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Cold. 
Isabelle felt it the moment she stepped out of the coffee shop. It was a crisp October morning. Leaves clung to the branches in their final blaze of glory—deep rust, blood-red, burnt amber—glowing softly against the chill. It wasn’t snowing yet, but the cold had weight now. It carried the promise of something just beyond the horizon.
The warm steam from her mocha curled against her cheeks as she took a deep sip, the sweetness grounding her. Turning, she made her way toward the downtown stretch of the hub.
It was early still. The town hadn’t quite woken up, most of the shops lay in half-light, windows glowing dimly as lights flickered on inside. People emerged slowly from their homes, bundled in jackets, some yawning, others herding kids off to school.
Footsteps echoed in the silence. Not a single car had passed yet.
She loved her morning walks before clocking in. There was something sacred in the stillness, a chance to reconnect with the world, to let her soul breathe. Something her job 
She slipped off her right glove, and with a whisper of intent, summoned a flurry of delicate flakes. They drifted in lazy circles around her hand, then curled like silver ribbons around her fingers—a cold, silent dance. Snowflakes were beautiful things— fragile as breath, weightless as dreams, yet beneath their grace lay the power to undo the unwary, lost in wonder.
The same could be said for fire. 
With a quick movement of her wrist, the flurries went away, and fire sat in her palm instead, dancing with the wind. However, as Isabelle stared at the fire, something inside of her stirred
She couldn’t put her finger on the feeling. It felt wicked. That never happened before when she conjured fire. The oranges, reds, and yellows always gave her a sense of calm. This feeling was the opposite. It frightened her. 
She closed her fingers into a fist, snuffing out the flame the moment her skin touched it. A shiver rippled down her spine as she lifted her gaze from her hand. The air around the orange-hued lake was unnervingly cold, carrying a chill that felt wrong—like it didn’t belong. Though the sun hung bright and golden in the sky, its light seemed muted here, casting the lake in an eerie glow that hinted at something darker lurking beneath the surface.
Her heart pounded in her ears. She turned and walked quickly towards one of the side streets, and found the small blue building separated from the other buildings. The only car in the parking lot was a small cruise, bright orange. The sign read close, but Isabelle could see the blur of black hair going through the store.
Isabelle took one more look over her shoulder at the main street. She wished she could understand where the feeling was coming from and what direction. 
“I need to do another blessing,” She whispered to herself.
She looked back at the door, adjusting the laptop bag on her shoulder. Isabelle stepped on the old creakily boards and headed into the spice filled shop.  
The sunrise sparkled off the crystals hanging in the window. It gave the shop a must gentler feel. It didn’t have that heavy feeling from outside. 
“I just finished blessing this shop,” Fae sighed. “I don’t know who did it, but I swear the hub feels hexed.” 
Letting the laptop slide from her shoulder, she walked behind the counter, setting it on the desk. 
“The flames were darker than usual,” Isabelle agreed. “I don’t like it, Fae. There is something dangerous out there. This isn’t the hunter kids playing with the Ouija board, kind of bad. This is conjuring bad.” 
Fae lowered her hand, frowning. “You played with elements this morning? You haven’t done that in awhile.” 
Isabelle turned, and pulled the laptop out of the bag, placing it on the desk, hooking it up to the charger and ethernet. 
She let silent stretch for the moment. It had been a moment since she practice her summons of elements. However, Isabelle knew if she didn’t practice once and awhile, the power would dwindle. That was the last thing she wanted. 
“Isabelle, are you finally embracing your witchery?” Fae asked. 
Isabelle winced hearing the hope in her friend’s voice. She opened the laptop and pressed the button, bringing the screen to life. 
“I have never turned my back on what you are calling ‘witchery’,” She answered, non-chilantly. “I mean I work from the store most of the days in case you get too busy. If I had turned my back, I would have left willowsville, a long time ago.” 
All she got from Fae was a “hmm”. 
Point one in Isabelle’s column. She couldn’t help feeling a little smug. It wasn’t every day she got one over her friend. 
“Oh, I forgot to remind you last night, Miranda from the werewolf faction is coming to the shop,” Fae said heading towards her office. “Something she wants us to look into.” 
Isabelle stopped. Wolves never asked for help from the witches. Unless it was something minor like a quick healing spell. Those were mostly for the younglings freshly turnings, since the older ones healed quickly. 
“She didn’t ask the hunters?” Isabelle asked. “They’re the ones that usually handle faction crises.” 
Fae shrugged, pushing the bead curtains open and disappeared into her office. Isabelle waited for more, for Fae to pop back out and explain. Nothing. 
She heavily sighed. 
Of course, she wasn’t going to give more. If she gave more, it would give Isabelle an out to the meeting. Fae always gave just enough to intrigue Isabelle, and she never resisted the urge to help people. 
“Ugh, Fine!” Isabelle yelled. “I will attend the damn meeting. I swear, Fae, you’re so infurating.” 
She could hear the laughing in the other room. She narrowed her eyes in on her best friend as her the dark hair woman stuck her head out. 
“Love you too!” Fae said with a triumphant smile. 
Isabelle flicked her off, before flipping the store sign over from closed to open. There wouldn’t be many people coming in yet. It was still too early, but they liked to be open earlier than other stores. It was never known when someone needed extra cleansing or that special crystal. 
Pausing for a moment, the sweet scent of pine filled her nostrils, swirled in her lungs, then released into her soul. She loved the old store. It had a history. It had been around since 1920. The wood in the store told its age. The old, battered wood shelves housed hundreds of candles of every scent, purpose, and color. 
The very back was homed of all their crystals ranging from palm sized to knee height. They came in every type of shape, and color. They had beginner books, they hand expert level books, herbs spread through out the shop, hanging from the ceiling, large selection on the opposite end of the store.
Any given day, Fae would be brew up jasmine tea, raspberry tea, medicinal potions to fix someone’s cold or curing a round of writer’s block. 
She loved the store. It connected her to her universal energy. However, she wanted normalcy. She wanted to earn real money. She wanted to be as normal as she could living in the hub.  
Isabelle walked behind the counter, logged into the computer. At least, she knew one thing, she knew the day would be interesting. 
Checking her emails she saw she received a response from her penpal. From reading the message: 
To: Ladybug83@chatmail.com
From: Wolfboy84@chatmail.com
It was so good to hear from you, yesterday. The timing was a bit off, I will admit. I just found out something is going on with my mother. She had called me at work and wouldn’t explain the full details. So strangely, writing this, gives me the sense that everything is going to be okay. 
As to the issue of your best friend not listening, she means well. I assume anyway. Not all mystics understand what it is like to have the urge of being normal.
The bell jingled, Isabelle sensed it before she could see it. She looked up, and the seemed to be a dark aura of something even darker. 
Smile slipping from her face, she straightened up. “Can I help you?” Isabelle asked, hoping her face wasn’t being open like it always seemed to be. 
The small woman stood about 5’5” and her hair was pulled into a bun. Pulled was a generous term. It seemed to be quickly shoved up without a thought. She seemed to have a gentle face. Isabelle could admit that. She could, then, safely deduce the bright energy was hers and something was trying to attack it. 
“Yes, my name is Miranda,” She responded. “I have an appointment with Fae.” 
It clicked immediately. There were certain guests that had appointments for calendars, herbal and crystal medicine, and then there were clients that were for her second business. The business that really brought in the money to fund the shop. 
Isabelle walked next to the door, and hit the buzzer. “Fae will be here momentarily. She is with another client for herbal remedies.” 
The woman gave a curt nod, then turned around, staring at wall. Isabelle walked her slowly walk through the store. Outwardly, Isabelle knew the woman who went by Miranda was trying to appear interested in the trinkets from the locals and the candles. Isabelle saw the woman’s eyes. They were distant, scared, and Isabelle hated the look. She always knew what it meant. 
Walking over to her laptop, answered the last few emails, linking the email to her phone, she knew she could answer five emails in a matter of seconds. She always could see the words between the lines. She closed it, and placed it into the case. 
The door to the backlog opened as the woman carrying a pouch smiled at her. 
“Now make you drink that tea twice a day,” Fae instructed, as the client nodded and disappeared out of the front door. 
Fae looked at Isabelle and paused. The woman in front of her, almost read her eyes, then turned to look at the woman staring out the window of the show. Making a tsking sound. 
“Miranda, honey, I told you to use the back door,” Fae responded gently. Isabelle couldn’t decide if it sounded motherly or stern. 
“Isabelle, put the break sign out and lock the door,” Fae instructed. 
Nodding, Isabelle followed Fae’s instructions and then following into the office. The room was larger than an average office. Deep green in color, there was an English style couch against one wall, with antique furniture filling the office. Taking a purple velvet chair, she pulled up next to Fae as Miranda took the client’s chair. 
“I am so thankful you are seeing me,” Miranda muttered out, wringing the white cloth in her hand. She clasped her hands together, trying to settle what Isabelle assumed were nerves. 
“Of course, Dear,” Fae responded gently. “If the wolves are calling me for help. I know it must be something dire.” 
The Marian Wolves were the largest pack in the werewolf section of their mystic’s factions. The mystics sector was separated by different faction. They had the nephilims/Angels, Witches, Vampires, and humans. The human side usually hunted the ones that went rogue. Well Humans and the Nephilims. They always teamed together to fight the rogue agents or any type of demon that wanted to attack. 
Everyone that lived there, went to a certain school, and depending on their type, they took particular classes that went with their skill set. However, over time they also migrated the classes together so all factions could know the importance of rules for the other. However, the werewolves always took refresher courses on how to hide during the full moon or train themselves to transform on command. It was up to the wolf if they wanted that control or if they even could control it. 
Isabelle heard of humans from the hunting side eventually moving over from human to werewolf or even vampire side. If there was a love between two factions, then they lived in the hub. 
The hub was where everyone lived, worked, and/or gathered. The humans had a bar in the town where they got their jobs to hunt the rogues. Wolves had their meeting center, which was an old city hall building, witches had a line of stores for brooms, spell supplies, ingredients, including Fae’s store. The vampires ran the clubs in town. It was a bustling little town. Everyone had a job. Of course, there was a council. It seemed almost cliché, considering why the media portrayed all the “monsters”. 
Despite the stereotypes in the media, there was never any mortal enemy feud. They all worked together because if anyone found out any of the secrets, the outer world would not be able to handle it. They made it seem, but the show True Blood, was the most accurate, despite people’s argument. They would not be accepting. 
They all knew that. It wasn’t a utopia of course. They tried, but it’s hard to have a utopia when there is always difference of opinions. Hence, the council. 
Miranda was the leader of the Marian pack. She spoke for all wolves. She always carried herself with seriousness. However, the short woman seemed out of sorts. 
“There is a demon targeting our kind,” Miranda said leaning forward. 
“Wouldn’t that be something for the hunters to take care of?” Isabelle asked, frowning. 
“That’s the problem. They don’t deal with ghosts or demonic presence,” Miranda argued. “They say that’s the witch’s territory.” 
“Presence?” Fae asked. “Are you saying there is a demon without a carrier in the Wolves sector?” 
Isabelle’s eyes went wide as she watched as Miranda nodded. There were not many demons that could do that. They always had to take a host immediately, or they couldn’t stay above ground. It took a special type to move like a whisp. They were the ones that were always shown on paranormal shows, trying to out all their presence. Thankfully, most people seen the shows as entertainment only and other shows faked a lot of the attacks. 
“You were right to reach out for us,” Fae responded. 
“The wolves are getting restless about the issue and since my husband passed, we have been without a true alpha,” Miranda continued. “I need to get this issue resolved, before things get worse and we have a war between the groups.” 
Isabelle remembered her history course. Every hundred or so years, there is an urge for a new power in the wolf sector. It was almost like a dictatorship and dethroning someone to be in power. It always seemed to be dangerous. 
“What about your sons?” Isabelle asked, frowning. “If I remember correctly, you have several sons.” 
Miranda looked down, ringing her hands together. “My eldest is coming home.” 
That’s all she said. 
Everyone knew about Miranda’s eldest. He left the wolf behind. Some say it was forced by the wolves as his mix between wolf and angel blood, left them disgusted, others say he left due to an affair. Isabelle had heard all the gossip. Never met him, nor did she truly know his name. All she knew him as was the Armel Wolf. 
“Perhaps this will help the situation,” Fae stated smiling gently. “For now, we can cleanse your home and put in an order for a blessing of the home. We will have to do some research beyond what kind of demon it is.” 
Miranda shook her head. “You don’t understand, Fae. Wolves are dying. The demon poisons their blood. We thought it was linked to the wolves leaving the faction, but that’s not it. People who never left the faction nor did business with anyone who did, were getting sick, then we saw the black and red whisp.” 
Isabelle put her hand on Miranda’s. “It got you too, didn’t it?” 
She saw the woman’s gray eyes go wide in realization, then looked down. “How did you know?” Her voice sad, barely above a whisper. 
Isabelle looked up, understand the black mist wrapping around the aura. “I can see it,” She advised gently. “We can do an aura clensing. It could be a temporary fix, but I can tell you’re getting tired.” 
Isabelle watched as the woman didn’t say anything at first. Then she saw the woman shake her head. 
“No, I don’t want to have an advantage over the rest of the pack,” She answered. “Listen, I want you to really fix the issue. I can’t have children dying. It is too serious.” 
Isabelle looked over at Fae who was sharing a look. “Miranda, let us look into what we need, okay?” Fae stated getting up with Miranda. “I also urge a full pack cleansing as well.” 
Fae opened the door, motioning Miranda out. Isabelle stayed in the office, staring at the bookcases in the other room, trying to feel the energy. Miranda definitely left energy residue. That would be a symptom. She also could sense when Miranda was holding back. The full story wasn’t being told and she felt like perhaps the demon was there for a reason. 
She just had to wonder what it was. 
“That woman…” Fae sighed. “I wonder what her pups conjured this time.” 
Isabelle looked over at Fae as she pulled the hair back into a bun. She watched as Fae ran her hand over her desk, books appearing before her. 
“Probably something not good,” Isabelle responded, heading towards the door. “Well good luck. I’ll watch- “
“And where do you think you’re going?” 
“Front of the store…” 
Isabelle paused raising her eyebrow. She stared at the chocolate eyes and immediately, she could understand what Fae was getting out. 
“Oh not this again! I told you, I am not joining your little Nancy drew….thing.” 
Isabelle motioned to the books and invoices for investigations. “I told you, I am not an investigator. I am a customer service person and only that.” 
Fae scuffed loudly as she motioned for the door to slam shut in front of Isabelle. Isabelle jumped back, then narrowed her eyes on her. Fae was stand up, her dark purple gown was scrunched up at little from when she sat down. 
“I told you, this bullshit of an idea you have in your head is not going to fly,” Fae sighed restlessly. “You know you are an incredibly strong witch, and you are wasting it trying to be normal.” 
She should have known the argument would come back from last night. It was never finished with Fae. Moving across the room, she sat down in the chair. 
“What’s wrong with being normal?” Isabelle asked softly. 
“Well one, it’s boring. Two, it’s wasted on a strong old blood line like yours, Isabelle. Three, I know damn well you’re not your sister.” 
Isabelle winced hearing the mention of her sister. Her sister had gone dark and rogue years ago. It started with losing her job, then a break, and things just began to spiral out of control. She was only seven when it happened, but she saw the destruction afterwards. Her father spending thousands of dollars in damages, in replacing items, helping people she harmed. 
Unfortunately, she went after the wrong hunters. She tried to curse them, to manipulate them, and killed one of them. As a result, she was hunted down and murdered. 
Isabelle could see her parents at the door, holding her sister’s jacket, torn, but no blood. Her mother cried; her father looked angered. 
It was no one else’s fault but her sister, letting herself get sucked into the darker side of witchcraft. Because no matter what, there was always a dark side of their monster. 
“Yes well I am aware,” Isabelle answered, shifting in the chair. “However, I would not like to tempt anything. So no, I will stick to my little jobs.” 
“Little jobs,” Fae echoed after her. “None of the jobs we do are little. Goddess, Isabelle. Everything we do changes people’s lives, including the aura cleansing. I wish you would realize that.” 
Isabelle leaned back in her chair shaking her head. “Why are we going to argue this?”
Knowing exactly was going to happen with the conversation, Fae would get upset, declare something, then they would make up and Isabelle would feel bad. It was not a great cycle. 
“Look, hun, I just want the best for you,” Fae sighed. “Listen, this particular job is not one I can do alone. If you help me with this one, I won’t bring it up ever again.” 
Isabelle stalled. Fae was one to be stubborn. She never gave up on a cause, unless she saw something. 
Tapping her fingers against the arms of the chair, eyeing Fae. She looked for any hint of Fae lying, and she was surprised to see she was being truthful. 
“Fine,” She agreed. “I will help you with this job. I will put in for a few days off work, I need to use up my time off anyway. The last thing I need is to lose them.” 
Seeing Fae smile like a cherished cat, Isabelle wondered if she just walked into a trap. 
*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*
As the car pulled into the compound, Daxen stared out his sunglasses as the building passed in a blurr, people stopping in the street, watching the dark car go by. He asked Winnie to set up a car service, he should have specified that it could have been a taxi or a family member to pick him up. It didn’t have to the fancy car. 
Thinking about it, she must have worked with his mom where to go as he hadn’t directed the man anywhere or how to get to his faction. He watched as the big iron gates opened. He sat forward as he starred in almost horror. The faction was in shambles. Houses were surrounded by signs of quarantined signs. There some places that were actually on fire.  It was like he drove into a dystopia set. 
His heart dropped to his stomach when they stopped at the cemetery. There were freshly dug graves. Not one or two, no it looked like dozens. The graveyard was more brown than green at the point. 
