devin says. “Because you are.”


Freedom feels so strange. It’s what I’ve wanted for so long and now that I have it, it almost feels like a dream. It doesn’t feel real.


Devin gently kisses my forehead. Who knew that the wolf shifter alpha could be so… sweet. Protective? Yes. Stubborn? For sure. But romantic? I didn’t expect it, though I guess I should have. He’s possessive and takes such good care of me. And he is exactly what I’ve longed for my whole life.


“What happens now?” I ask, not sure where we even go from here.


“Now we get married and complete our mate bond. We will finish high school and then figure out how we’re supposed to rule two species.” He shrugs. “No big deal.”


I chuckle. “Oh, that’s all?”


“We’ll figure it out as we go. I know that things won’t be easy, but life rarely is. Besides, after everything we’ve faced, I think we’re ready,” he says.


Ready to rule? Can one ever truly be ready for that? Devin’s prepared for it his entire life, but I know he’s still anxious. But I’ve never had any sort of training. Then again, maybe that’s for the best in my case. Everything my father did I want to do the complete opposite.


I lean further into his embrace.


Maybe Devin’s right. Maybe we are ready. I could never do this by myself, but I’m not alone. I’ve got my mate. And I’ve got Nico, Kai, and Devin’s family. With everybody supporting me, I know I can do it.


Devin rests his head on the top of my chin, though he has to bend over slightly to do so.


“I’m going to be the shortest luna that’s ever existed,” I complain.


He laughs. “You are short for a luna.”


“I’ve got shifter blood. Shouldn’t I be taller?”


“I like you exactly how you are,” he says. “Even if Grant is going to be taller than you by the time he’s eight.”


I roll my eyes but don’t deny it. He’s probably right. Wolf shifters are tall. I don’t think any male wolf shifters are less than six feet, and the females are all close behind.


“Why are dark fae the shortest of the supernaturals?”


“Fae are short too,” Devin counters.


Right. Light fae are equally short. Which makes sense, since we apparently share blood. It’s still mind blowing to know it, though I should’ve guessed. There are so many similarities between our species—like our shifting eye colors. Though light fae are more well liked than us, they do keep to themselves. They don’t often interact with other supernaturals, other than occasionally with the dragon shifters because of the treaty between them.


I glance up at Devin, keeping my head on his chest. “Do you think the light fae would be willing to share our joint history? All dark fae history has been rewritten or trashed. I’d like to know more about when we were all just one species.”


Devin shrugs. “It doesn’t hurt to ask. We could approach their emperor.”


“Emperor?”


He nods. “They have many courts and many monarchs—kings and queens—but they only have one emperor. He’s kind of like me—I’m the alpha of alphas. I guess you could consider him the king of all the fae monarchs.”


“Interesting. I do want to know more about their politics. I’d like to do something like that with dark fae, though our numbers are much smaller.” I purse my lips. “And I’m not sure I want to be called an emperor.”


“Technically, you’d be an empress.”


I swallow hard. “Yeah, no. Queen is enough.”


He chuckles. “Don’t stress so much. You’re going to be the best queen the dark fae have ever had.”


I raise an eyebrow. “Uh, technically I’ll be the first queen the dark fae have ever had.”


He nods approvingly. “Then there is no competition. You win by technicality.”


I pull back, smacking him gently on the arm. “You’re a pain, you know that?”


“And yet you’re stuck with me.”


“You say it like it’s a hardship. Trust me, being stuck with you is the best thing that’s ever happened to me.”


Devin leans down, pressing his lips against mine. He gives me the softest kiss before pulling back. He gently cups my chin, studying my eyes. He doesn’t comment on the color, but based on his smile, I’d say they’re probably pink.


“Queen Benson does have a nice ring to it,” Devin says. “So does Empress Benson.”


I shake my head at him. “King Benson isn’t so bad either.”


He groans. “Alpha sounds better.”


“Hey, if I have to be luna, you have to be king.”


He nods. “I will be your king, just as you’re my luna and my queen. Together, we will rule the wolves and the dark fae with kindness.”


Rule with kindness—I like the sound of that. Dark fae haven’t known kindness from a ruler in so long. I’m sure it will take them a while to realize I’m not a tyrant like my father, but once they do everything is going to change so much.