He removed his glasses, and looked over his shoulder at more houses, he could see some dark, some condemned, and then he passed places of families watching bodies being put into a van. 
“What happened?” He whispered. This wasn’t his pack. This. This is what his mother couldn’t convey through the phone. If she told him this, he wouldn’t believe her in a moment. There was no way for him to believe things could ever be that bad. 
Seeing was believing. 
Daxen rubbed his grey eyes, looking out the other window as they pulled up to the largest house, surrounded by a brick fence. It was in one piece. In fact, it looked normal. That didn’t matter, in the long run. They couldn’t lead people if all their pack was dead. 
Sitting back in his seat, he ran his hair through his brown hair. He shouldn’t have walked away. 
“We’re here sir,” Daxon heard from the front. 
Opening the door, he slipped the man a tip. He paused and looked at him sadly. “Be careful out there,” He said to the driver.
Daxen looked back at the one story, ranch home. It was white brick, large windows, and gray metal roof. It was sitting on several acres of land; it was why they were in the back of the faction. They had the most land, land that they earned, and raised cattle for breeding. He knew there were horses somewhere on the property, in the stables. 
Taking a breath, he went into the house, looking around. Instantly, he was hit with the smell of cookies. A small smile formed on his face. 
Home. 
Letting the driver handle the bags, he moved towards the kitchen, feeling his body relax and an exhaustion hit him. It was the first time, he could really relax and breathe. 
The house was modestly furnished. It looked like an expensive home, but the furniture was not expensive. He could find the pieces that were bought at places like Big Lots. His father always said, “Just because you have wealth doesn’t mean you flaunt it.” 
Of course, arriving in a private town car would break that rule. 
Loud voices helped direct him to the entrance of the kitchen. His family was there. His three brothers and his two sisters, all surrounding the island as their mother scolded them as she fixed the food. The cookies he smelled was sitting on the counter cooling. He watched as one of his brother reached for a cookie and he swore he could hear the smack before he saw it. 
“Don’t ruin your appetite, Duncan!” His mother snapped. 
“Well, I guess, I am in trouble,” Daxen said from the door way. 
Daxen was met with loud voices as he was bummed rushed at the doorway. The house felt so normal despite what was going on outside. It was evident supplies weren’t in demand, but things were dire if all the family was around. 
He hugged his mother and two sisters. He nodded at his twin brother Duncan, and his other brother, Byron. Byron was a looming figure. He stood six foot seven and he was solid. His brother had a limp thanks to an accident with a tractor when he was a kid. He survived, unfortunately, his leg didn’t heal in the right way. No matter how many times they went to the witches, it didn’t seem heal properly. 
The witches had said it was universe’s wish for Byron to have a limp.
Daxon said it was utter bullshit. 
Moving from the group hug, the smile slipping from his face. 
“What happened?” 
He didn’t could see the joy slip from everyone’s faces. They all moved away and moved towards other things in the kitchen. 
“There is something killing the wolves,” His mother answered. “We will be having guests over.” 
That startled him. There was something killing their pack and they were having guests over. That didn’t make sense. 
“Should we really be hosting people right now?” He asked. “The entire town looks like a bomb hit it. Why didn’t you call me sooner?” 
There was a long silence. What were they holding back? 
“I need answer,” He snapped. “WHAT IS GOING ON!” 
His skin prickled with anger as he could feel something in him unsettle. He couldn’t explain the experience. All he knew is he felt very on edge, and deep in the back of his head, whispers of doubt creeping in. 
They don’t want you there. 
They don’t trust you. 
The voices hissed around his brain, building up something in his chest. He clenched his fists, the claws threatening to come out. 
“Dax!” His mother snapped. 
It was like glass shattering, and the voices disappeared. Where had that come from? He shook his head. 
The metallic smell filled the room. He looked at his hand. His palms were oozing blood from the brown claws digging deep. 
Easing the claws away, he frowned. It had been a long time since he had an incident of losing his temper and the beast making an appearance. 
“This is why,” Duncan responded. “The beast is attracted to what is going on.” 
“What do you mean, attracted?” He echoed his twin. “What is it?” 
“We don’t know,” Miranda answered, wrapping a cloth around the already healing wound. “Whatever it is, it attracts the beast out.” 
“Then they go crazy,” His sister, Aubry, added. 
After she said that, the room fell silent again. He didn’t need to know the rest. He could piece it all together. 
How exactly did it start?
That’s when there was a buzz at the door. Daxon frowned at the sudden interruption. Seriously, guests? 
His mother moved quickly across the mahogany floor. Voice flooded the house as he could make out his mother’s voice, but he didn’t recognize the two women’s voices. 
He moved from the kitchen into the main living room, merged with the dining and living room, the house was a fairly open floor plan. 
Daxen laid his eyes on the two women. One dark hairs woman, with warm caramel skin and light brown eyes. It was the bright red-haired woman that caught his eyes. She had a glow around her full figured body, almost like things were clicking into place for him. His soul sighed, and the beast hummed. 
He felt himself being pulled towards her green eyes, the smile seemed to reflect the sun. 
Oh no. 
He could feel the world swirl around in his brain. 
Oh dear god 
He knew exactly what it meant. 
He didn’t want it. 
He didn’t need it. 
God Damn, Universe. He was imprinting. 


Chapter 3
The damn castle was cold, and Abaddon was getting frustrated by not being able to go top side. Sure, she was able to use her minions to get to what she needed not, but she was going a little stir crazy. 
She needed this plan to work. She needed to make sure the prophecy failed, and she could destroy the world like Lucifer wanted. She was sure Lucifer could create his own world and there would be no humans. They were annoying anyway. 
Still, looking at the message from the women, she felt very annoyed. The prophecy was still on track and damn it, it was actually kick started by the damn wolf’s mother. 
Things were not going as planned. They were supposed to be apart, not together. In fact, he was supposed to stay out in California. Where was it going? 
She paused, looking at the minions she had sent up to collect souls. They were sitting, hapless on the Victorian couch, in front of the fire. They looked as brain dead as she assumed they would be. She just didn’t expect them to be that brain dead. 
“Oron, explain what you did exactly?” She asked sweetly. 
The short red-haired demon, smiled and leaned forward. “Of course, Queen!” He smiled. “I went into all the homes and infected the desired people you requested. I even went into that big house on the hill. There were so many people there and affected the head of the wolves just like you requested. She was making a big speech.” 
Smile faultered on her face as she stepped forward. “She?” She echoed. “You infected a she?” 
Oron’s face immediately fell and faltered back in fear. “Yes,” he answered. “you said head of the wolves, and she was the head. She even proclaimed it.” 
She cleared her throat, pinching her the bridge of her nose. That would explain why Daxen was coming home when she wanted him as far from here as he possibly could be. The seeing sisters saw him and some dumb woman overtaking her if she didn’t keep them separate. Now the dumb woman would be heading towards the very place he would be. 
“I mean THE MAN!” She snapped, pointing at the man with the dark hair down to his chin length. 
She rubbed her hands together, turning from there, trying to think. 
“Luckily for you, we still have time to fix this issue,” She remarked. “We will just have to make sure nothing else goes wrong.” 
“Now this is what I want you to do,” She hissed. “And if you fuck up, I promise, Lucifer will skin you while you’re in your forms. Now, fucking listen up.”

Chapter 4
When Fae said they were going to investigate the situation, Isabelle thought they would go out, talking to people in town. What she didn’t expect was to be having a full fledge dinner with them. Let alone, be having dinner with Daxen Armel. 
She didn’t understand why Miranda omitted the fact her son was a star. Isabelle knew if she was a star, her mother would have told every single person she spoke with. 
It wasn’t even a commercial level star. Daxen was on a tv show. A very popular, highly talked about tv show with the sappy Christmas movie of the week along with it. 
That would have been bragging right in her mother’s mind. What also surprised her was that a werewolf has become a large star. 
That happened so rarely. 
Vampires were more known to be recruited by Hollywood to do movies and such, then fade into the background when they didn’t age after a decade or so. 
Werewolves were a little more unpredictable and were known for the violent tendacies. So for an Alpha wolf to be a star of a big, family channel was unheard of. 
It wasn’t like she wasn’t enjoying the delicious home made food, or the laughter of the siblings. It was the golden eyes laying on her that made her uncomfortable. 
Or it could have been attraction. 
Isabelle didn’t know if she wanted to admit that. She just felt the shiver down her spin under his gaze and felt her soul crying for attention. No, this would not be acceptable. 
She wasn’t ready for that romantic part of her life. She didn’t need a romance. She was perfectly happy working, spending time with her best friend, and painting on her off time. 
Plus, dating a werewolf would not be normal. If she was going to continue the serenade of being normal, she would need a normal man. 
Isabelle admitted the idea of becoming like Bewitched was a funny idea. She was not domestic, and she was sure Fae would create chaos if she allowed her best friend over in the house. 
Oh, the life she lived.
“Where did you get those scars?” Duncan asked, right as Isabelle was going to place a piece in her mouth. Lowering her fork, she looked at her forearm. 
“DUNCAN!” Miranda scorned. She patted Isabelle’s hand. “You don’t have to answer dear.” 
Isabelle watched, I believe Miranda said her name was Audre throw a piece of bread at Duncan’s head. 
“Ignore the moron,” The strawberry teenager responded. “He’s always nosey.” 
Debating whether to answer was weighing in her mind. It wasn’t really a trauma nor was it a real secret. However, the idea of that wolf that saved her. She remembered seeing it from time to time, sitting on the porch, petting its long black fur, telling it secrets she never even told Fae. 
Then one day, it just never returned. It wasn’t like she waited. She knew it wouldn’t returned. She sensed the air. It had done whatever job it was meant to do and moved on. 
Isabelle liked to think it was a spirit animal. The connection she felt to it was dug deep within her. 
She would be lying, she was feeling it now with the golden eyes of the attractive oldest. She felt the pull towards him. However, the way he was sitting seemed a little off putting. 
“I almost drowned in the lake when I was a small child,” She answered. “A wolf pulled me out of the water.” 
“Like an actual wolf or a werewolf?” Duncan prodded. 
“Uhh, I don’t know, it didn’t exactly stick around for me to interrogate it,” Isabelle answered irritably. She looked at everyone at the table.
She heard the dirty blonde hummed as a response. Miranda said that the two oldest were twins, but they looked nothing alike. The oldest, who was introduced as Daxen, the one with the soul crushing eyes, and his twin brother, Duncan, who had green eyes and a sharp jaw. He was also two inches short than his brother and he had bowed legs. 
It was their younger brother that really set apart. He was taller than the rest, his eyes were dark as night, and he seemed to pear into someone’s soul, and said very little. Isabelle wanted to call him Lurch. He just gave off those vibes. She had yet to hear him form any kind of full sentence. 
Though the two girls, Bree and Audrie, long hair blondes. They had athletic beauty. They had strong arms, and they were tall like their brothers. What was funny was Miranda was so short, compared to her children. She was such a stout woman. 
“It was a black wolf,” Fae added for Isabelle. “It used to follow her everywhere.” 
Everyone turned to Fae in intrigue. Fae was enjoying her wine and her baked steak. A little too much if Isabelle really had a say in it. 
“We are not here to talk about my life,” Isabelle intersected, diverging away from the conversation. “Ms. Armel, the food is fantastic, but I know we have something far more dire to discuss.” 
She put down her fork on the plate. “You did not tell us how bad the situation was when we met.” 
“A common theme it seems,” She heard growled from the other side of the table. 
Isabelle did a quick look over at the tall brunette. His golden eyes had slipped into a beautiful turquoise color that had edges of yellow. It seemed odd now that there was a growl, but the eyes were softer now. She could be wrong, but she could see concern there. His aura was a sparkling blue, but she could saw the outline of black. It was as if his spirit was stronger than whatever darkness was surrounding it. 
It would also be why Isabelle sensed him on edge. If his spirit was fighting a natural urge and the urge was being triggered by a darkness. 
Isabelle looked back over at Miranda as the short woman sat a little taller in her spot. They were staring down each other. 
“I did what I had to for resources,” The woman answered simply. 
“We would still have came,” Fae argued, frowning. “In fact, we would have came far quicker.” 
“I don’t think an hour would have made a difference,” The woman responded, putting the napkin on the table. 
Fae and Isabelle shared a look. “How can you be so sure?” They said at the same time. 
There was silence again. Personally, Isabelle knew she wasn’t sure. They could have gathered information earlier and they could have dug into it faster. They could have found a way to cure the problem quicker. 
“Because these demons, they don’t follow out of the faction,” Miranda answered. “It was why, I and the council have agreed on sending the pack out of the faction. Everyone has been put up in the dorm apartments across the hub. 
Isabelle starred stunned. “Wait, in the waste lands?” She asked confused. “No one ever stays there.” 
“We didn’t have much of a choice,” Miranda responded. “We were losing children. People were murdering each other. If I didn’t send them out of here, there may not be a faction left.” 
Isabelle reached down into her purse, pulling out her notebook and pen. She began to write down the information. 
“What exactly are the symptoms?” Fae asked. 
“Black veins,” Bree replied instead of her mother. “I saw four people have black veins through their face and body.” 
“That’s if they stay in human form,” Audrie interjected. “Some don’t even stay in human form.” 
That’s when Isabelle’s heart dropped to her stomach. She saw the damage a werewolf made when they didn’t try to tame the animal. The rage it would take. They always left a red aura after words. It was what she was getting now. 
The room mixed with warm, cold, dark, and light. It was a mixture made for a dangerous storm. One that would create destruction the home. It set her on edge. 
She shifted uncomfortably in her spot. She suddenly wished she could be back at home, safety of her apartment, her bed, her spells. 
Wait, what? 
That was an odd sensation. She had never wanted to retreat from a job before. She always wanted to help, no matter the danger. 
She looked over at Fae whose eyes said she was feeling the same way. Moods seemed to shifted and she felt suddenly safe, her soul settled. Then she got the smell of smoked spices and woods, a shadow seemed to loom over her. 
“Mom, you should have told me sooner.” 
The way Daxen spoke, his words sending shivers down her spine. The rumble in his deep voice, the seemed to vibrate in his chest. She could only imagine what would be like to feel the chest under her fingers as he growled. 
NO! BAD, IZZIE!- She thought to herself. 
Clearing her throat, she turned her attention back to the innocent head of the home and family. 
“Do we know what started it or why it is even doing this?” Isabelle asked. 
“It wants Daxen.” 
“WHAT!” 
It was a unified voice that seemed the echo off the walls. Of course, the tones were all different. She looked over at him. His body ridged. She could only imagine what could be going through his mind, at that moment. 
“Why his ass?” Duncan asked. 
“Though a bit harsh, is there a reason they would target Daxen?” Fae added. 
“I don’t know,” Miranda answered. “I hired some hunters to look into the matter and all they could tell me was that Daxen is the target.” 
Frown, Isabelle wrote down the details. Okay so Dax was the target. That made sense. There could have been hundreds of reasons as to why they were choosing him. 
First reason could have been he was famous. But why would demons care about that? It wasn’t like they could use his body. He wasn’t a normal human being. He was a wolf. It would be chaotic and result in death. 
Okay now she was getting it. The demons were trying to do wolf possession. 
Well, that’s frightening- She thought. 
So, if they were trying to do wolf possession then they were planning something huge. 
That would answer the deaths. 
There was still the why as to Daxen. Yes, he was the leader of the pack, or so his mother claimed. 
Why would they want to control that? 
Too many questions with a very dangerous situation. Isabelle was feeling less and less comfortable with the entire situation. 
“We can put a barrier around the house,” Fae suggested. “It would protect the family.” 
“I actually suggest staying with the pack,” Isabelle corrected. “If the demon is trying to get to Daxen for unknown reasons, then you all would be safer to not be here.” 
“I am not running,” Daxen snapped. “That is not what we do.” 
Isabelle raised an eyebrow at him. “Okay, I don’t mean to be rude, but it’s not a secret that you’re not home a good number of months out of the year,” She interjected. “I am not sure you know exactly what you do.” 
There was a long tense silence. She stared into Daxen’s eyes, almost like they were having a one off. She could see his chest move up and down. She watched as his jaw clenched then unclenched then clenched again. It was a working motion. However, she watched as his shoulder slouched and he shook his head, touching his forehead. 
“You don’t know how things are run,” He said quietly. “You’re just a fucking witch. You all are too busy, playing with nature to really observe what the rest of us are doing.” 
Isabelle stumbled back. “Excuse me?” She asked. “If that was the case, we wouldn’t be here.” 
“If it wasn’t the case, this issue would have been taken care of from the fucking start!” He snapped. 
“Maybe if you were here, it would have been,” Isabelle argued. “Unlike you, I actually live in our community. There have been whispers for years whether or not you’re even a leader.” 
“ENOUGH!” Fae yelled. “Miranda, if you could email me everything you remember, so we can get started, including the hunters who looked over the issue, so we can compare notes.” 
Miranda got up from the table and went to the desk. “I will save you a séance and a trip.” She opened the top drawer, pulled out a think manila envelope full of documents. She handed it over to Fae, her eyes glancing over at Isabelle, then back at Fae. “Take it all. But I ask, if you will consider having Daxen stay in your protection. 
It took everything in Isabelle to not groan. This woman could not be serious. She wanted them to play baby sitter to demon child? 
“Please,” Miranda pressed. 
“I am not a child, Mother,” Daxen argued. 
“No, but you can’t stay with the pack nor here. It’s targeting you. No one else, but you! That means if you could put yourself or the rest of the pack in danger if you stayed.” 
Fae got up from the table as Isabelle followed suit. They both grabbed their coats and purses from the chairs. 
“We will let you work it out,” Isabelle said as she slipped into her coat. “Just give us a call so we can set something up.” 
*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*
Daxen never felt more on edge then he did at the moment. People talked around him. People talked about him. People weren’t acknowledging him unless it was to criticize him. He knew some people would have reservation about him being a leader. Hell, he had reservation about being leader. It was why he ran away when he was eighteen years old. He wanted a different life. He wanted one that he chose. 
Daxen got that control. He chose the persons he played. He chose the movies. He chose his life. 
But really thinking about it, was he choosing his jobs? He was under obligation with Golden Crown to be in the films they signed him up for, and with female audience responding so well to him on the show. They wanted him in every movie they could. 
He lucked out that there was a younger kid they wanted to put him in a couple films as a test. Sure, it could mean less movies or being written of the show. However, would that be a bad thing? 
That was a trail he didn’t want to go down at the moment. He watched the voluptuous red head move out the door and he knew despite his inner wolf wanting to follow, he couldn’t go down that road. 
No, he needed to focus at the issue at hand. He was being treated as if he was a four-year-old, instead of a thirty-six-year-old. He knew what was right for himself. 
“Mother, I appreciate your worry,” Daxen raised his hand to stop the discussion. “However, if this is truly an issue for the pack, I can call car, and go stay at a hotel for the time being. We don’t need to involve the witches.” 
Daxen would do anything not to involve them. He didn’t trust them as far as he could throw them. How could he? They took one look at his brother and decided that it was the universe’s decision his brother have a limp. 
They could have healed him. Hell, they still could heal him. They were just too selfish to do so, and the two proved it in his brain. 
“Daxen, I don’t think you realize-“ 
“I know just how serious it is,” He stressed. “No one except this family knows why this is really happening. Listen, as the head of the family, everyone go to the apartments, and I will figure out the living situation. I am a grown man with a bank account.” 
He watched his mother huff shaking her head. “You can pull the grown up card all you want, but you are still my son. I will worry.” She cupped his face then kissed his cheek. “You’re too skinny.” 
Daxen threw his head back laughing. He had been waiting to hear that from her. That was the mother he knew. Not the one he was witnessing earlier. 
Deep inside, he just wanted things to be normal so he could figure out the next step of his own life. That may include moving on from the show. 
“Listen, Dax, we’re here,” Byron said gruffly. “We will fight for you if we need to.”
“Right now, I don’t think we need to worry about that quite yet,” He responded. “Right now, we need to focus on just getting everyone else to safety.” 
His family was a priority right now and he needed them to be safe. His safety could come last or second to last for all he cared. He didn’t want the thing to hurt his family. He didn’t need to bury anyone else. 
His father had been gone four years and he could still see the pain on his family’s faces. He didn’t want to see that again. 
“Why don’t I help pack up the food, and you all can get packed up to leave?” 
“You just got home,” Audrie whined. “I don’t ever get to see you. How about I stay with you?” 
“Absolutely not!” His mother snapped. “You are only 18 years old. You are no where old enough for this fight.” 
He walked over to his younger sister and put his arm around her. “When this is all over with, we’ll take a trip, just you and I.” 
There was a clearing of a throat, he glanced over at his twin brother draping his arms over him and his little sister. 
“I will be joining, otherwise it will be a boring trip,” Duncan tsked. “Its hard being the fun sibling.” 
Daxen rolled his eyes. Picking up Duncan’s hand by the pinky, he lifted it like it was diseased and tossed it away. Leave it to his twin to twist it around. 
“We’ll discuss it later,” He said to Audre. Moving away, he headed into the kitchen and he was happily left alone as he heard his mother order everyone to start packing. 
He needed the quiet for a second. Too much was going through his brain. Not only the fact there had been a death toll on his pack, but he was the cause. 
That didn’t set well with him. 
On top of everything, there was the incident in when he first arrived like a wave of darkness that took over him. He didn’t like that. He hadn’t lost control in years. 
Daxen knew it was a good idea to run as a werewolf when he could to let it run its restless spirit. If they didn’t unleash it occasionally, the person became a ticking timebomb. 
A situation Daxen did not need being in the spotlight. 
He sighed grabbing the pans and placing them on the island and reaching under. He grabbed plastic Tupperware, tossing them all on the counter. 
He tried to think when was the last time he truly had a homemade meal. It seemed like he was ordering take out or going out to high end restaurants that made huge meals. He had tried cooking for himself, but he knew it was not the same. It was always missing a little something. 
Daxen was being honest with himself. He missed being home. He missed being around his family, doing the bonfires, hearing about people starting to settle down. Hell he missed most of his baby sister grow up. 
He got lucky that she was older, and he could fly her out to spend time with him on the set. He got to be the cool brother, while he was sure Duncan was the cool brother at him, getting her into all kinds of trouble and showing her how to get out of it. 
Daxen’s loyalty was to his family. That was his pack. They were the ones who matter. The pack outside was his community. He would protect his community, but not like his own family. 
And that’s where the issues seemed to lie. 
Alphas would sacrifice their own family for the good of the pack. Hell, his own father sacrificed his own uncle. He wasn’t sure he could do that. 
His mother believed differently. Of course, she believed the eldest had to be the Alpha. It couldn’t be Duncan or Bryon. Nope. It had to be him. 
He scraped the bottom of the pan filled with mac and cheese, clear into the clear container. 
“Okay, Daxen,” His mother said from the doorway. “You are welcome to stay here for a few nights, but I don’t want to see you on security video longer than a week.” His mother raised her finger at him. “You hear me. You have a week to figure out the housing situation. I’m being generous on that.” 
“Yes, yes, mother,” Daxen dismissed, kissing her cheek. “I will be fine. I will look into the housing issue tomorrow. I promise. Now go be with the pack, and I’ll stop by tomorrow to check up on things.” 
“Oh and I want you to see those witches again tomorrow and if you don’t head their way by three, I will send them to you,” His mother continued.
He walked his mother to the door, where the group of his siblings were waiting. He nodded at her arguments, not really listening, and waved them out, sitting the same car waiting for them. 
Daxen waved at the driver, then watched the chaos of people arguing about the car, where to sit, all the usual things he was used it. 
For one moment he thought he was watching them go off on a vacation. They would be off flying to a tropic or exploring rainforest somewhere. It didn’t feel like they were going on an infinite stay at some god-awful apartments in a middle of nowhere. 
Well, he couldn’t say that. It wasn’t really. They called it the wasteland, but it really wasn’t. The roadhouse bar was right by the dorms, and the dorms were surrounded with trees. It was more like a serene area for dorms and students to study. 
The only reason they called it waste land, because there was a good five to ten miles of trees and the center of the hub as well as entrances to the factions. There was a sprinkling of homes here and there, but mostly it was five dorm buildings, the school, and the roadhouse bar. 
The roadhouse was the front for the hub. It made decent money and the school also doubled as a college, so all the money they made from the college side, was put into the hub to run effortlessly. 
And if he was honest, leaders of each faction got a penthouse to stay in for emergencies. So, it wasn’t like his family would suffer. Hell, they could see it as a vacation. They would have a pool, tennis, parks, movie theaters. 
Yeah, he wasn’t going to worry. They would be able to relax and enjoy themselves. He knew sure as hell he wouldn’t. 


Chapter 4
Isabelle fucked up the entire dinner. She knew that. She wasn’t stupid. She had gotten out of line. It was just something about Daxen that set off all the wrong bells in her. It wasn’t the warning bells either. 
“There was something about that place,” Fae stated. 
Sitting in the small silver civic, the streetlights were bouncing off of Fae’s face. It was only a little past five and the day had already fallen. It felt as if it was more like ten pm rather than early evening. It unsettled her how dark the faction was. 
When Fae turned down one of the residential street, Isabelle sat up a little straighter. 
“Where are we going?” She asked. 
“We’re examining the extent of the damage,” Fae answered. “Something isn’t right. I can’t put my finger on it. I don’t like things I can’t put my finger on.” 
Isabelle frowned and looked back out of the window, when she saw the farther they got from the main street and the Armel home, the lighter the faction was and more normal it felt. 
Her green eyes widened in realization. It felt like they just drove out of a storm. There was no damage. It was quiet, but that’s it. Cars sat normal in the driveways. Sprinklers were running, flowers growing perfectly in gardens. Oh sure, there were some houses that were just existing, but it felt like a very real suburban neighborhood. 
She got out of the car when Fae pulled into a park. She stood there, her arms resting on the doors, she could see the bleak dark sky. It was as of it hit a dead stop. 
“That’s not natural,” Isabelle responded, looking over at Fae. “None of this is normal. No spell could even begin to create that.” 
Isabelle watched Fae’s face dropped. She could only imagine what she was thinking. 
“No a spell couldn’t, but a potion could,” Fae sighed, looking over at her. “A potion or mystic powers of godly creatures.” 
“So not demon?” Isabelle corrected. 
“I wouldn’t say that. It isn’t a basic demon.” 
Isabelle moved away from her door, then slammed it shut. “Well, we suspected a stronger one,” She added. “So, this possibly?” 
“This is a special kind of powered,” Fae answered. “I just don’t know what.” 
Isabelle knew what it meant if Fae didn’t have a direction. If it was a mystical or leaning towards more godly territory. It would mean she would have to speak with one of her angels. It wasn’t a word of endearment for her. She would have to go to the angel’s faction. 
“You will have to contact Cassiel,” Fae ordered. “He would know if the angels had anything to do with it.” 
“Wait, why do I have to?” Isabelle responded. 
“Because the man raised you after your parents ditched,” Fae argued. “Come on, Izzie. We need this insight. Please you can kidnap Coral on the way back. She’s been stuck over there for far too long.” 
Isabelle let out a sigh. Coral was a good friend who was also a witch. Coral tended to hang or stay in other factions that wasn’t the witch faction. 
The purple haired woman was working in the Angel’s faction when she just ended up staying over there. Not that Isabelle could disagree with the reason to stay. 
The angel factions were filled with McMansions, lots of marble homes, lot of homes with square footage bordering five digits, and all the land someone could want. It was a literal heaven. 
In fact, Cassiel asked that she move in with him and not with Fae. However, she needed to be out on her own. She needed to experience life with her best friend and shenanigans she was sure the angel factions would not appreciate. 
“It doesn’t mean he’s an all-open resource to all things godly,” Isabelle argued. “Anyway, what if he doesn’t know what it is? What if they have nothing to do with it?”
“If no, Cassiel, Coral will at least have an idea,” Fae answered. “Also we probably should pick up celeb boy.” 
Isabelle frowned looked away from the gloomy distance and looked back at her. “What? Why?” She asked quickly. 
“Simple, we need to get him to safety and it’s obvious that house is the center point of all things shit,” Fae responded. 
Choosing not to say anything, she looked away. This whole thing was really screwed up. She was having such a hard time wrapping her head around the whole thing. This alpha male, who was tall, dark hair, relatively handsome, but not dangerous was in the center of it all. 
She had to stop herself from smiling thinking of Daxen in a leather coat, standing over a motorcycle. His very long legs straddling it with strength. 
A shiver ran down her spin again. He was there in his thoughts. It was like he was running around with happy with a mallet just destroying any sanity she was having. She had just met the man and he was in her thoughts. She didn’t like where her mind and heart were going. 
“Listen, I know you may not like the guy, but this is a client.” 
Isabelle looked back at Fae and just nodded. She couldn’t argue. Despite her own attraction, there were lives at stake and they had to protect him. So they might as well head back to their home. The question really was, where was he going to stay? They lived in a tiny two bedroom home buried in the woods, on a lake. 
“Where, might I ask, would he be staying?” Isabelle asked. “Instead of staying with us, perhaps, we put him up in the apartment next to the shop. Safe, but still privacy for him.” 
“Yeah, that’s what you are worried about,” Fae scuffed. 
“ What does that mean!” Isabelle cried, putting her hands on her hips. 
There was a long pause as Fae and Isabelle looked around. There was a few people at the park pausing looking at them in curiosity. Isabelle ducked her red hair, feeling her face flush as she looked away. 
“Get back in the car,” Fae ordered. Nodding silently, Isabelle got into the car. 
“What did you mean?” Isabelle asked the moment Fae closed her door. 
The dark-haired woman groaned, rubbing the bridge of her nose, then looking back at her best friend. 
“What I mean is you’re not exactly welcoming to guests,” Fae responded. “Isabelle, you’re a hermit.” 
There was a long pause, Isabelle didn’t say anything and stared at Fae. 
“And?” She said trying to encourage Fae to continue. 
“And that’s bad! How can you be nonchalant about that? Isabelle, you work from home. Besides Coral and I, the rest of your friends are online. You work from home. The only time you interact with anyone is when you work from the store. You have practically everything delivered to the house if we can’t get in from in town. Hell, you barely drive!” 
A breathe escaped her throat as Isabelle looked away. “I don’t like people,” She muttered. “I like my solitude.” 
“Yeah, well, I don’t!” Fae snapped. “Izzie, I want to go grocery shopping. I want us to go on a trip to some crazy place, explore a random bookstore or tourist trap and we can make memories. We are young witches, Izzie! We are supposed to see the world, put a dent into it, for good or bad.” 
Isabelle winced at the lecture but kept her face away from Fae, staring out of the window. Most of her life, she had such drama from her sisters and her life got disruptive from her parents running off. Honestly, she wanted to get out of Cassiel’s home, reminder her parents had gone, and wanted a home of her own. 
Isabelle didn’t feel the need to socialize with everyone. She worked customer service. She worked retail for Fae. She was tired. Her battery was always drained by the weekend. She wished her best friend would understand that. 
It was true. She didn’t like people disrupting her life. It meant she wouldn’t recharge during the weekend, and she was left exhausted rest of the week. So yes, she was tired. Yes, she wanted her home to be her escape. She didn’t see anything wrong with it. 
“You have Coral,” Isabelle reminded softly. “You can do crazy shit with her. You know she lives for those clubs, the late nights. It’s just not who I am. I mean, we are thirty years old, Fae. It’s really not my life style anymore.” 
She felt a tight grip on her shoulder and she was forced to look Fae in the face. 
“You are a single, thirty-year-old,” Fae reminded. “You’re not married. You’re not settled down with some long-term boyfriend. We are single women, unattached. This means nights at bars, bad jokes, and having the time of our lives before someone comes into the picture. We haven’t done any of the fun stuff in years.” 
Again there was silence. She just stared at Fae. Her heart hammering in her chest. It wasn’t her life she wanted. She wanted a quiet home. She wanted to learn to cook without magic. Hell, she liked her nights of reading curled up with her orange cat. She liked her tv nights. She loved exploring the different potions in the spell room. 
There were times when her friends and her seemed to be opposites. Oh sure, Fae loved her occasional movie night with bestie, but Isabelle was aware that most nights Fae wasn’t home, out having fun, and Isabelle was home finishing work or coming up with new marketing ideas for the shop. 
“I won’t let you argue,” Fae added turning the car back on. “We will be hosting the tall drink of water.” 
And that was the splash of water on Isabelle’s face. She immediately looked over at Fae. Her eyebrows lifted immediately. 
“Oh my god, you just want to get in his pants! This isn’t about me being a ‘hermit’ or us being young. This is you screwing a celebrity and getting bragging rights!” 
Fae feyned shock. “Excuse me, that is being young,” She corrected. “Also, there is nothing wrong with me looking for some little werewolf nookie.” 
Isabelle scuffed in disgust and then motioned Fae. “Fine, whatever, but he’s sleeping in your room. Also you’re feeding him and taking him outside.” 
Fae put the car into drive and sped out of the parking lot, back towards the darkness. She definitely would need to contact Cassiel as soon as she could. She would also need to kidnap Coral so Fae could leave her alone for awhile. She swore she wished Coral took Fae with her when she went on her “work trips”. 
The idea of being alone in the woods, the quiet. The no worry of Fae whining about being bored. Oh, my that would be her heaven. 
For now, they had a dog to babysit and she wasn’t thrilled. 
*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*
Daxen stared at the small two story cabin. The place was like something out of wonderland. There were so many trees, it created a darkness around the home. It wasn’t a dangerous darkness. It was a comforting on. He had to admit that, but the blue glows of the mushrooms, glowing orbs, and twinkling grass, gave it the rest. He could feel his beast settle inside with comfort. 
The two-story log cabin, with large A-frame windows, and a porch surrounding it, apparently a walkout basement to boot, just seemed an odd combination with the mystics. He would have said a stone building. 
Daxen looked around at the birds flying around to all the bird baths, which too was glowing. He began to wonder if anything around they didn’t glow. It seemed almost ridiculous how much was just…
Okay he didn’t know how to word it. Daxen weirdly felt at home deep in here. He felt like he was hidden from the world. Given that most of the witch faction was just trees, cabins of every shape and size and style. He just wondered what they all did if a witch wanted to get wild. 
“Welcome home!” Fae declared walking towards the house. She bent down for a moment. Daxen watched her with a small curiosity, then his eyes went wide. The rabbit was as large as a cat. She was holding it like a baby, petting it, cooing at it. 
“That’s Peter,” Isabelle explained, walking up, next to him. “Yes, like Peter Cottontail. She doesn’t have much of imaginations for naming the thousands of pets she has.” 
Isabelle motioned him to follow her with her head. She left Fae behind as she walked up the stone path to large wooden double doors. The door opened when Isabelle got close to the door. It was then that Daxen realized that she wasn’t carrying the bag. They were floating next to her as she walked through the house. 
He stopped in the doorway, whistling. It was a cabin. It was all an open floor plan, a large stone fireplace against the back of the wall. The kitchen was to his far right, and the rest was living. There was a bench next to the door for shoe removal. It was a location he had to admit, he was not expecting. 