Even though I never planned on being queen, I am happy to have the role. Just so the dark fae can finally be free.


Devin backs away from me. “Monica’s gone.” He groans. “That means we won’t be eating her cooking any more.”


I chuckle at his reaction. “We love her for more than her cooking.”


He nods. “Yes. But we really appreciate the food.”


Wolf shifters…
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Friday, February 19

You disgust me.





On Friday morning early, Damian calls me into his office to talk. Devin insists on coming with me, of course. I wipe my sweaty palms on the skirt of my dress as I sit down across from him.


My breathing is shallow and I’m on the verge of having a panic attack. I do my best to hold my emotions in, not wanting anybody to see how anxious I am. I should know better than to try and hide anything from Devin. He grabs onto my hand, giving it a comforting squeeze.


Devin shoots his brother a look. “Whatever it is, get on with it. Tori and I are going to move into the dorms today and I’d like to attend some of our classes.”


Damian hesitates. “You’re excused from your classes for the day. I will help you both move back into your dorms later, but Tori has something she needs to do first.”


That has me looking up. “What?”


He looks away from me, making me think that whatever it is must be bad.


Devin growls at his older brother. “Whatever it is, just tell her. Delaying it will only make it worse.”


Damian clears his throat, finally meeting my gaze. “The Alpha Council has decided that Supernatural Island is too big of a risk when it comes to King Hastings. He has a lot of loyal followers. They can’t risk him getting away. Instead, they’ve decided to execute him. Today.”


I let out a breath of relief.


That is what he was so worried about?


“If you think I’m going to mourn his passing, you’re dead wrong,” I say. “I won’t celebrate it, but I also won’t miss the guy. He’s a monster.”


“That isn’t what I was anxious about telling you,” he admits.


“No,” Devin says.


Damian gives a sympathetic look to his younger brother. “Dev, you know the law. I can’t do anything about it.”


“You’re the wolf shifter alpha—a member of the Alpha Council. Change the law,” Devin demands.


“What law?” I ask.


I am ignored as Damian speaks to Devin. “Even if I could change the law, it couldn’t be done in a single day.”


“What’s going on?” I ask, looking back and forth between the pair.


Devin throws his arms up—in defeat or anger, I’m not sure. His golden yellow eyes turn from Damian to me. They immediately soften, but thy stay yellow meaning his wolf is extremely close to the surface.


Damian leans forward, capturing my attention. “When a supernatural is sentenced to death, they are allowed one single request before they die. It’s considered a mercy—whoever they want to make peace with before they are executed is brought to them. They get time to say goodbye.”


My vision darkens around the edges and my ears begin to ring. “I’m sorry, what?”


“His magic is blocked,” Damian says quickly, holding up both of his hands. “He can’t hurt you and there will be guards. Devin will be there with you. King Hastings will not be able to touch you, Tori. You’ll be safe.”


Safe? Around King Hastings? Damian is delusional if he thinks that.


Still, as Damian explains the law to me, I realize I don’t have a choice. I have to go see my father.


Within a few minutes, I am on a airplane, on my way to an island close to St Croix. The execution is being held on dragon shifter land.


Dragon shifters have their own island. It makes sense. They need privacy. Even with glamour, humans would eventually notice dragons flying in the sky. King Hasting’s execution is being held here because King Basilicus wants to be in charge. And when the dragon king wants something, nobody fights him. The other alphas and kings are all there. Nobody wants to miss this.


“I don’t have to watch the execution, do I?” I ask Devin on the flight there.


Devin shakes his head. “He’s your father, Tori. Nobody expects you to watch him die.”


I let out a breath of relief.


I don’t want to watch anybody die—not even a monster like him. Though, part of me is relieved that he’s not just going to be put on Supernatural Island. If anybody could find a way off that prison island, it would be him.


A two hour flight later, we land on the dragon shifter island. It’s just as terrifying to fly into as Shifter Academy is. The entire area is cloaked by magic, so you don’t even see it until you’re about to land. Devin squeezes my hand tight, especially as it looks like we’re going to land in water, but at the last second our eyes adjust and we land on a small runway. Devin instantly relaxes once we’re on land.