“What? You expect the Addams Family home?” Isabelle asked, raising her eyebrow. 
Daxen shook his head, looking around. “No, not exactly,” He answered. “I just didn’t expect this.” 
Isabelle shrugged then looked back at the house. Fae had stated that there was a guest room made up for Daxen. She didn’t see how. But knowing Fae, she had been looking for an excuse to add on to the house and conjured up the next section of the house. It seemed Fae always adding on and Isabelle would reverse it so the house wouldn’t become a witch version of the Winchester home. 
She looked upstairs and could already see the hallway was wider. She motioned Daxen upstairs stairs then followed until she found the guest bedroom, which was-
Son of a bitch- Isabelle thought. 
The Fae had put the bedroom next to hers. The guest room had a wood carved sign that screamed Bed and Breakfast, “Guest” written in cursive. She caught that Fae had taken the rest of the ‘new hallway’ to herself with her own room. She could only assume it would include a nice on suite bathroom. 
“This will be your room,” Isabelle instructed, opening the door. The room was bigger on the inside. Large windows overlooked the lake and the trees, giving the illusion they were on a hill. They were on a small hill but knowing Fae she would want to dramatize it. 
“You live as well as some of my costars,” Daxen said walking in. “My apartment isn’t even this nice.” 
Isabelle frowned, putting the suitcases into the closet. It appeared the guest got their own bathroom, which she appreciated. It meant she wouldn’t have to share a bathroom with him. 
“I thought one of the luxuries of being an actor was the expensive homes,” Isabelle responded, keeping her back towards him. 
“What’s wrong if that is for some people?” He asked, frowning. “It’s not for everyone. However, if it was, what business is it yours?” 
Isabelle straightened and looked over at him. “It might not be my business, but you can’t say that there are people out there that like to flaunt it,” She responded. “I don’t like those people.” 
Isabelle felt Daxen’s eyes scan her body, and she wasn’t sure how to respond to it. She felt her body tingle just under the gaze, but there was something in his eyes. 
“I almost want to ask who hurt you,” Daxen laughed. “But you have a valid point. However, I am not one to flaunt wealth. I just liked my job.” 
Isabelle tilted her head at the past tense of the word. She decided not to press for now. It wasn’t her business and honestly, she sensed she would speak with him later about it. 
She headed towards the door. “Feel free to relax, rest, do whatever you need in here,” She continued. “The kitchen is open for you to use. I have some people to see and pick up.” 
Isabelle had noted Coral had a room in the house too. It was fair to say Fae was making sure she wouldn’t be bored any more. 
“Have fun, I guess,” Daxen responded. “Though whoever you’re picking up, try not to make it sound like it’s a chore. Your face is screaming ‘Annoyance’.” 
Isabelle burst out laughing and shook her head. “Trust me, once you meet Coral, you’ll understand.” 
Isabelle closed the door behind her, leaving the laughter to ring in Daxen’s head as an echo. It seemed she had gotten under his skin after all


Chapter 5
The large golden gates sparkled as she sat there, waiting for them to open. The honda civic, though a newer car, still looked like a junker compared to the telslas behind her and the dark blue one that just went through the gate. 
“Ah, Izzie,” The gate attendant smile. “Good to see you! It has been awhile. Still living in the blue moon acrage?” 
“Evening, Tom! Yes, I am still there,” She greeted. “Can I see Cassiel?”
The gates whooshed open as Tom tipped his hat to her. “Have a nice night!” 
She said her goodbyes and went through the gate, weaving instantly through the curvy brick roads, looking for the only brick home out of all the marble. If that wasn’t the other taletail. She pulled up to the modest home with no garage. 
It was a brick and gray sided home, two stories, but it was a split level. It was not a large home, probably two thousand square feet, compared to the rest of the homes in the area. Each of them bordered on at least ten to twelve thousand square feet. 
He did have an indoor pool; she was thankful for that. Isabelle loved to swim in the pool during the wintertime, and release tension. 
“Izzie?” She heard from the door frame. 
A tall, curly haired man stood in the doorway, frowning. He looked twenty, though she knew he was far older. His golden-brown eyes sparkled seeing him. 
She walked up to the door and was greeted with a scoop up hug. She hugged him tight, feeling the warmth of his comfort. It was so nice to be home. 
“What are you doing here?” He asked with a broad smile. “You here to take Coral home?” 
With his arm wrapped around her shoulder, she walked with him into the home. It wasn’t even close to being updated. The home looked like it hadn’t been updated since the 90’s, and she was okay with it. It felt like a blanket to be wrapped in. 
“Well, yes and no,” She responded. “We have a bit of a problem in the werewolf faction. It’s something that even we can’t explain with spells.” 
He stopped at the kitchen. His partner, Jon, a short man with blonde hair stood at the stover, cooking sausage. 
“Hey, Jon,” Isabelle greeted. 
“Hello, Izzie! This is a surprise!” He greeted, before walking over and placing a kiss on her cheek. 
Isabelle had to admit, being raised by two gay men, and the fact one of them was an angel, it was like a fantastical romance story. She knew one day she would write their story and tell everyone about it.  
“You’re too skinny,” Jon said, eyeing her. 
“Okay, mom, chill,” She chided before taking a seat at the well-used oak dining table. She had wondered if they got it from a thift store years ago or if it came with the house. She knew that they tore down the big column home that had sat there and they decided to put in an older home. 
“Oh hush,” Jon shushed before going back to the stove. “You want coffee?” 
“Nah, I am okay.” 
She looked over at the dark haired, angel as he sat down next to her. He took her hand, and smiled. 
“It’s been too long, Izzie,” Cassiel said gently. He padded her hand. “Are you doing, okay? Your job isn’t stressing you out too much is it?” 
Isabelle shook her head, smiling gently. It would be a little if she said that she didn’t feel a warmth in her soul, being back. After being left behind by her parents, she thought she was truly unable to be loved. However, it seemed Cassiel and Jon made sure she was well loved and taken care of. It was because of them, she had the strength to go live on her own when she graduated school. 
“Work is a little stressful,” She admitted. “But that’s not why I am here. I came to talk to you about a client that came into Fae’s shop. His name is Daxen Armel.” 
“That gorgeous man from Cause of Freedom?” Jon asked over his shoulder. “He has such lucious hair. Any time he grows it out, I just want to run my fingers through it.” 
Isabelle stared at Jon’s knitted sweater back. Information went into her brain that she knew she would never be able to get out with bleach. 
“Uh s-sure,” She stuttered, then looked at Cassiel in a plea. 
“Honey, now is not the time to traumatize her, there will be time later for that,” The angel laughed, then turned his attention to Isabelle. “What about him?” 
“Well apparently, he’s the leader for the werewolves,” She added, then went into detail about the situation from the destruction they witnessed to the dark ominous line that seemed to dissipate to Daxen staying at the cabin. 
When she was done, the only sounds could be heard was the laps of the pool and the simmering of meat. It seemed she had hit some sort of nerve. She hadn’t expected that. She had expected the boys to tell her it was nothing, something simple that she and Fae and, probably, Coral could handle. 
Them being silent meant Fae had every right to be nervous and put Daxen under watch. Things were going to be a lot harder than she realized. 
*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*
Daxen wondered down the stairs, looking over the large room. It was from floor to ceiling wood. The floor was more of a cherry color and the rest of it was lighter. The iron accents through out the house from the chandelier to the iron coffee table, gave a real warmth to the house. It beat the plain white walls of his apartment. It felt alive here. The windows letting in the mystics of the outdoors. 
Of course, there was a two cat trees against two of the side windows, he could see a black cat laying in it, and a gray stripped one in the other. 
He shouldn’t have been surprised to see the cats. He was surprised to see that they had wings on the back, twitching as they slept. They looked like dragon wings. 
“The dragons are out back.” 
Daxen jumped startled by the sudden voice. He looked over his shoulder and saw the short, plump woman from earlier. Her black hair was pulled into a ponytail, tightly against her head. The blackdress she was wearing earlier had been traded out for a sweatshirt and jeans. She looked rather normal, if it wasn’t for the levitating rabbit next to her. 
What she said finally registered in her brain, and he straightened a little bit. 
“How-“ 
“Witch,” Fae answered. “I have the ability to read minds.” 
He didn’t like that one. He should have taken up the offer for an apartment from Isabelle. He would have far more privacy. 
“Don’t worry,” Fae laughed. “You will have privacy. Once Isabelle returns with Coral, you and Isabelle will be alone here.” 
“Can she, also, read minds?” He asked, raising his eyebrow. 
“Oh no, she reads auras and emotions,” Fae answered. He watched her go into the fridge then grab the carrots. She pulled out a small baby carrot from the bag, placing it right by the rabbit’s mouth, letting the rabbit nibble it. 
“So do all your animals fly?” He asked, motioning towards the cats and the rabbit. 
“Not all, just the pets,” Fae answered, before tossing the bag of carrots into the fridge. “Anytime a witch takes a pet, the animal takes on a higher form so if something is to happens, the animal survive and help the witch.” 
Daxen slowly nodded like he understood, but chose not to push. It seemed where the witches were concerned, things were far more interesting than in the werewolves lives. 
He walked towards the large A frame windows, a door leading towards the back. He could see the little multi-colored dragons in the distance, almost buried in the trees, flying around, blowing colored fire at each other. 
It was like they were farmers of their own right, it seemed. They had so many animals. Sure, animals he hadn’t really seen before. However, the animals seemed happy, well taken care of, and he could feel a relaxed vibe. 
“Are all witches homes like this?” He asked, looking over his shoulder. 
“Nope, this is all Isabelle,” Fae answered with a small smile. “She may not like people in her territory, but if you are, she will make sure you feel as at home as it can be.” 
Daxen gave a soft smile, and looked back at the tress. They were filled with the autumn colors of reds, yellows, oranges, but he spotted bright purples, and blues. They were almost looking like the rainbow outside. He couldn’t help smiling at the idea. 
“Isabelle’s idea for rainbow trees?” He asked. 
“Hers too.” 
“What do you contribute to this place?” 
Daxen looked around. The way Fae talked, Isabelle did it all for the house. He couldn’t help wonder if everyone just lived off of what she was creating or if it was a team effort. 
“I cook,” She answered. “And construct the home. That hallway upstairs is all new. We had a two bedroom not too long ago. Now we are a comfortable four-bedroom home. We would be bigger, but Isabelle always puts it back. She doesn’t want a large home and she has threatened to leave if I went bigger.” 
He watched Fae walk from the kitchen towards the stairs. “She may have made a bad impression,” She answered. “But don’t write her off. She’s a good heart. She’s just…. closed off.” 
Daxen wasn’t surprised by that. The bright red of her hair seemed to suggest the fire that was in her soul. However, deep down, it always meant she was passionate in a lot of other areas. He could just see laying her on the bed, her red hair spread on the pillow, he could see the gentle curves of her face, moaning. 
He blinked wondering where the hell that came from. He could hear snickering up the stairs and groaned. That’s all he needed. Someone in on his thoughts, and his thoughts going towards dangerous territories. 
He may be safe from whatever was out there, but he knew he wasn’t safe from his own body there. 
*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*
“You think its Abaddon?” Isabelle inquired. “But why? I know she loves destruction, but anyone or any wolf in this case would have been enough. What is it about Daxen that she would go after?”
Cassiel shook his head, and squeezed her hand. “Be careful, Isabelle,” He urged. “She is dangerous. She killed a lot of witch families and has a power to be very persuasive when she wants to. Look what she did with your older sister.” 
Isabelle had been very aware. The things that happened after her sister went to Abbadon. Her parents had to go into hiding and left her behind so she would be safe. At least that’s what they told her when she was eight. They just left her at the orphanage in the hub to see if she could be adopted out by another witch family. 
Fortunately for her, Cassiel had seen her on a volunteer visit, and he immediately took her in. He gave her a bedroom of her own, he gave her a stuffed animal, and he listened as she cried, asking questions. He was always honest with her. He never made her feel like she wasn’t wanted, or that she was a replacement or that he would be considered a replacement. He was just there to listen to her fears. 
Isabelle padded his hand. “I will do everything in my power to,” She assured him. “It just would be better if we knew the reason why.” 
“He’s safe for now,” He assured her. “You made your home demon resistance, not to mention wards against anything evil. I have an idea. We could investigate the area and we can meet him at the faction. There might be something you missed or something we could sense, you can’t.” 
Isabelle nodded with a heavy sigh. “I just can’t get over that red aura,” She whispered. “There was something so mencing about it, and the way the black myst was trying to fight his mother’s.” 
She shook her head, frowning, trying to get it out of her mind. It looked like marble swirls, something that would be admired for it’s beauty on anything else. She looked over at Cassiel and gave a weak smile. 
“Hang in there, Kiddo,” He soothed, touching her cheek. “You’ll get it figured out, and who knows, you could come out the otherside better for it.” 
“Always so positive,” She chuckled, then looked at her phone. She saw a text from Fae, it said to drop Coral off at the store. That meant they would be off in the mystics library, probably looking up everything they could. At least they had a subject. 
She looked up as the Lavendar haired woman walked into the kitchen, fulled dressed head to toe in purple. She had black lipstick and bright pink eyes. She was a sight to hold, but damn Isabelle admired her beauty. Like her and Fae, Coral was a bigger girl. However, she wore it well. She was about five foot six and she had thinker thighs, hips, and bust. She did have an hourglass figure, but not by much. The way she carried and dressed Coral looked as if she was from old Hollywood. 
“You ready, Coral?” Isabelle asked, moving from the table. 
“Won’t you stay for dinner?” Jon urged. 
“I promise, next time, okay?” She promised. “You can come over to the cabin and we can enjoy a nice night of board games.” 
Jon’s face lit up and he nodded. “That would be perfect, yes,” He answered. 
Isabelle got up from the table, nodding, and motioned Coral. 
“Come on, you got investigation to do,” She answered. “and I got work to do. I promised work I would check my box and answered as much as I could.” 
If she was going to be babysitting, she might as well do some work while she did it. She was just thrilled the house wouldn’t filled with people. 
Waving goodbye to Cassiel and Jon, she headed out with Coral. The two friends leaved the faction without an incident. However, Coral was humming to herself. 
“Found another boytoy?” Isabelle asked with a smirk. 
“No,” She answered with a sigh. “I just needed a good few day to hide out at Cassiel’s. What is going to be better than a heated pool!” 
Isabelle scuffed, shaking her head. Coral usually always ended back at Cassiel’s. Both her and Coral were his legally adopted children. He had others like Fae and Micah. He even had a Nephilim god child named Melanie with her human hunter friends Seth and Derek and her wolf friend: Stefan. Cassiel always seemed to adopt the stranglers, the ones who needed a home to comfort. 
“Did you see Mel?” Isabelle asked, raising an eyebrow. “I heard Tamra talking about Mel at the Roadhouse.” 
“Nope, Cassiel and Jon had a tough talk with her,” Coral answered. “I heard him on the phone.” 
Shaking her head, Isabelle sighed. “Leave it the nephelm to be trouble,” She laughed. 
“It’s those hunters she hangs with,” Coral argued. “Those boys are up to no good.” 
“Oh, not going to blame Stefan?”
 “Girl, no! have you seen him? He’s dark and delicious,” She laughed.
“I don’t get the whole greasy hair look.” 
The two continued to laugh and joke about the people in their lives. They had grown up in a full house.
 As a teenager, her, Coral, and Fae were always out running around, causing a little mischief. She remembered Cassiel being more worried about Melanie being alone in the Nephilim dorms. Of course, she had the master dorm. Though Isabelle thought of it more as a penthouse than a dorm. She did not know any dorm that was two stories high. 
Dropping Coral off at the shop, she headed towards home. There may have been something to what Fae was saying about reaching out to people more. She did feel better seeing her adoptive family. She missed them. 
However, she was on a road to make Cassiel and Jon proud. She wanted them to say, ‘This is our daughter. Though she had a feeling they, already, said it.’
It was something she did hope she could hear for herself, but knowing she was still loved by them, when she didn’t even know if her own parents were alive or the rest of her family for that matter. 
There were questions, and she couldn’t deny that meeting Daxen, dealing with the Abaddon issue would help her with whatever she needs. 


Chapter 6
Daxen heard the front door open and saw the beautiful red head walk through the door. He swore as he watched her, there was hearts, flowers, sparkling, glowing, and the way she walked in was like she was on the run way, begging him to come to her. 
He blinked again, and the image disapated and he watched her take her coat off. He turned around, focusing on the large big screen in front of him. 
“Welcome back,” He greeted over his shoulder, trying to calm himself. 
“Thanks, I think,” He heard her muttered. It was odd for him to greet her like they were familiar with one another, and on top of that, like it was his home. He knew it wasn’t, though it felt it.  He looked over his shoulder again, catching her pulling food out of the fridge. 
“Are you hungry?” He heard her asked.
 “Yeah, considering our meal was cut short.” 
He watched her pause then hit her head on the freezer door. He turned the television off, and got up from the couch. He could see something was off in her deamner and walked towards her. 
“It has been just a very long day,” She answered. He saw her eyes land on him, and he swore he could swin the beautiful green pools of her eyes. They seemed to sparkle, like there was so much life in them but also he could see the deeper side. She must have known her own struggles. He had an itch to reach out and touch her. Gosh, he couldn’t think of a better thing to do than to reach out and touch her.  “Which is has to be even more for you. Didn’t you just get in today?” 
That snapped him back to reality. He felt tired down into his bones, but the shower he had taken earlier really eased the stress. He felt much more comfortable in his t-shirt, and jeans currently. 
“I did, but your showers are amazing,” Daxen answered. “There is something very invigorating about them.” 