“I still think it’s funny that an alpha who doesn’t fear anything is scared of flying,” I tease him.


He tries to shoot me a glare, but the smirk softens the look. Besides, I can feel his emotions and I know he’s not actually annoyed with me.


When we get off the plane, a black SUV is waiting for us. A dragon shifter that I don’t recognize opens the back door for us, slightly bowing as we get in. Damian gets in the front seat by the driver, leaving Devin and me in the back.


My stomach aches as I realize what I’m on my way to do.


I have to talk to my father.


Devin grabs ahold of my hand, giving it a squeeze. It’s all the comfort I need.


No matter what happens in this visit, it’s okay. I will never have to see that man again. Devin and I will have true happiness. And King Hastings will get exactly what’s coming to him.


We’re led to a mansion. We go through a gate that has at least six guards standing by, though there may be more that I can’t see. They nod at the driver as we go through.


“This is King Basilicus’s home,” Devin says, answering my unasked question.


Though the mansion is bigger than the castle I grew up in, it looks more like a home than the cold, stone castle I grew up in. Palm trees line the driveway. My eyes widen as I spot a dragon circling above the castle.


Wow.


I’ve never seen a dragon shifted before, but dragons are larger than I even imagined.


I look away as the car comes to a stop. Devin doesn’t drop my hand as we get out of the car and head inside. We are led through the foyer and down the stairs into a basement that is dungeon-like. I wasn’t expecting this. Even the castle I grew up in didn’t have a dungeon. At least, not that I know of.


King Basilicus meets us at the end of a hallway.


“I’ve got it from here,” he tells our driver, who was leading us.


The driver bows at King Basilicus, then at the three of us. He turns and walks back the way he came.


King Basilicus turns his attention to me. “I am sorry about this, Queen Tori. I know it’s not what you want. The good news is, you are only obligated to stay for five minutes. After that, it’s up to you when you want to leave.”


“Five minutes is plenty of time for whatever that man has to say to me,” I seethe through gritted teeth.


King Basilicus smiles. “You’ll be fine.”


We walk down a cold, dimly lit hallway. At the end of the hall, there is a door with bars on it. King Basilicus opens the door for me, motioning for me to walk inside. With Devin’s hand in mine, we walk in together. Damian and King Basilicus also walk inside, but they stay close to the door while Devin and I walk further into the room.


King Hastings sits on a metal chair, his arms and legs chained down. I spot the magic blocking bracelet on his arm and I can feel the magic coming from it.


He really can’t do anything to us.


There is a wooden bench across from him, so I walk over and sit down in front of him. Devin sits beside me, never letting go of my hand.


“You’ve got five minutes,” I say. My voice sounds a lot stronger than I feel. “If I were you, I’d use the time wisely.”


“I didn’t come to beg you for your forgiveness if that’s what you’re asking.” King Hastings’s eyes grow dark and I can feel his anger and hatred in every word he speaks.


“Then what do you want?” I ask.


He smiles. “You know, you were an experiment. I always heard that hybrids were dangerous. I thought if my heir was a hybrid maybe he would be stronger than I ever could. I was going to mold you into the best king the dark fae had ever seen. And then your mother gave birth.” His smile turns into a sneer. “A girl. I had never been more angry in my life. Any of my daughters before and after you have been killed. I tried to kill you, but magic wouldn’t let me.”


My stomach churns as I feel the hatred in his words.


“Fathering you is my only regret. You disgust me, Victoria. Just the sight of you makes me sick.” He wrinkles his nose. “I can’t believe that you are going to rule my people. It’s a disgrace.”


Devin growls. I know he wants to say something, but I glance at my mate.


Please don’t say anything.


I think it to him as hard as I can. His eyes widen a fraction and I know he heard me.


I know that Devin wants to stand up for me, but it’s simply not worth it. King Hastings is about to die. Fighting with him would only give him the satisfaction that he doesn’t deserve.


“You don’t have anything to say?” King Hastings asks.


I shake my head, looking at the time on my phone. “Thirty seconds.”


He tries to lunge forward, but his chains keep him from moving.