“Oh that’s probably the jasmine in the water,” Isabelle answered without a care, before turning around, and starting to put together things for sandwiches. “We put restorative spell on out bathroom system so a shower really will be a cure for all.” 
He couldn’t help laughing at the idea. They really did think of everything. It astounded him. 
“You could make millions on a hotel,” He responded, pulling an a iron stool away from the island and sitting down. 
“Coral is already looking into it,” Isabelle answered. “She is still working on the steam pool idea. She is getting stuck on the steam creating mold instantly. The amount of times I had to clean the house with disinfectant is frustrating.” 
Daxen couldn’t help laughing. “You know, you three could have your own reality tv show if world believed in witches.” 
Isabelle turned around, placing the fixing in front of him, and then taking a bite of her PB&J sandwich. 
“So, I have been told,” She smirked. He could feel her eyes on him, and the hair on the back of his neck stood, his beast growled with yearning. He cleared his throat, opting for the classic PB&J as well. He could not deny there was an animal yearning for her, but even he had to admit, he knew extraordinarily little about her. His soul, his beast, begged to know everything. 
He looked back up at her as he took began to eat his sandwich. Their eyes met and it felt like it was the very real understand. Their focus was on one another, and his heart rate kicked up. His breath hitched. If he was truthful, in his mind, he was already grabbing her and screwing her against the island. He would hear her moan his name, begging for more. 
He needed a cold shower. However, he was glued to his chair due the tent being pitched in his jeans. This was not something he was currently expecting. 
He had heard of imprinting before. He heard people explain it as someone finding that piece of their soul they did not know was missing. He called it fables and romantic stories people tell their children to get them to try for love. 
Sitting in front of Isabelle, both of them having a PB&J in their hands, their stares, their conversations (though limited as they had been) felt so natural. It was truly like finding a piece of himself. 
Problem was he didn’t know if he was ready for that piece yet. He didn’t feel ready for that piece. He wanted to be ready when he found his imprinted. He had seen himself in a different part of his life. 
Breaking the eye contact, he got up from the island. He lifted his sandwich with a small smile. “Thanks. I think I am going to relax in my room for the rest of the night.” 
Without a word, he went upstairs, running from what he was feeling. Daxen didn’t know what he was running. He was good position in life. He had enough money to do whatever he wanted for the rest of his life. He had a great career. He had a great show. He was a well loved actor. 
Except, Daxen was beginning to realize it wasn’t who he was. The life, admit without the darkness, was what he loved. He enjoyed the wonder of seeing a witch do something in real life, not in CGI. 
The question began, what was he going to do going forward?
*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*
The garden was even more amazing in the morning light. Despite the changing of tree colors, there were blooms of colorful flowers alone the stone path, leading towards the basement and towards the tree built doorway. There he could see the sunlight shining through, onto the leaves, twinkling lights floating everywhere, echoes of colors flashing back and forth, hint the dragons were deep in.
That was where Daxen had found Isabelle. She was deep in the forest, sitting with the dragons. He was surprised to see a stone bench. He did not remember seeing it the night before. However, he would not be surprised if it had been conjured up. 
He had to admit, from afar, she looked pieceful, almost one with nature. She had a dragon on her lap, petting him like a cat, and from what he heard, purring like one too. 
Still, her face seemed relaxed, her creamy complexion complimented against the baiges, and the yellows. Her hair was matching the red in the leaves over her. The dragon was being fed berrys, blowing little smoke rings around them as they ate them. The bounced around, curling around her neck, happy to be fed. One of them rubbing their head against her cheek. Her cheeks looked like they were going pink in the chilly weather. 
The temperature had dropped over night. So the pleasant sixty degrees had given away to the brutual cold of upper twenties. He could see each breath she took. Curled up in a bright green cloak with fur around the hood. If he was a betting man, he would bet it was faux fur. He didn’t know Isabelle long, but he could already tell how much of an animal lover she was. Her spirit, he sensed was too gentle for that. 
He had to admit, she had an air of innocence to her. An air of a China doll that could break at a moment’s notice. However, the women he met last night at dinner, was anything but breakable. There was fire in her. He would lie if it didn’t attract him more. He loved a woman with a fire in her belly, and he saw it in her. 
When Daxen felt enough like a creep for watching her, he was about to say something when he heard the loveliest tune come out of her. It sounded like a lullaby, but he did not recognize the language. However, he didn’t need to understand the words. Her voice seemed to flow through his ears and travel towards his heart. Every word hit his chest with a big thunk and he felt his attraction grow stronger. 
He swallowed hard as he felt locked in his space, too afraid to make the music stop. It sounded like angels singing, every tune clear, on point, and enthusiastic. 
The birds began to fly in, singing along with the music and he swore he walked out of a fairy tale. Was she a fairy princess and no one told him? Hell, nothing would surprise him too much anymore. 
He waited for the mice or any other furry animals to come running to give her a new dress or offer to build her clothes. However, that may have been too ridiculous even for him. 
When she slowly stopped, he saw her green eyes open, and they seemed even more vibrant green then they were last night. They were glowing. Her lips redder than usual, her hair turning a deeper red, flowing in a winder that didn’t exist. 
As he stood there, he watched as a white light came from dirt at her slip-on shoes to flowing the outline of her green plaid dress, following up the curbs of her body, up to her hair, her entire body encased in the bright light. He was stunned by what she was doing. 
Just as quickly as it happened, it was over. He was just frozen in place. He wish he could move. The last thing he wanted was for her to throw him out for being a creeper. 
“Oh, hello, Daxen,” Isabelle greeted, as he saw her eyes settled back to the dark emerald colored.
Settling, Daxen smiled, feeling his body able to move again, and moved towards her. He got a closer look at the dragons. It looked like they had scales and feathers. He was surprised to the find, but they also looked touchable. 
He reached out slowly, and the faded blue to green dragon, jumped from Isabelle’s shoulder to his arm. He hoped the entire way, until he seemed to settle on his shoulder. Daxen laughed, looking over at it. 
“I never thought a dragon would like a wolf,” He laughed. 
“Dragons can sense whether there is good in people,” She answered, petting the purple to pink dragon. “He senses good in you, and chose to trust you.” 
Daxen looked at her. “Does this mean, you trust me now?” 
Isabelle frowned, shaking her head. “I never said I didn’t trust you,” She corrected. “I simply said that you had left the pack behind. How well do you really know what was going on?” 
Daxen looked at the little dragon on his shoulder. Reaching down, he picked up a berry from the bowl next to her, and fed it to the animal. 
“You’re right,” He answered. “I don’t. I had no idea this was going on.” 
“I know.” 
He looked over at her for a moment to see if it was judgement or smugness. He saw neither in her face. He found understand and openness. Daxen had been wrong about her statements from before. 
“I need to make it right.” 
“I understand.” 
He nodded as he sensed she did understand. He was getting that she was intune with a lot more than she let on, and began to wonder if that innocence that she portrayed hid just how strong she was under the surface. He wondered if anyone was ever able to scratch that surface to see who she really was. 
“I did find something out last night,” She continued. “A demon by the name of Abaddon is coming after you. However, we can’t figure out why.” 
“Abaddon?” He echoed. 
He looked around at the butterflies circling them, the dragons trying to catch them, but the butterflies moving away just in time before they can be caught. 
“Cassiel has asked for us to meet him this afternoon at the wolf faction,” She instructed ignoring his question. “He wants to get a true sense of the situation.” 
Daxen tilted his head slightly. Doing so caused the dragon to lean over and lick him. He was startled for a moment before smirking. He padded the dragon’s little head. 
“Who is Cassiel?” he asked a little confused. “How will he help with things?” 
“Oh, I’m sorry, I forgot the important detail. Cassiel is an angel and my adoptive father.” 
That caught his full attention. “Adoptive father? That had to be odd being a wiccan being raised by an angel.” 
“Oh, not really. Cassiel was always different of the angels. He has a wonderful partner. His name is Jon.”
“His?” 
Daxen retracted a little. Isabelle was just filled with surprises. That was for damn sure. Not only was she raised by an angel. She was raised by a gay angel. Well, that just made her the most interesting person he had ever met. 
“Yes,” She answered simply, and said nothing more. It was like a dare from her to insult her care giver. He watched her shoulders relax when he said nothing more. 
“You are an intriguing woman, Isabelle.” 
He seemed to have caught her off guard with that one. Good, he had to get her on her toes. It couldn’t just be her shocking him this morning. 
Knowing, he could shock her was a good thing. Though with such a compliment, it made him wonder how many time she had been truly complimented. 
“I appreciate the compliment, but I’m just a person who lived,” She answered, shrugging off the compliment. 
“Not like you,” He answered. “It’s not a bad thing. It makes so much more interesting. Think about it, how many other people have an angel as an adoptive father? Not many.” 
“Well if you include me, coral, and melanie, not to mention Fae,” She counted on her fingers. “eight.” 
“Eight!” 
He heard her laugh. “Are you a parot today? You seemed to be echoing a lot of my speech.” 
Daxen’s face fell as he narrowed his eyes at her. He annoyance rose a little until he watched her eyes crinkle a little and she started snickering behind her leather gloved hand. It was placed over her mouth, her shoulders shake as she giggled. 
His annoyance slipped away. Her laugh was just as gorgeous as her singing voice. It rang through out the forest, and to him, it sounded like heaven. 
The woman would get away with murder to him. All he had to see those eyes light up and he would forgive her. He wondered if her family was under her spell. He wondered if they ever felt their anger slip away when she was this happy. 
“Har har,” Daxen remarked, then rubbed his ungloved hands together. “I am going to head in and make coffee. Would you like some? Maybe I can whip up pancakes.” 
He watched her eyes light up even more and he knew he was doomed. He would never be able to say no to her, even if he felt he wasn’t ready. The rest of him was. 
*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*
Isabelle would be lying if she said she wasn’t enjoying Daxen’s company. The walk back from the forest had been one of giggles and sharing stories. She heard about times his brothers and him tossed his sisters into the leaf piles. She heard about his job and the show, which she did admit she hadn’t seen it. She just knew of it from working at the store. She admitted to him that growing up with foster sisters felt a lot different than growing up with real sisters. 
In a span of an hour, they had told each other about the other’s lives, recent ex’s. Hers had been cheater and verbally abusive. Thankfully, she had gotten out early before any damage had been done. He hadn’t had a relationship for three years now due to the constant stress of the media. 
“I am just waiting for the right one,” Daxen had explained.
She had to wonder what would the right one be for Daxen. Would it be the perfect blonde model that seemed to be on all actors’ arms or would he branch out? She didn’t ask, because she knew it wasn’t her business. 
She wanted to know though. She wanted to be that woman for him. Of course, Isabelle would not change herself for him. She just hoped in her soul that he would say that she was enough. She was enough for herself. She just needed that in her partner. 
Considering her size, not many partners would ever think that. They would edge her to lose weight, criticize her weight, or turned it into a fetish. The last thing she needed was to be someone’s sex object. 
No, she was good on her own. 
And yet-
That little phrase sat in her brain as she sat across from him. She noticed the dipples the deepened his cheeks as he laughed. She noticed the way he threw his head back with a deep laugh, causing her to laugh even more as he did. She noticed the way he looked her right in the eyes when they spoke. He never flinched away and he always seemed to move closers then father. 
In the time she spoke with him, the more beautiful he became, because his soul was showing through. He had a beautiful aura. He had a beautiful soul. The dragon was right to trust him. Nothing was more beautiful than what was inside of him. 
Isabelle wondered who would ever want to destroy that. That inside of her, she really wanted to protect him. It was almost a one eighty for her. Every fiber wanted to protect him from the darkness outside trying to destroy him. 
She never felt that urge before. That was a new one for her. Perhaps it was the friendship she was creating with him. 
Who was she kidding? 
It wasn’t a friendship. She had a massive crush on him and she felt like she was in high school again, ready to run to her locker to tell her best friend about the amazing boy she met and how they hit it off. No, she had a very big school girl crush and it felt like a very long time since she had felt that way. 
“So, I waited for Duncan at the stabled then jumped on him from the roof, landing us both into a huge snow pile.”
Isabelle came back to the current story and put in the proper laugh. “You siblings really had a thing for piles of something didn’t they?” She remarked. 
She listened to his deep, hardy laugh. She noted that he hadn’t shaved that morning. He was looking a little more rugged. A nice shadow was growing across his face, and she admitted it gave his appearance some edge. His milk chocolate chin length hair falling in his face as he laugh. She watched his strong forearm, push the hair out of his face. The gray t-shirt he was wearing showed exactly how much he worked out. 
“Oh yeah,” He answered finally getting his breath. “We tossed Byron into a pile of horse manure when we were thirteen. Oh man, our old man had our hides red for that. Mom had to spray him down in the yard.” 
“No wonder your mother is gray,” She laughed. “You and your brothers put your mom through hell.” 
She heard him snicker and she found she loved that sound. If she could find a reason to always make him laugh, Isabelle swore she would do it. She put her chin in her hand, as she continued to listen to his family stories. She watched him talk with his eyes. She noted how strong his hands looked. 
Like the rest of him, his fingers were long too. It seemed everything was proportioned perfectly. She wondered if he was well proportioned downstairs too. 
Wait what? - She thought. 
Isabelle that was not a train of thought she was ready for. She kept herself in her same position so not to trigger him, and continued to smile at him. She focused back into the story for a moment.
“The Christmas tree went-“
Another moment of chaos. She wondered if they had kids, if they would take after her or him. It would be frightening to think if they had a boy he would take after him. 
Whoa there hoochy mama! - She thought. You have known him two days. Do not be psycho and plan your lives. 
She needed to calm down. She was putting five carts before even knowing she had horses to pull them. Isabelle shifted, taking a deep gulp of her coffee, happy for the caffeine to hit her blood stream. 
“But I am just talking about me,” He finally said. “I want to hear about you.” 
“Me? You heard my story outside,” She laughed. “Plus, I love hearing your story. If you would never know you were a werewolf, the way you talk about your family, the way you are with your brothers. It’s all so normal.” 
“Of course it is,” He replied. “Being a werewolf is just one part of who I am. It isn’t my whole identity. Sure, I know a lot of people in the faction where it’s their whole spiel. It just isn’t mine. I love being a werewolf. I love being able to run at a drop of a hat. I love being able to heal quicker. I also love football and PB&J sandwiches and being an actor. These all just add up to me.” 
Isabelle sat back in her chair, surprised to hear that from him. She hadn’t expected that. From the look on his face, something clicked in his mind too and seemed to resonate with him.  
“Don’t you ever feel that way?” he asked, softly. She was caught off guard by him reaching acrossing the table and putting his hand on hers. She looked down at the hands then back up at him. 
“Honestly, no,” She answered. “I always felt like I had to choose a particular life and continue with it.” 
There was a beat of silence before he nodded really thinking about it. 
“Well yeah, you went from witch household to an angel household to a mixture one,” He agreed. “It is hard to really discover who you are when you are influenced by so much. However, you also got to play with all the different type of hats.” 
Thinking about what he was saying, Isabelle nodded along. It was true, and she wouldn’t trade it in for anything. 
“You have a point in a way, but it was so complicated, I just kind of gave up and just went and did myself.” 
“That’s an awesome way to do it too.” 
Isabelle smiled. 
“I don’t think a lot of people realize what it is like to try to be normal,” Daxen continue. “You have to fit into a specific box. Witches only can do certain things, werewolves can do certain things, but humans and vampires seem to be able to do anything.” 
“It’s a stereotype thing,” Isabelle added, then sitting back. “Think about it, witches are seen as ones who run little shops or be healers. That’s all they are known as. In reality, we could be so much more if given the opportunity.” 
She saw the Daxen’s smile grow as he seemed to nod along. “Werewolves are seen as gruff people, running bars or mechanics.” 
“Well for the record, Stefan does run a mechanic shop.” 
“Stefan?”
“Oh, my adoptive sister’s friend. He’s a werewolf, he’s on the council.” 
“You mean Stefan Creekmore?” Daxen sat back and whistled. “Was not expecting that connection. He and I are both heads of the council. We had weekly meetings about the condition of the faction.”
Isabelle raised her eyebrow at him. “Virtual ones. I can’t teleport quite yet.” 
She couldn’t help laughing at him. The idea of teleporting would be amazing, but she didn’t know any potions yet that could pull an harry potter teleportation. 
“Nice thought though,” She confessed. “Jump into a fireplace and just poof somewhere.” 
“Ah, that would be the easy life. Just poof to the store during a snowstorm. Imagine, trying to get groceries home.” 
Unable to help herself, Isabelle slapped the top of her chest as she threw her head back laughing at the idea. All she could see is her struggling with her groceries trying to get them all in and be able to say the right words trying to get home. 
She laughed so hard, she could barely breath, and began coughing. She took another sip of her coffee, to settle the cough, and wiping her eye. 
“That’s an image,” She laughed. “Perhaps, that’s why we haven’t created it.” 
“Who said you haven’t yet,” He suggested, causing her to choke on her coffee. “Oh, I never even thought about that.” 
Then the smile faded from her face. Fireplace. She looked over his shoulder, then back at him. It was starting to make sense. 
“Daxen, you said your pack is one of the oldest families right?” She asked. 
She saw his curiosity on his face as he nodded. “The rest of the homes in the faction were of new ones, probably around the 1990s. They don’t have chimneys.” 
Daxen stared at her as to say ‘and?’. She slapped her forehead. “Only your pack had homes with fireplaces! That is why it seems only your pack is affected. They’re using the chimney in the home to get into the house!” 
She watched as his face lightened with realization then looked at her fireplace too. 
“By why the fireplace? The window would be just as effective.” 