“You insolent little…”


I stand from the bench, cutting him off. “I will show the dark fae a kindness like they’ve never known. The only legacy you’re leaving behind is that of hatred. Do not worry—I’ll make sure history never forgets you.”


With that, I turn and walk away from him. Devin still holds my hand and I can feel his happiness. He’s proud of me. When we reach Damian and King Basilicus, they are both smiling.


“We should get back to Shifter Academy,” I tell Damian. “I need to get all my stuff moved back to my dorm room.”


Damian’s smile widens. “All right, Queen Tori. Whatever you want.”


For once, I don’t hate the title. No matter what, I’ll never be as bad of a ruler as King Hastings.


I can still hear him yelling at me as we walk from the room. King Basilicus stays there, not following us. We head back to the airport right away and get back on the plane. An hour into our flight, we get word that King Hastings has passed away. And I’m not ashamed to admit that I am relieved.


That monster will never hurt anybody ever again.




Why?





As I’m unpacking my things, there is a knock on my door. I figure it’s Devin, come to see me. I know he is anxious about being back in the dorms, though I’m not sure why. Our rooms here are closer than they were in the beach house. Devin made sure that our rooms were right next to each other. When I open the door and see Headmaster Graham on the other side, my eyes widen in surprise.


What is he doing here?


“Hello, Headmaster,” I say, greeting him. “Is there something I can do to help you?”


Without invitation, he pushes his way inside my dorm room. I leave the door open as I turn around to face him. I didn’t know anybody could come inside unless I invited him, though I guess being headmaster has its advantages. Still, I don’t like that the wolf shifter has come inside without me asking him to.


I stand up straighter, carefully watching him.


“You know, I’ve never seen anybody cheat death the way that you have, Victoria Hastings.”


I swallow hard. “Excuse me?”


“I knew your roommate wouldn’t tolerate you. It’s why I put you with her to begin with. And then Katherine…” his voice trails off as he shakes his head. “I gave permission for her to come in, but she couldn’t get the job done. They couldn’t kill one dark fae.”


He gave her permission…


His words sink in as I realize that the attacks on me in this school haven’t been random. They’ve all been carefully planned. I knew somebody had to help Katherine get into my dorm, but I never imagined Headmaster Graham would be offering his assistance.


Other than the first few weeks here, I’ve hardly even seen the headmaster. Though, if I had, I’m not sure he would’ve been able to hide the way he feels about me.


How has he hidden it? His hatred of me is so strong, I can taste it.


“Devin is next door,” I warn him.


He smirks. “You think I’m that stupid? I know your mate is with Alpha Damian. It’ll take him a long time to reach you. By the time he’s back here, you’ll be dead.”


Headmaster Graham pulls out a knife from his back. The blade looks suspiciously like iron—the only type of blade that can kill a dark fae.


“Why?” I ask him.


He wrinkles his nose as he looks at me. “It’s a disgrace to have a dark fae as our luna. The rest of them may be fooled by you, but I’m not. I never wanted you at this school. Your entire species is beneath us.”


Beneath them… wow, he sounds a lot like Isabella and Katherine. He hates me for no reason, other than the fact that I was born a dark fae.


This is what I expected when I came to Shifter Academy. I was pleasantly surprised that not everybody felt that way. But maybe more wolf shifters feel this way than I realized.


“But you approved of me coming here,” I counter. “Dawson said you agreed to it.”


“Only so I would have the satisfaction of murdering a dark fae. The fact that you’re King Hastings’s daughter is only going to make it that much sweeter.”


I raise both hands in the air. “Whatever my father did to you isn’t my fault. He paid the ultimate price for his crimes. He’s dead.”


“It won’t be enough until all of his children are dead. King Hastings’s blood needs to be erased from the earth.”


His words are so full of malice and pain that it hurts to even breathe.


“What did my father do to you?” Tears press against the back of my eyes as I look at Headmaster Graham. He’s desperate and so full of pain.


“He killed my mate and our daughter.” Headmaster Graham’s hand shakes.


“I’m so sorry,” I say, fully meaning the words.


He scoffs. “As if I will believe you, dark fae. Save your fake sympathy for somebody who cares.”