“Because it would get noticed,” She answered. “Think about it, at night, no one is going to think twice about smoke coming out of a chimney. If they had gone through the window, someone would notice, and get suspicious. Chimney, either they won’t see it because it blends into the night sky or they think someone one-“ 
“has a fire in the fireplace,” Daxen finished. “That does explain it. I still don’t understand though. Why the wolves? What could she try to accomplish by it? So you think I am not a target? Just a coincidence?” 
Isabelle sat for a second. She felt her soul reach through the floor, down to the ground, into the flow energy of the world. It was her way to connect to the earth. Her way of elements and auras. 
“You’re still the main target,” She whispered, her voice soft. “There is something dark in the energy of the area. It’s not just the wolf faction. It’s there under the surface, bubbling, looking for-“ 
Just then a flash of black eyes, came across her mind and screamed at her with fanged teeth, claws trying to get at her. She disconnected instantly, and screamed. 
Her heart slammed against her chest, her chest heaving, hands shaking, her blood running cold. It was there, waiting. It was waiting for a connection. She hoped it didn’t get out, but she still worried. 
She felt strong hands on her shoulders. Her eyes slowly looking up at him, trying to focus in. Her soul sensed death. She could smell the rotting flesh in her nostril. Her stomach churned as the room around her flashed back and forth. The image of the world on fire, everything on a massive scale, bombs everywhere, and people laying dead in the street. Those who were not dead were armed head to toe with guns, shoot at…
Oh god, She screamed in her mind. 
It was zombies. She thought they were fake. It was one horror thing the humans could have. But they were there. Walking the streets, looking for food, and they were strong. They weren’t slow. They galloped like animals on all fours, blood dripping from their faces. They were looking for their next meal. Then she could hear the screeching laughter. It echoed through the gray sky, unable to find the location. 
She lost all sense of where she was. The air felt cold, she could feel the street. She was stuck, unable to move away from the destruction that was in front of her. 
“Izzie!” she heard screaming in her head snapped her back. Cool air rushed her back to her body, and she was there. The gray eyes staring at her. He was inches away from her, feeling his hot breath. There was no sound in the house. It almost felt unreal. 
For a moment, she questioned if she had put herself in a safe space, then she heard a purr, and felt rubbing against her leg. Things crashed back into place and her senses reset instantly. 
She finally connected with the gray eyes, seeing the frown deep across his face. Then she registered his rough hand against her cheek, and she was happy to feel something so warm. 
“Are you alright?” He asked softly. “You’re white as a ghost.” 
Her heart started to settle as she felt her breath return to normal, but she still felt cold. She felt exhausted. She felt disassociated at the moment. 
“No,” She whispered. “I don’t think I am.” 
That’s when the went black.
*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*
Daxen had caught her instantly. He had never felt such panic until her eyes turned white and she began to scream like a banshee. Her color was gone, and she looked barely human. 
Holding her in his arms, he looked at her face, waiting for color to come back. Isabelle had seemed cognitive before she passed out. He had hoped he would have found out what happened. 
Unfortunately, now he was left in a quiet house, her screaming echoing in his mind. It was blood curtling. The idea what she could have saw was too much. 
Placing her on the couch, he gently moved a red piece from her face, her lips looking so luscious. His finger ran gently against her lips, feeling how soft them were. His finger tips continued against her check, and slowly tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. 
That’s when he saw it. 
He swallowed hard as his heart dropped to the floor. There was a black vein on the side of her face. However, there was something different than the ones were on the other people. No, this one seemed to be flashing green. 
“she’s poisoned,” He whispered. He felt around in his pockets and found his phone. He needed to call Fae. She would need to know what was going on. Hell, she would have an answer to fix Isabelle. He couldn’t let her be poisoned. 
His hands shook as he tried to focus his phone for it to pick up his face, then tried to find Fae’s phone number. 
“God damn it,” He muttered angrily. “Where the fuck is it!” 
He continued to scroll up and down, until he finally found it on the fourth circle around. He tapped her and hit call aggressively. 
He held the phone between his ear and his shoulder, stretching his hand out. The claws were coming out again. If he wasn’t careful, he was going to wolf out and it wouldn’t do any better. 
“Yeah?” He heard on the other end. He sensed the tired annoyance. 
“Fae, it’s Daxen. Something’s happened.” 
“Is Izzie okay?” She immediately asked. He looked over at the white pallet. Isabelle’s chest moved deep and shallow. Though her face looked asleep, she looked in pain. 
“No,” He whispered, then swallowed. “Just get here.” 
He, apparently, didn’t have to say it twice because the phone beeped at him, announcing the phone call had ended. 
Daxen sat down on the coffee table, and caressed Isabelle’s cheek. “Be okay,” He whispered. “Just be okay.” 
*!*!*!*!*!*!*!*
She was lost. That’s what it felt like. She was lost in a city of gray and destruction. Isabelle couldn’t breathe. She felt as if something was on her chest, and she struggled, hiding behind the large dumpster. Her knees pulled up as far as she could to her chest, and all she could do was rock back and forth. 
“It’s not real,” She whispered to herself. She just needed to remind herself. It was an illusion. It was trying to tear her apart mentally. 
“Oh, honey, who cares if it’s not real,” She heard behind her. 
Isabelle froze for a second. She released her legs slowly, and moved so she could see the woman with long blonde hair, standing in a skin tight suit. 
“All I need is your sense, and you can still die,” She chided.
“Why? Why are you doing this?” 
There was a laugh so deep, and so ear scratching, it put Isabelle’s skin on edge. 
“Because I can,” She answered. “Now, if you excuse me, I have people to feed my hellhounds to.” 
Hellhounds? That peaked Isabelle’s interest, following the leashes to the zombies she had seen earlier. They were children this time. Half of their face was missing, but they were chomping at the bits. 
And just like she appeared, the blonde with the zombie children disappeared. Isabelle stood up, looking at the people running, the screaming, but things were starting to make sense. 
Slowly, heading towards the road, Isabelle peered out, the cars were on fire, the military were shooting, but they made sense. Everything was clicking into place. 
She looked at the opposite direction, she saw Abbadon sitting on a thrown, the zombies surrounding her, snarling, waiting for the command. The one standing next to her, she recognized the golden eyes, the claws, but his skin color was a pale blue, his mouth full of fangs. He was laughing with Abaddon, and he was….
Her stomach turned as she watched as Abbadon touched his lower parts and he seemed to like it. It took everything not to throw up. She swallowed a large lump and the scene played out. Vision Daxen released them just as the military sat in thanks and behind their baracades, shooting. 
Nothing was working, of course. They couldn’t be killed. It all made so much sense. 
“Werewolves,” She whispered, groaning. They healed easily. Abaddon could raise them, and she could conquer the world. 
The piece still didn’t fit. Why Daxen as the leader? She just wants him to be the leader or was there more. 
Why was it she put one more piece in the puzzle, the picture wasn’t still clear? 
She backed away from the scene as she knew how it would end. She didn’t need to future teller to predict it. 
All she did know, they needed to protect Daxen. She just didn’t know how she could stop it. 
*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*
“How long as she been like this?” 
Daxen stood behind the couch. The short curly haired angel was hovering over her, touching her forehead, and cheeks. 
“Almost an hour,” He answered, swallowing. Fae had showed up with a squad of people. He had expected Fae to come running, he hadn’t expected to meet Cassiel, Jon, and Coral all at once. 
The side of Isabelle’s cheek was glowing a deeper black and flashing creek, crack like design going across her face. He hated to admit it, but he felt helpless. 
“Break down for me, exactly what happened?” Cassiel urged, sternly. 
“I don’t know. One minute she was talking to me, the next she was silent and then her eyes went white, and she was screaming,” Daxen rambled. “She came to for a moment, then just passed out. The crack has been growing for the last hour.” 
He didn’t like just standing there. He didn’t like being shoved to a corner. He foot continued to tap as he talked. He had his day planned. He would take her out. Surprise her by asking her on a date like lunch, so it didn’t feel too obligated, and they would take a stroll. It would start slowly. 
Now Daxen was there. Just standing, watching her friends’ fuss over her, her adoptive father, staring at him like he was the cause, and he felt like he was. 
He watched as the angel closed his eyes, waving his hand over her, then touch her forehead. Suddenly, he witnessed her the crack disappear, and the color came rushing back to her face. 
His shoulder’s shagged, and her eyes popped open. The confusion rushed over her face. He touched his skin, shocked how cold her hands still were. He had tossed a blanket on her after she collapsed, and thought the blanket would warm her. 
“Werewolves,” She whispered, hoarsely, looking at him, then looking at Cassiel. “Zombies.” Her eyes closed, and she was out again, but he noticed her chest wasn’t as shallow. 
“Zombies?” Daxen echoed as he looked at Cassiel. 
He watched as the dark haired man stood up, straightening his jeans. 
“We will have to wait until she wakes,” Cassiel responded. “She was stuck in a deep thread in the earth. Someone was using her to project their intentions.” 
Daxen moved around the couch, knowing he could do something. He moved between the people. He gently moved his arms under her, and picked her up, holding her closed to his chest. 
For now, she was okay. For now, things were okay. Isabelle was okay. She was safe in his arms, feeling her breath on his neck. His cheek pressed against her head. 
“I don’t know how imprinting works,” He whispered. “But don’t do anything stupid for me. I need you around.” 
Deep down, it was the truth. He meant it in his bones. Even laying her on her bed, when he made it upstairs, he didn’t want to let her go. There was a pull to him that he needed to stay with her. 
As he pulled the blankets over her, he caught a glance of the framed photo on her nightstand. A little girl, sitting quietly on a porch, a big black wolf, sitting in front of her. He recognized it instantly. 
It was him. He remembered saving a little girl in a lake when he was kid. However, he never thought of it much. It was painful memory for him. He showed up to the house one day after a trip, and the house was empty. She had been gone. His insides twisted with pain, thinking about it. He had lost his friend. 
Then it hit him. She was gone. She was gone because her parents had been on the run. It made sense now. He looked back at the woman laying on the bed, feeling like it was a thousand years ago. 
“Fate,” He whispered to himself. 
He remembered his mother saying fate had a funny way of bringing people together. The universe demands it, then it will happen. 
Daxen began to wonder what else the universe did to bring them back together. Perhaps they had been too stubborn and this was created so they could get together.  
He smirked to himself. He found his lake girl. He wasn’t going to lose her again. 
*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*
Her head hurt. 
That was putting it very lightly. It felt like a night she drank too much with Fae. The pounding slamming against skull. 
Isabelle slowly opened her eyes. The room was pitch black, with just blue glow coming through the curtain. 
She looked over at her clock. It was three in the morning. What? 
Then it all slammed back to her memory, making her wince. Oh, right. The vision. She needed to tell Cassiel. She needed to tell everyone. 
Though she wasn’t sure what she could do to fight them. Hell she didn’t know what she could do to stop Daxen from going over to the darker side. Nothing made exact sense at the moment. 
She opened her eyes again when she heard a snore. She opened her eyes again, not as worried for bright sunlight. She waited until her eyes adjusted to the darkness. 
Once her eyes had adjusted, she put the details of Daxen in the corner together. Corner was a relative term. He was passed out on her new couch, the stuffed wolf on his chest. His brown hair cover his face, moving as he snored. 
She couldn’t stop the smile growing across her face. In a matter of barely a day, she went from barely knowing him, to him sleeping in her bedroom. 
Isabelle sat up weakly, careful not to make a sound. She grabbed the two aspirin on the side table and her water. She popped them into her mouth and took a deep drink of the water, letting the refreshment filter through her body. 
She next grabbed her phone, and opened her email. She hadn’t responded to her penpal. She didn’t get a chance to. After she had finished reading the email, Daxen’s mother came into the shop, then everything went into chaos. 
To: Wolfboy84@chatmail.com
From: Ladybug83@chatmail.com 
I am glad to have heard from you too. I do hope your mother is alright. Things are a bit chaotic here. We got a guest staying with us. Respecting the privacy of the client, I can’t give away anything. If I don’t respond again, I am away on a job again. I must admit, this is the most alive I have felt in a long time. I think I may have found a new career.
Isabelle sighed, hitting send on her phone. She sat back against her pillow, closing her eyes again, when she heard a phone beep within minutes. She opened her eyes, looking at her phone. 
She, then, saw another phone on the other side of her nightstand. It beeped against. She leaned over and saw her email on the screen. Her eyes went wide with surprise. 
Her eyes landed on Daxen again. So he was the person she had been communicating with for the last five years. She couldn’t believe it. 
“Universe has a way,” She whispered, no longer feeling tired. She would be lying if she said she wasn’t thrilled with the idea. 
Isabelle was a strong believer in the universe. When it came to the universe, things that needed to happen, would happen, and if someone or something was too slow about it, universe would move it along quicker. 
Though, I doubted that the universe would send Abaddon after Daxen just to get them to meet. She wasn’t that full of herself. 
Creeping slowly to the bedroom door, she opened it slowly not to wake anyone in the house, even if everyone was in the bedroom. 
She smelled a wonderful aroma of spices, fruits, and herbs. Fae must have come home while she was out. Hopefully, Daxen didn’t tell her about the little incident. 
“Oh thank the goddess!” She heard from the bottom of the stairs. 
Welp, that answered her questions. Isabelle took a mental breath, then felt a little lighter when she saw Cassiel and Jon sitting at the counter. 
“What are you doing here?” She asked, skipping the last two steps. She walked quickly over to them, and hugged them. 
“Fae called us,” He answered, hugging her tight against his chest. “You had me worried. You looked like death.” 
He pulled back, eyeing her face, putting his hand on her forehead. She watched as his shoulders sagged. 
“Thank god,” He whispered, before pulling her back into a hug. “Don’t do that again.” 
Isabelle said nothing but hugged him back. She closed her eyes, taking in his strong woodsy smell. It had been so long since she hugged him. It brought her real comfort. 
“Sorry,” She whispered. “I hadn’t expected that. I just wanted to tap into the earth to see if I could get a sense.” 
Cassiel pulled away from her, looking at her frowning. He looked about ready to lecture before he was shoved aside, and Jon moved in, hugging her instead. 
“Honey, you had us all worried,” Jon interjected tightly, towards Cassiel. 
“You’re a moron,” Fae scolded, frowning, and threw a piece of bread at her head. She laughed, swatting the piece away. 
“But listen, I think I understand why the werewolves,” Isabelle urged. She opened her mouth, then stopped hearing a door slammed open, and a pounding of feet against the floor upstairs. It sounded like elephants. 
“What the hell?” Coral muttered with her mouth full. 
Daxen appeared at the top of the stairs. He seemed to relax when he looked at her. She frowned, confused. She didn’t think him waking up without her would panic him. Of course, she never thought that being ‘destined’ for someone would be soul opening either. 
“Hey, sleepy head,” She greeted with a small smile. 
“For the love of god woman!” He cried. “You are trying to give me a heart attack.” 
Isabelle laughed, tilting her head. “You panic too much,” She teased, ready for laughter in the house. However, she was met with silence. She frowned. “What?” 
“Izzie, you’ve been out for two days,” Fae explained. “You were practically dead.” 
“Come on, everyone is over thinking this,” Isabelle dismissed. 
She couldn’t have lost two days. She, really, couldn’t have. Her tapping into the earth had never zapped her to a point of two days of recovery. In fact, when she tapped into the earth, she always felt rejuvenated rather than depleted. 
She looked between everyone, waiting for the “Just Joking”. It never came. She continued to look between all the faces in the room, waiting for the laugh. 
“Come on, that can’t be,” She repeated. “Seriously, I know my power. Stop pulling my leg, it’s not funny.” 
Her smile fading from her face and feeling a sense of panic filling her. It was a circle of all the faces repeatedly. 
Daxen walked over to her and made her look straight at him. She stared at the turquoise eyes with the gold edging. They were so gentle. She had feared to see pity. She didn’t see it. She saw concern for her. He ran her fingers against her cheek. 
“It was a bad episode, Isabelle,” he said to her gently. “I never witnessed witchcraft, but whatever you tapped into was the magic.” 
 Feeling the room spinning, she dropped to the stool, grasping it. 
“Abaddon?” she asked softly. 
“Probably,” Cassiel responded. “We think she got a tip off he was in your grasp and manipulated a way for you to tap her.” 
“The werezombies,” She whispered, putting her hand on her head. 
“Why do you keep saying zombies?” Coral asked. “You realize those don’t exist right?” 
Isabelle looked over at Coral, not feeling good about the whole ordeal. “Not yet,” She answered. She looked up at the team around her. “I saw them in my vision. That’s what happened. I had a vision where the world was destroyed and there were zombies. But not any type of zombies, they were were-zombies. She had them on leashes. Military was trying to kill them, capturing our kind as we were a threat, and the were-zombies healed and kept attacking.” 
The room went tense. She didn’t even tell them about Daxen at Abaddon at her side. She didn’t want to tell them that. She didn’t want to believe he would fall to Abaddon’s clutches. She knew if she announced it, they would put him under lock and key. 
“Well,” Fae cleared her throat. “Uh, anyone want a three am French toast?” 
The change of subject was so abrupt, she felt she had whiplash. She frowned at her, like she was insane. 
“Fae, Abaddon is trying to make werezombies!” Isabelle repeated. “Take a moment to absorb that. WEREZOMBIES!”
She wanted to shake sense into her best friend. It wasn’t a time for them to nonchalantly eat breakfast and pretend things are grand. They lost two days, and she feared it gave Abaddon a head start. 
“I got it,” Fae responded. “We get silver bullets to the heart or head, and that’s taken care of. The demon bitch isn’t going to ruin our day or the fact, you’re awake or delicious French toast I was making.” 
Daxen touched her arm gently. “Hey, why don’t we head outside?” He suggested. “Let her cook and you can see after your dragons. They have been circling the forest.” 