Just how many people has my father hurt? How many people hate me because of who my father is? Headmaster Graham isn’t the only one to feel this way. Jenna did too. And when I think about all the people my father murdered over the years… will they all feel this way about me?


But then I think about Devin and his family. King Hastings killed his parents, but he still accepts me and loves me. Dawson and Damian both accepted me too, without hesitation.


No, this is Headmaster Graham’s problem. Because I didn’t have anything to do with what happened to his mate.


“I am sorry, even if you don’t believe me,” I say, standing up straighter. “But I can’t help what my father chose to do. Do you think you’re the only one he hurt? He killed my mother, he tried to kill me, and he killed my younger brother’s mom, who was like a mother to me. If I could’ve stopped him, I would have.”


He moves forward, completely unaffected by my words. I know it doesn’t matter what I say. He’s already made up his mind about me. Talking won’t change it. He’s been waiting a long time for this moment.


He swings a knife at me and I back away from him, barely missing the blade of the knife.


“How did you move that fast?” He narrows his eyes.


“I’m a hybrid. Didn’t you know, my mother was a wolf shifter. I can move just as fast as you can, though I have advantages you don’t,” I say.


He snorts. “Advantages like what?”


Headmaster Graham lunges for me again. I grab onto his arm, twisting it until he drops the knife. He yells, his eyes turning gold as he turns his gaze to me. If looks could kill, I’d be a goner.


“This is your last chance, Headmaster Graham. Give up, or I will have to take matters into my own hands,” I warn.


“What will you do? Take away my wolf like you did for Jenna? Take away my memories? If you think that’s a punishment, you’re mistaken. It would be a gift.”


I can feel his pain.


Supernaturals don’t typically live through the loss of their mate. Maybe Headmaster Graham has alpha blood in his lineage. But I can feel that he doesn’t want to live. He’s hoping I will kill him.


I hear footsteps, but I don’t turn to look. I already know it’s Devin. Instead, I keep my focus on Headmaster Graham. This time, I know exactly what I’m doing. I pull at his memories, erasing everything—his mate, his daughter, the entire supernatural society. I take away his wolf. He’ll never remember any of it.


He’ll be free.


By the time I’m done, I can feel the weight that has lifted off of him. The pain, anger, and hate are gone. The only thing he feels now is curiosity as he looks at me.


“Who are you?” Headmaster Graham cocks his head to the side.


Devin steps up next to me as I drop Headmaster Graham’s arm. I look up and see Damian walk into the room next. He still hasn’t left yet, which is a good thing. He’s going to need to take care of this situation.


Devin looks at his brother. “Will you take care of this?”


Damian nods, grabbing ahold of Headmaster Graham’s arm. He tugs him from my dorm as Devin turns to look at me.


“I can’t leave you alone for even a minute, can I?”


“Sorry.” I chew on my bottom lip.


He pulls me into his arms, squeezing me against him. It’s when I can feel my body trembling. My legs feel like noodles, but Devin supports my weight and keeps me from collapsing.


“How many people did my father hurt?” I ask, hating how my voice shakes.


“It’s not your fault. Anybody who blames you is obviously delusional.” He squeezes me tighter. “Tori, I promise you, I will protect you. I’ll never let anybody hurt you ever again.”


“I stopped him,” I counter. “I didn’t let him hurt me. I can protect myself.”


“I know.” He kisses the top of my head. “This whole dorm room thing isn’t going to work out for me. We’re moving back into the beach house.”


“Will Damian let us?” I ask.


He snorts. “He doesn’t have a choice. I’m dominant, remember?”


I relax into his arms. I know Damian isn’t going to fight Devin on it—not after what happened. And Devin is too stubborn to back down. As much as I hate to admit it, I’m glad Devin is stubborn about it. I don’t want to stay here. Too many people have tried to kill me in these dorms.


“I love you, Devin.” I pull back so I can look at him. “Thank you for always making me feel safe.”


“I love you too. More than anything,” he says.


Those words sound better than anything I’ve ever heard.
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Saturday, February 20

Things are going to change.





I am so nervous that my hands won’t stop shaking.


Today I will be making my first speech as queen.


I swallow hard. Even thinking about the title in my head makes me queasy.