Isabelle thankful for the reprieve, nodded. She felt lost at that moment, and she wasn’t sure what to do next. 
*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*
Daxen was thankful to be out of the house. Even more thankful, he was walking with Isabelle outside. They may not have been touching, they were very close. He wanted to reach out and take her hand into his. However, to her, they just met in person. To him, he was finally connecting with someone from so long ago. 
“You saw something else,” He said, looking out at the blue mushroom filled, glowing brightly through the tree. 
“What?” She asked, stopping. He looked over at her and saw the color draining from her face. Damn it, his hunch had been right. He hated when he was right. Actually no, he loved it when he was right. He just hadn’t wanted to be right this time. 
“Tell me, Izzie,” He urged gently. “What did you see? What is it you don’t want everyone else to know?” 
He watched her eyes darting back and forth, the battle across her face between not telling him and telling him. When she dropped her shoulders, he knew he had won. He watched her walk past him and to a lawn chair by the fire pit. It was filled with blue fire currently. It wasn’t putting off any heat. He wondered if it was just decoration. 
“Look this isn’t going to be easy to hear,” She started and he knew he wasn’t going to like it. 
“Was I a zombie too?” 
She gave a dark laugh. A laugh that caused him to be on even more edge. He kneeled in front of her, putting his hands on hers. 
“What was it? You can tell me.” 
“You were at her side,” She answered. That hit him like ice. He hadn’t expected that. What would force him to be at her side. 
“Okay,” He responded, simply. 
He saw the confusion on her face. “We know what might be, or hell what she wants, let’s figure out how to make it not so,” He explained. He reached up, running his hand across her cheek. “If I get a choice in the matter, I will fight the bitch tooth and nail not to be her side piece.” 
Her sigh gave him a small smile. Her leaning into his touch, and it felt like electricity following between them. 
“If you tell anyone I said this, I will tell them you’re a liar, but you had me worried.” 
The mixture of emotions on his face made him smile especially as she scuffed and shook her head. 
“My lips are seal. Your matcho ego is safe,” She promised. 
“Good. Now how about a walk? Also did you name your dragons?” 
He helped her stand up as he stood. “No,” She answered. 
“Well then, why don’t we figure out a name for them?” He suggested, putting her hand in his elbow and escorting towards the forest path. 
When he saw her smile, he swore she was brighter than any of the light sprites in the forest. 
He couldn’t help wondering if she was aware of how much she had wrapped him around her finger in such a little time. 
He was a gone guy. 


Chapter 7 
The walk in the woods had rejuvenated her. It probably helped that she was laughing most of the time during the walk. Daxen suggesting name for the dragons was the strangest. It wasn’t something mystical. No, it was things like, “Let’s name the blue one, Bob. He feels like a bob.” 
She couldn’t stop laughing at the idea. A dragon named bob. It was so ridiculous, she decided to go with it. Isabelle let Daxen name the dragon Bob, and she decided to name the faded pink dragon Morganite after a pink gem. She liked how it sounded. 
“It’s just not as cool,” He laughed walked towards the house. “I mean you have Bob. How awesome is that name for a dragon. It isn’t cliché!” 
Isabelle shrugged, stopping at the stairs. She looked up at them, knowing that there was a lot of people waiting for them to return, probably a lot of questions, and she wasn’t ready yet. 
“I am not ready to return yet,” She whispered, looking back at him. 
She closed her eyes as he reached over, pushing a piece of hair behind her ear. 
“Yeah, me either,” he agreed. “unfortunately, it’s four am and everything is closed, unless you want to hang with the vampires.” 
She scrunched up her face, shaking her head. “Nah, I will pass.” 
“Yeah, not something I want to do either.” 
He looked around the outside, for something they could do. He spotted the firepit again. His face lit up and snapped his fingers.
“You want to light the firepit, we could enjoy a good sunrise,” He suggested. “You can conjure coffee pot and I can brew it over the fire.” 
She tapped her jaw for a second, thinking it over. “Okay, yes on the fire, but I will conjure us the coffee that way we don’t have to refill or worry about the wrong temperature.” 
He smiled, putting his hand out. She took it, laughing. “Deal,” he answered. “Come on, let’s get comfy. I always loved a good sunrise.” 
She followed to the firepit. Standing over the red bricks. She waved her hand over, and the blue flame turned into a bright yellow and orange flames, flickering perfectly, not too big, and not too small. 
Going to the chairs, she snapped her fingers, and two coffee cups with lids appeared, steam rising from the little opening. She smiled, sitting in her spot. 
“When I was a kid, I used to wake up at ungodly hour just so I could watch the sunrise with my wolf,” Isabelle whispered. 
She remembered just waking up, sensing him outside, and rush outside. She always had a blanket wrapped around her. They would curl up in the corner of the porch, and just watched the water as it changed colors as the sky did, and the world slowly came to life. 
Isabelle loved the quiet of the morning. The whole world was asleep at one moment, and there was a stillness. A feeling it was just her and her wolf, enjoying the quiet. She loved that time of morning. 
“I would sit there, telling him stories or I would sing,” She sighed. “Or we would say nothing. He always seemed awake for hours with me. Then the sun would be fully up and he would run off. It was our moment.” 
Daxen stared into the fire smiling, remembering those mornings as well. It was the only time of day when he felt free. He could spend it with whoever he felt like. He could be whoever he wanted to be, and for those few hours, he wasn’t judge. He was free and loved. 
“It sounds nice,” He responded softly, then looked over at her. “Those are the important moments. I had similar experience growing up.” He saw her raise her eyebrow. “Okay, I didn’t have a werewolf. However, I used to sit up in the morning, watching the sunrise, wishing the world would stay that still.” 
“Perfect time of day,” She agreed. 
She sighed sitting back, taking a sip of her coffee, crossing her legs, letting the heat warm them. She glanced at him. The fire light gently dancing across his feature. They looked so soft. They looked so relaxed being by the fire. He was sitting there in his gray, blue, green, and brown plaid coat had a white cotton color, and someone suited him. He looked like an outdoorsman, and she wasn’t sure how, but he made it sexy. 
He was leaning forward in his chair, elbows resting on his thighs. His face seemed to be lost in thought, and she had to admit she liked it. 
Despite her best efforts, she was starting to really fall for Daxen. He was very layered and seemingly, she was beginning to see more and more sides of him. She didn’t know if it was love yet, but she did know that she was attracted to him and she was building quite a crush. 
“Penny for thoughts?” She asked, tilting her head. His head turned towards her and smiled. 
“I just love this place,” He whispered. “You can hear the crickets and you can also hear the stillness. Animals that are supposed to sleep are, and the night animals are being as quiet as possible. Of course, with the exception of crickets.” 
He smirked as she giggled. “It’s nice. You really made this place a home.” He looked down at his coffee before taking a nice swig of it. 
She looked back at the house then looked at Daxen. 
“Honestly, if I had my way, it would be a perfect little stone cabin,” She admitted. “Like the one you would see in a fairytale. A sweet fairy may live, or a princess would hide away. I always loved stone homes. Not only do they have the most history, but they are beautiful to design.” 
Isabelle looked over at Daxen, seeing his eyes twinkle and tilted her eyes. There was something just so familiar with his eyes. She just couldn’t put her finger on it. 
“If I had it my way, I would put my home in the woods, far away from everyone, and just enjoy nature.” 
Isabelle nodded. “I am surprised the werewolves was a suburban faction instead of a tree faction. It would make more sense for you to be connected to nature.” 
He shrugged. “I didn’t choose it. I, personally, hate it.” 
“Can’t you change it? I heard of the angels and vampires changing their type of factions often. Right now, Angel faction is McMansions …sort of. Some of them are really grand mansions.” 
They drifted into an easy conversation, about the homes, what they would do if they could change their factions, and what they truly wanted. At the end, it appeared they wanted the same type of home. 
“Does the werewolf faction allow different partners for their kind?” She asked. “I know here in the witch faction its hard not to find a witch that isn’t with someone from the factions.” 
He tiled his head in interest, then shook his head. “I am not sure,” He admitted. “I know it’s not banned, so for all I know that they do mix with other factions. I do not pay attention too much on their partners. There is more important things going on then that.” 
She leaned forward, stared on him with a smile. “Tell me something no one else knows about you.” 
“I draw.” 
That took her off guard. She hadn’t expected him to say that. Golf, maybe. Play baseball, probably, but not draw. He never struck her as an artist. 
“No shit, really?” She asked, surprised. “Like what? Do you go all Bob Ross and paint happy mistakes or do you paint people?” 
He laughed at her, shaking his head. “No, I draw with black chalk,” he answered. “Mostly, I draw people, but I am known to draw a happy little tree.” 
She tilted her head, giving him a softer smile. “I had no idea,” She whispered. “I just expected you to say you shoot guns and fix cars and do all the manly things.” 
“Well, I do shoot guns,” He corrected. “You have to on a farm, unfortunately. I have fixed a tractor or two in my day. However, I do branch out beyond those. However, don’t ask me to fix anything electrical. I am not that handy.” 
She laughed again and shrugged. “That’s whats magic is for,” Isabelle responded. “Poof, things are fixed.” 
Isabelle watched him sit back in his seat, crossing his ankles, smirking at him. “I could get used to that,” He laughed. “Maybe I need you to come with me on set so you can just instantly fix things so filming can go faster.” 
“Not sure it works like that.” 
“No, probably not, but it is a brilliant thought.”
She gave a soft laugh and nodded. “It is.” 
Looking back at the fire, they fell into a relaxing quiet. It wasn’t tense and there didn’t seem a need to fill it. They sat there, just listening to the song, as the light began to change the light in the sky. 
It was beautiful silence, just like the days when she had her wolf. It had felt so nice to feel that connection again in her adult life. 
As the sun began to shine through the tree, she felt a soft touch on her hand. She looked down and felt her head jump into her throat. His hand was resting gently on hers. 
It wasn’t one of reassurance as it had been earlier. This was very different. Their hands were intertwined and looked as if they were a couple. No matter how surprising the sudden movement was, it also felt the most natural for them. It was like their hands were build for one another to intertwine with. 
She let out a happy sigh and leaned her head back against the chair, looking up at the oranges, pinks, and slight blues showing in the sky. 
“No matter how many times I try to paint a sunrise, nothing ever really captures the beauty of the new day,” he whispered. 
She nodded in agreement. “It’s hard to,” She whispered. “There are somethings that need to be experienced in life every day.” 
He looked over at her, and smiled. “That goes for people too.” 
Isabelle raised her eyebrow at him, then smirked looking away. “Nice line.”
They both burst out laughing, before he bent down and kissed the back of her hand. A pop of butterflies burst into her stomach, and she wanted to just squeal like a sixteen-year-old. However, she settled for a large smile on her face. 
“You know, you look like you should always be kissed.” 
She laughed at the ridiculousness of the words. She looked around him for any empty bottles or anything that could cause mist. 
“What are you looking for?” He asked with a smirk. 
“A love position or love mist,” She answered. “You’re talking like a bad romance novel.” 
The depth of his laughter could be felt in her own bones. She shook her head and finished the last of her coffee. She hated to ruin their moment. However, her stomach was felt like it was gnawing on its self. 
“Come on, Casanova. Let’s get inside and see if they saved us any French toast.” 
*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*
After they got back, everyone fell into a morning routine, everyone having to wait for showers and change of clothes. Things continued on like everything was normal and they all had a sleep over. Daxen wished he had more alone time with her. He wished he could have gotten to spend the rest of the day with her like he had planned. 
She was in almost every thought of his. His one prejudice again witches was gone. It just disappeared into nothing when it came to her. To him, she was becoming his world, and he was making room in it for her. He did wonder how he would explain it to his family that he would be moving out of the faction. 
Daxen already knew he would move in with her in the cottage. How could he not? The quiet tranquility was something he had wanted for a long time, and he couldn’t get it at the werewolf faction. 
Yes, the house had a few acres of land behind it. However, the home overlooked the rest of the neighborhoods and honestly, he just didn’t see the appeal of overlooking everyone. 
He wanted to be hidden nature. He wanted to walk around without worrying about running into someone or if someone could see. There was utter privacy and he loved it. 
Beyond all of that, he wanted to be able to grab Isabelle whenever he wanted and kiss her. Kiss her hard and passionately, and frequently. Hell, if he known they were the only two there, he would have taken her into his arms, and they would have had sex right there, by the fire. 
The idea was stirring things in his nether region, and he knew he needed the shower next, a nice cold shower. All he could think about was her body under him, whether in pleasure. 
Running his fingers through his hair aggressively, he started pacing the hallway. Why did he have to share the guest bathroom suite? He needed a jerk off. He needed her to jerk him off. 
Damn it, Dax, you’re not a teenager – He snapped at himself mentally. Get yourself together! 
It had been a while since he had gotten laid, he had to admit. Perhaps, he should have said yes to the costume girl when she was suggesting it. At least, he wouldn’t have been edgy. 
Daxen stopped seeing Isabelle walk out of her bedroom. Her red hair wet from, what he assumed was a shower, the long sleeve shirt is what really got his attention. It was a deep D shaped shirt, where there was a strip of clothing at her neck but the chest was cut out. The way the golden trim surrounded the opening called attention to her cleavage. They were being held higher then he remembered, and got he wanted to bury himself in them.  
“Damn, you’re going to suffocate yourself with those,” He heard from the hall. The lavender haired woman, Coral I believe Isabelle called her, was walking towards her. He watched in horror, as she bounced Isabelle’s boobs and shook her head. “Girl, please make sure you don’t run today. You will punch yourself in the eye.” 
Isabelle smacked Coral’s hand and rolled her eyes. “Oh shut up, Cor,” She muttered, turning bright red. “I swear the way you and Fae carry on, you would think we were in high school.” 
Coral laughed and shrugged. “Who said just because we’re out, that we can’t have fun.” Coral tapped her temple then walked away, humming a song off tune. 
He swallowed as they both stood there a little awkwardly for a moment, he wasn’t sure how he was supposed to respond to it. He did not want to remark on the incident. However, all he could do was think about them bouncing. 
Thankfully, he was saved by Jon coming out of the bedroom. He gave Isabelle a nod, and ducked into the bedroom and rush to the shower. 
He hoped the house would empty soon. 
*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*
“That was just mean of you,” Fae chuckled. 
Isabelle was standing in the kitchen, munching on toast staring between Fae and Coral as they were laughing at the island. She took a bite of her toast, confused by the conversation. 
“I couldn’t help it, his tongue was practically hanging out,” Coral cooed. “It was too easy.” 
“What are you two gossiping about?” Isabelle asked. “You are laughing like a bunch of hyenas.” 
 She was greeted by more laughter. She rolled her eyes at them and reached over, making coffee appear. She grabbed her cup, sipping it slowly. 
“Your man is easy to tease?” 
She choked on her coffee, caught off guard by the remark. 
“My man?” She coughed. “What on earth?”
Fae leaned forward. “Don’t act dense. We are on to you. That top, the hair, that was all calculated.” 
“You haven’t worn that top in four years,” Coral added. 
“So you two have monitored my clothes now?” She asked. “And what is wrong with wet hair? I like the look.”
The two women in front of her looked at each other then rolled their eyes. 
“If that’s the lie you are tell yourself,” Fae said, leaning back. “But we have been friends with you for a long time. We know you.” 
Fae waved her finger up and down at Isabelle. Her eyebrows up, her face serious. Isabelle thought she looked ridiculous. 
“I will leave you two to your delusions,” She sighed. “No one is mine until they ask me. It’s call consent. Look it up.”
Flinging her red hair over her shoulder, she walked out of the kitchen, and to the couch, phone in hand. She wanted them all to leave, already.
Isabelle wasn’t going to admit it to her friends, the amount of squeals she would hear, but they were right. She had done it on purpose. However, the shirt was uncomfortable, and she was the bra. She would need to change later. 
The look on Daxen’s face did make her heart skip a beat. Heat in his eyes, she even saw his aura change color. It was like watching a flame as the colors had changed between red of anger and purple for passion. She had wondered why he was so upset with yearning. 
Aimlessly scrolling through one of her social media apps, she listened to the bustle behind her. People were packing up. She was so thankful for it. 
No one seemed to push further for the image she had, but Isabelle had a feeling it wasn’t due to them not wondering. It was more of a fear of what would happen to her. She couldn’t say she was surprised. However, she did want to talk about it. 
Though, admittedly, she just didn’t want to talk to her family about it. They would see it as a moment to protect her away from whatever the issue was, and worst yet, they would see it as an opportunity to separate her from Daxen. He would be too dangerous, and they would have a point. 
If Abaddon is after him and she saw him standing by her side, then she could be collaterial damage. However, it felt like the image wasn’t correct. Even in her mind, the image felt off. Like it was being manipulated. 
Again, that wouldn’t be a stretch. She had never gotten a vision before and being so inexperience with that, it would be easy to manipulate so she would believe it. 
Isabelle was tempted to go back in, but she knew if she did, she would freak everyone out. However, if she could work out what was being masked or kept her from seeing, then maybe they would find the key to fight the issue. 
“Hey,” a voice whispered in her ear. 
Isabelle jumped, then laughed seeing Daxen. “Sorry, lost in thought.” She looked over his shoulder, seeing no one around, then looked back at him. “No one home?” 
“Unfortunately, they are,” He whispered to her. “I was wondering if you wanted to walk the hub for a while. It would be nice to get out and away from prying eyes.” 
“Into more prying eyes?” She asked, raising her eyebrow. 
Daxen sighed, then nodded. “True,” He sighed. “Just getting restless. Been cooped up for two days.” 
She tapped her finger against her chin then smirked. “How about a drive instead?” 