Today is a good day. I get to announce to the dark fae that they’re free of King Hastings’s harsh reign. I get to let them all know what’s going to change.


Devin gives my hand a comforting squeeze. “I will be there the entire time.”


I snort. “You’ll be standing behind me.”


He smirks. “That means that I’ll have your back.”


“You’re not the one who has to address the entire supernatural community,” I counter.


“You’re only addressing the dark fae.”


I raise an eyebrow at him. “And you think nobody else will be watching?”


He smirks. “I was trying to make you feel better by not bringing that up. Of course the wolf shifters will be watching—you’re their future luna. And the rest of the supernaturals are curious. Everybody’s heard the rumors of King Hastings’s execution.”


“I thought you were supposed to make me feel better.” My stomach churns, making me regret eating breakfast.


“It’ll be fine,” Devin says.


Yeah. Fine. As long as I ignore the fact that I’m going to be talking to likely every single person in the supernatural community. I have to try and convince them that I’m nothing like my father. They probably already hate me for my name alone.


I try to listen to the last of whatever King Basilicus is saying, but all I can hear is the quick beat of my own heart. It’s pounding so loud in my eardrums that I worry I’ll pass out before I even make it in front of the camera.


King Basilicus turns expectedly toward me, so I make my way in front of the camera. He gives me an encouraging nod. I force myself to smile as I look up.


There is nobody else in the room except the dragon king, Devin, and me. I feel slightly better when I look at the camera. I can’t see what anybody’s reaction will be. If anything, I can pretend there is only King Basilicus and Devin listening to me speak. That will definitely make this easier.


Devin does step up behind me, but he stays a little ways back. He does, in fact, have my back. I can feel how much he believes in me through our incomplete mate bond.


I take a deep breath before speaking.


“Early Thursday morning, King Hastings was captured and arrested by the Alpha Council. It was then decided that it would be too dangerous to just send him to Supernatural Island. He was executed yesterday for his many crimes.”


I lick my lips, trying to push away any anxiety. “To everybody that King Hastings hurt, I am sorry. I apologize on behalf of all the dark fae, but I can promise you that his actions do not reflect how the rest of my community feels.


“It’s strange to think that I am to rule the dark fae when I’m only eighteen. And while I am young, I promise I will do the best that I can. I will work hard to ensure the continuation of our species. From this point forward, the dark fae are free. Any rules forbidding us from associating with other supernaturals is abolished. And you are all free to live your lives the way you want. No more executions. No more harsh control. I know it may take a while for you to believe this is true, but I promise to rule with kindness.


“I will not be living in my father’s castle. Instead, I will be moving to pack lands with my mate and his family. Anybody dark fae who wishes can move onto pack land. Alpha Devin and his family have graciously extended an invitation. And that goes for any wolf shifter pack in America. We stand united.


“These changes are big and I know that it’ll take a while to smooth everything out, but I’m not alone. I have the pack and I have my younger brother, Nico. The other alphas and kings stand behind us. For the first time ever, a dark fae has a seat on the Alpha Council. No longer will we be divided.


“Tonight, when you go to sleep, you’ll no longer have to wonder if you or your family will be targeted next. King Hastings really is gone. It is okay to feel relief—I feel it myself. Life your lives without fear. Thank you.”


I step away from the camera as King Basilicus steps back up to end the live stream. Devin pulls me into his arms and squeezes me against him.


“I’m so proud of you,” he whispers.


I let out a breath of relief as I sink further into him.


I did it. I did the live stream. I made the announcement. Even though it’s over, I know I’ll probably do a lot of those in my lifetime. I try not to think about that as I let my mate comfort me.


King Hastings never would have sent me here if he knew this would be the outcome. He thought my coming here would be my demise. Instead, it was his.


“I love you, Tori,” Devin whispers, so he isn’t overheard by the microphone.


“I love you too,” I say, keeping my voice low.


Everything is going to be okay now.
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Epilogue





Our wedding is a mix of dark fae and wolf shifter traditions. My dress is black—which is a tradition of dark fae. My train is long and trails behind me.


The crown on my head feels heavy, but it makes me aware of my posture as I make my way down the aisle, toward Devin.


I am barefoot, just as I wanted to be. And the aisle is a sandy pathway. All our guests are seated in metal chairs that have been set out.


Every single alpha and king are here to represent each supernatural community—even a few light fae monarchs are among the crowd. They reached out to me after the death of my father to speak. I guess my father made things difficult for them and they wanted to know if I would be the same. They were relieved to learn I was nothing like him and I promised to stay out of their politics. After all, what the light fae do is none of my business. We’ve been amicable since then.


King Mundus—my grandfather—is also here. Though his family is the only elementals in attendance, other than Winter. I’m not sure the elementals like me, but I don’t take offense to it. From what Winter says, they don’t like any hybrids.


But my focus isn’t on any of our esteemed guests. Instead, all I can do is look at Devin—my soulmate and the love of my life. He stands at the wedding arch by Damian, who is officiating our wedding.


Devin is, as always, devastatingly handsome. He’s got his hair styled in a way that makes me think Monica helped, which wouldn’t surprise me. His green eyes are solely focused on me. And even from here, I can feel his love for me. It takes every bit of my self control not to run to him.


Nico squeezes my elbow, probably letting me know that I am walking way too fast.


My younger brother is walking me down the aisle. I can’t think of anybody I’d rather have at my side today than him.


“You look beautiful,” Nico whispers.


I grin, turning to look at him. “Thank you.”


“I love you, sister. Congratulations.” He then passes me off to Devin, who is watching with eyes that keep changing between green and golden yellow.


Devin is a little impatient. He’s been wanting this for a long time, and so have I.


Today, there is a lot to celebrate.


Monica and Damian found out that I was right—they’re having another boy. And right after they found out, Winter and Dawson announced that they’re expecting their first child that will hopefully be here in August. At least, that’s what Winter is hoping for. The fact is, you can never tell with hybrids. It could be a 6 or a 9 month pregnancy.


As for me, I’m happy enough with marrying the love of my life and tying myself to him forever.


Devin and I hold hands as we face one another. His love for me completely overwhelms me. It brings tears to my eyes, but Devin only grins. He can feel my emotions. Also, my eyes are likely a light shade of pink right now, which always seems to calm him.


I’m glad he’s calm. I’m a mix of anxious, excited, and impatient. I want this wedding to be over. I’m ready to complete our mate bond and make this permanent. The wedding is for everybody else, but completing the mate bond is for us.


Devin grins, as if he can read my thoughts. He probably can. He’s gotten good at doing it, though I haven’t. Hopefully that will change once we complete our mate bond.


We say our vows to one another. I get choked up, but I make my way through it.


As soon as the wedding is over, we head to our reception. We have cake and food and listen to everybody congratulate us on our wedding. All I want to do is kidnap Devin and get out of here, but I remain patient. I get forever with this guy. I can wait a little longer to have him all to myself.


Devin squeezes my hand, smiling down at me. “There has never been a more beautiful bride than you.”


I lean into him. “This is the start of our life together.”


He grins. “We’re going to be so happy.”


“We are,” I agree. Because nobody could ever make me as happy as Devin. “I’m Tori Benson now.”


Devin’s smile grows wider.


A dark fae and a wolf shifter may have once been considered a taboo match, but we make it work. We’re perfect together.


“I love you, Tori Benson.”


“I love you.”




The end.
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Letter from Scarlett.




With this, Tori and Devin’s story is officially complete!

I absolutely love writing supernatural books. They’re my favorite to read, so it makes sense that they make me so happy to write. And while I’m sad to say goodbye to Devin and Tori, I am excited to explore more of this world. I have a feeling we’ll see this couple again.

Thank you all for coming along this journey with me. I am so happy with how their story has come together and I’m excited about where I’ve left it.

If you did enjoy this book, it would mean a lot to me if you left a review wherever you picked this up. Or a rating :). Anything helps!




—Scarlett Haven
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Find me online.




Mailing List: https://wordpress.us13.list-manage.com/subscribe?u=2b073ef1d3dd1a8003e58a389&id=8393d2923e

Email: authorscarletthaven@gmail.com

Instagram: https://www.instagram.com/authorscarletthaven/
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