His eyes lit up and she knew she had said the right thing. 
“Hey, you two, I need your help today,” Fae announced. “I am on book duty with Coral. Isabelle, I need you to run the store, and I assume lover boy knows how to run a cash register.” 
“I have worked in a store before,” Daxen grumbled, then sighed. 
“Hey, don’t get grumpy, you said you wanted to get out, this is the perfect chance,” Fae responded. “Plus, we get to keep an eye on both of you.” 
“Both of you?” Isabelle echoed. “What the hell does that mean?” 
“You just woke up after being out for two days because you decide to channel mother earth,” Fae responded. “This means you’re being targeted too and we need to watch you.” 
Isabelle craned her neck, feeling hot heat run through her body, anger rising in her. She was so tired. 
“For fuck sake, Fae, stop acting like my god damn mother!” Isabelle snapped, staring her down. “You have been on my ass about one thing or another for the last week or so. Just because I don’t fit neatly into your god damn box or to what you want me to, doesn’t mean you get to lecture me about everything in my fucking life. You’re not my mother. So, get your fucking head out of your fucking ass and leave me the fuck alone. Also, your store can fuck itself.”
Isabelle moved from the couch, shaking her head, heading towards the stairs, needing a break from everything. There was just too much going on and she needed a breather.


Chapter 8
There had to be something wrong with him. That was the only thing that made sense in Daxen’s eyes. It had to explain why he found it so sexual that Isabelle was cursing up a store, and just stormed out of the room. 
“There is something wrong,” Coral muttered, standing close to Fae. “That’s not like Isabelle.”
“Maybe just give it a break,” Daxen suggested. “Go do whatever you need to do, but I think we all should just give her a minute.” 
“He’s right,” Cassiel agreed, stepping forward. He clearly looked concerned, but not so much as the friends. “Girls, I know you mean well, but why don’t we just go investigate the faction like we originally planned. Daxen, I would suggest you come too, but I fear that it may make matters worse.” 
Daxen put his hand up, shaking his head. “I understand,” He smiled. “I’ll figure something out. I grab my laptop from my room and read some scripts. I am sure there is some horrid Christmas movie they want me to do.” 
He tried to joke to lighten the mood, but it didn’t seem so. It seemed the two friends were gravely concerned for their friend. Daxen could see where Isabelle was coming from. From what he was seeing, Fae was being dismissive lately and he was sure only anyone could take it for so long. 
“I will keep an eye on her, I promise,” Daxen assured. “I know the number.” 
He saw Cassiel smile and nod. He guided the girls out of the door to be sure that there was peace. 
Daxen didn’t relax until the group had left. They were alone again, and his heart skipped a beat. He wanted them to be alone. He just wanted to talk to her. He wanted to get her sense. He wanted to know her mind. He wanted to see into her soul and see if anything had changed since they were children. 
Turning from the front window, where he had been watching, he headed up the stairs, and to her room. He, almost, called it his room since he slept in there more than his own room. He saw her pacing the room, and frowned. 
He knew better than anyone what it was like. It wasn’t easy having that box be shoved into one’s personality. He had been lucky to leave when he was young enough and to explore his life. 
Daxen had a hunch for Isabelle, it wasn’t quite that simple. He didn’t know the full details, but he could guess them. 
Walking into the room, he touched her arm, forcing her to stop. She looked up at him, frowning. 
“I-“ 
He heard her voice break, and he felt himself break too. He reached over and pulled her closer to him, wordlessly, wrapping his arms around her. 
“You don’t need to explain yourself to me,” He whispered into her hair. “They’re family. They often mean well.” 
He ran his hair through her hair. The scent of lavender filled his nostril. His back was intoxicated by her scent. He pulled back, to look at her face. He saw the emerald eyes, threatening to cry. 
Daxen ran his thumb against her cheek, eyeing the rest of her face. His heart jumped when she leaned into his touch. 
Unable to stop himself, he bent down, and captured her lips with his. It was like a fire was being lit inside of himself with just the touch of his lips. The lips touching gently at first, not wanting to push her and leave her room to break the kiss. It would eat at him if she did, but he wouldn’t force it. 
Daxen broke the kiss, letting there be space between them, giving her an opportunity. He saw how stunned she was. He waited for the slap across the face. He, however, didn’t expect to have arms thrown around his neck. 
Their lips locked against this time, there was an intensity to them. The fire in his stomach burning hotter now. And his senses filled with her. Their tongues tangling in a duel, lips moving feverishly. His hands seemed to have a mind of their own, as they moved from her hips, up her side, to her breasts. He cupped her breast, felt how full they were in his hand. 
Daxen pulled away for a moment. He rested his forehead against hers, trying to catch his breath. His turquoise eyes staring into the emeralds. 
“Are you sure about this?” he whispered. “We can stop right now.” 
His mind was screaming. He didn’t want to stop. His body humming for more touches, more exploration. She was an open canvas, and he wanted to test the new world. 
He heard her laugh, then the next thing he knew he was knocked onto the bed. Thrill shot through him. A woman who could manhandle him. He liked that. 
“I’m not fragile,” She purred. “If I want to stop, I will tell you.” 
He was laying on the flat of his back, his arms over his head. He tried to move his arms up, but they were magically cuffed together. He should be upset. He always loved being the one in command. However, the way she looked as if she could devour him. He never experienced that kind of thrill before. 
His head back, she excruciatingly slowly removed one button from the whole and moved next. He wanted her to just destroy the shirt as the rate she was going, but as she looked at him from under her eyelashes, he groaned, arching his neck up. 
After every button was undone, she placed a kiss on the bare skin underneath. The heat of her breath was driving his mind crazy. 
“Let me touch you,” He moaned. “I need to touch you.” 
He heard her whine, before he felt the magic chain disappear. He liked that thought. Magical toys. Something that could be explored in the future. 
Immediately, he reached up, and flipped her over, so his body was hover over her. He kissed her again. His hand moving down, and unbuttoning her jeans first, then moved his hand up her shirt. 
He pulled away again. “You’re wearing too much clothing,” He growled. He tossed his loose shirt off, then grabbed hers. He was going to try to lift it over her head, but decided against it, and just ripped it off her. Her beautiful breasts covered by a very lacy bra. A black lace bra. Someone had planned on some activities. 
“You’re beautiful,” He whispered, before he took her lips into his, hungrily, kissing her. 
The minutes felt like second, all he could sense was her and he couldn’t remember where he was. 
Deciding it was quicker, the jumped off the bed and quickly undressed themselves, but they had paused when they were standing naked in front of each other. He had to soak in the look of her, naked in front of him. 
He could feel the beast in him stir, and he growled deep in his chest. He rushed her again, pushing her against the dresser. One hand on the wall, the other on her neck. He growled against, his face inches from hers. 
“You drive me wild,” he whispered. “I can’t get you out of my head.” 
He watched her eyes, dart from his to his lips then back to his eyes. Almost like reading her mind. He picked her up, and put her on the dresser, moving between her legs. He devoured her lips again, his hand moving down. 
He found her sweet center, rubbing that special place, then slipped his fingers in. He watched her head go back, as he slowly moved his fingers in and out of her. Her chest moved heavier with each breath, then he felt for that sweet spot. He rubbed the center, watching as her eyes snapped wide as she grabbed at the wall, withering under him, until he brought her to the moment she was screaming with pleasure. 
Daxen picked her up, again. Her legs wrapping her legs around his waist. His manhood standing at attention. He laid her down on the bed, kissing her again. He laid her gently ontop of the blankets, moving her thighs apart, and teased her with him between her. 
He waited for her to moan again, welcoming to enter, and when she motioned him, he slipped into her. She was like heaven, wet and warm. He almost came just entering her. He kept it so he was staring into her eyes. He moved his hips at a steady pace, not wanting to rush the experience. However, her moaning, her body getting tense saying it was close. 
He couldn’t wait any longer. He started moving faster, rubbing her clit as he moved. With just a few swift moves, they were over the edge of the cliff. His world went dark, and his body felt spent with happiness. 
Daxen would say she was worth the wait if every time with her would be like this. 
*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*
Isabelle woke, covered in a blanket, Daxen next to her. Her body relaxed to a point, she never felt before. She began to wonder if she ever had good lovers, because Daxen had to be the best lover she had ever had. 
She leaned up on her elbow as she watched him open his eyes, a small smile spread against his face. 
“Well, hello,” he greeted softly, before leaning up, and kissing her softly. She couldn’t help sighing as a response. 
“Is sex always like that?” She laughed. 
“Not for me,” He responded, pushing a strand of hair behind her ear. 
She smirked, leaning over, and placing a gentle kiss. 
“Perhaps, we should take advantage of the empty house,” She whispered. 
“Oh, I like this idea.” He rumbled, pulling her close to him. 
The hours seem to slip away from them as they were not able to move from the bed, too busy interlocking with their limbs, never wanting to move from one another. Each time, even better than the last. It seemed they had stamina like teenagers. 
For Isabelle, it was like a dream she never knew she had or even wanted. She never dreamed being someone who was a fuller figured woman, that a man could want her, and love her like she was the sexiest thing made. She never thought it was possible. 
He made her feel even sexier, especially when they eventually took it to the shower, him washing her slowly, and eventually him having his way with her again. 
It wasn’t until evening when they heard people come home, that they moved out of the room, and she snapped her fingers to clear and clean the room. 
“This is a disaster!” She heard from the door. 
Isabelle paused on the stairs. “What is?” She asked, looking at the large group, standing there. 
“Turn the tv on,” Fae instructed. 
Her heart dropping into her stomach, she moved to the living room area, and she turned it on. She flipped it around to actual channels and off streaming channels. Her breath caught in her throat seeing the breaking news coming across the screen. 
Cities were on fire, talk of looting, and people screaming, yelling. She caught some of the people with black eyes look at the camera from the back. 
“Oh my god,” She gasped. “How?” 
“We don’t know,” Cassiel responded. “As of right now, the hub and it’s outlining areas are safe. Whatever is going on, it’s become an epidemic.” 
Isabelle swallowed, dropping the remote onto the table, feeling lightheaded. She searched her mind for something, anything what that could have indicated what started it. She searched her memory of the vision. 
“Oh my god,” She cried, looking up at the group. “Abbadon wasn’t experiment and failing. She was creating!” 
That’s when the room went dead silent as they realized what it meant. All the death in the were-wolves faction. All the fresh graves. There had to be at least twenty of them, and the thought was frightening. It meant they would have to fight them. 
“She’s going to destroy the hub and reveal the mystics to the world,” Isabelle whispered. 
She stopped, not sure where that came from. She decided not to question it now and looked back at the group. They seemed to be just as horrified as she was. 
Isabelle looked up at Daxen, as he slipped his arm around her, kissing her temple. They would need a new strategy. They would need to check in on his family. They would need to move his family to the house. At the point, they would have to start treating the house as a safe heaven camp. 
“What changed?” Coral asked, raising her eyebrow. She narrowed her eyes on them. “You’re glowing, Izzie. Fae, isn’t she glowing?” 
“Trust me, just be thankful you don’t have to see their minds,” Fae gagged, then smirked. 
Isabelle walked over to Fae. “Hey, about earlier-“ 
“No, you’re right. I have been harping on you lately. I just hate seeing you miserable, especially with that horrible customer service job. However, your apology is accepted.” 
The two women stared at each other, then laughed, and hugged. It was a sappy moment, sure, but Isabelle was just happy it was in the past for now. 
“Great, now that this petty stuff is over,” Coral continued. “We have a world kind of ending outside. Perhaps, we should get back to that before it’s at our doorstep.” 
“What can we do?” Daxen asked, a little edgy. “This demon apparently is a step ahead of us. So what do we do?” 
“We watch you,” Isabelle answered, looking over at him. “If she releases the wolves, she needs their alpha.” 
The room fell silent as everyone seemed to understand the seriousness of the situation. Isabelle was starting to really grasp it now. They had connected and she was trying to destroy the world. 
But why now? She could have done it any time. What was it about now that made the time perfect? 
They stood there, exchanging glances, before Cassiel stepped forward. 
“Perhaps, its time we get reinforcements,” He suggested. “I will get Melanie, Seth, Derek, and Stefan. They may be able to help.” 
Isabelle nodded. “Good idea,” She agreed, then looked at Daxen. “perhaps we need to get your family.” 
“I will get them,” Fae corrected. “You two are not leaving this house, and that doesn’t mean you two can sneak off to canoodle again. We need more spaces for people.” 
Isabelle nodded. “Understood,” She sighed. “Rooms or huts?” 
“Oh, let’s do guest houses surrounding us,” Fae sighed. “That would be wonderful. But you better put bedrooms in the basement as well.” 
She hated the idea of having guest houses, but she had an idea how build the homes. So many people in her home. She hadn’t had a full house before and she wasn’t sure she was ready for people to fill up her space. 
Isabelle nodded agreeing with Fae, then everyone broke, Coral declaring she would do the basement bedrooms. Daxen, also, stated Cassiel and Jon could have his room as he would stay with Isabelle. 
She was surprised by the declaration, but she didn’t disapprove. It was a nice idea to wake up next to him and feel his warmth. 
Once everyone had gone to do their duties, Isabelle stood outside, Daxen tagged along wanting to see the experience firsthand. 
“So how does this work?” He asked, looking at the open fields. 
“Expend the land first then I envision what I want the land to look like,” She answered, before closing her eyes, and waving her hand, envisioning what she wanted. The ground shook as it seemed to extend, trees popped out of the ground like they had been around for hundreds of years. He saw wide, flat stones pop up just the trees, just jump out of the earth and settled into the perfect position. There were multiple paths, he counted six of them. 
It was then he felt the world really shake as he saw lights appear in front of the of paths, buried deep, trees giving the guest homes privacy. If anyone really could call them that. They looked like real home cottages. He could only imagine what they looked like inside. 
Daxen was even more amazed by as the blue mushroom fields sprung up more as she seemed to compensate for the loss of the empty field. She put them everywhere to be sure that the home didn’t lose the fantasiful feel. 
He turned around and was extra surprised to see the house had ground. It had changed shape to a large log mansion. He stared as the outside was a full two stories, the siding mixture of wood on top and stone through out the building. It was one of the more beautiful homes. 
“Wow,” He muttered. “Man you all have it easy don’t you?” 
“Not really,” Isabelle responded looking back at the home. “I will have to move after this.” 
He frowned looking over at her. He put his arm around her and pulled her close. 
“Once this crisis is adverted, you can revert it back,” He assured her. “Now come on, let’s get my things moved into your room, and we can prepare for everyone to arrive.” 
Nodded, Isabelle followed him, dreading the moment when all the people arrived. 


Chapter 9
It didn’t take long for the house to fill with people. Isabelle had put out all the food for everyone, almost like a potluck. She could change anything if someone needed something or swap something out, she could. Hell she could smallerize dishes if she needed to. 
Melanie with Seth and Derek arrived first. Melanie was a tall, slender woman of twenty-five, with long dark hair, and ivory caramel skin. Isabelle could tell Melanie was an nephlim just by looks. She was gorgeous, even if it seemed Melanie didn’t seem to believe it. 
Next to Melanie was Seth and Derek Garrawat, the human hunters. Derek stood at six-five and had long dirty blonde hair that went to his shoulders. His brother Seth was a bit shorter due to his bow-legs. He had the same color hair as his brother except it was much shorter. They both looked as if they were in a boyband. They had the stubble on their face, trying to cover up the baby faces. 
Walking over to the trio, she hugged Melanie and smiled. “Hello, Mel,” She greeted. 
Melanie did return the hug. The two women shared a brief smile. “How are you?” She asked. “I see the house has been updated.” 
“Only temporarily,” Isabelle instructed. She move out of the way and let Daxen in. “This is-“ 
“Oh! You don’t need to introduce him,” Melanie interrupted, a big smile on her face. “I’m Melanie. I am Isabelle’s surrogate sister.” 
Daxen smiled, nice to know he had an actual fan through out everyone. “It’s very nice to meet you.” 
“We would like to know who he is,” Seth grumbled. “I don’t watch your chick shows.” 
“This is Daxen,” Isabelle introduced, ignoring the youngest Garraway’s tone.
Melanie nodded at them both, before shoving Seth and Derek away towards the living room. Stefan Creekmore came in with Fae as they talked quietly amongst themselves for a moment. Then he looked at her and Daxen. 
Stefan stood at six even with chin length curly black hair.  He dressed like a homeless person with gloves that had no fingers, a black leather jacket, jeans, and black motorcycle boots. She had to admit he looked like a badboy. 
“Dax, good to see you,” Stefan greeted. “Glad to see you are hunkered down. Any word on your family?” 
“Good to see you, Stefan,” Daxen greeted shaking Stefan’s hand. “Thanks for coming to help. We could use all the help we can get.” 
Fae smiled at Isabelle before going to the living room to join Melanie and her crew. However, Isabelle knew Fae would not be smiling for long. 
When nature witches are nearby, they always sense one another, so she had immediately sensed him before he knocked on the door. She opened it, and smiled gently at him. 
“Micah,” She greeted. “I am so glad you made it.” 
Micah Kieran was a six-foot one man, dressed like he was a lumper jack. He had the plaid shirt, the brown boots, and torn up jeans. Though his hair was similar to Stefan’s in the fact it was black curly and longer, Micah kept it in a bun out of his face where only a few stray strands would make an apperance. Micah had a trimmed beard to pull together the lumber jack look. 
Micah specialized in the natural elements, very similar to her, but he had a stronger connection to weather rather than mother earth. He was a strong wizard and they needed all the strength they could get.
“Thanks for the call,” Micah answered, giving her a quick side hug. “Zombie wolves, huh? Life is never dull with you, Essie.” 
He walked passed her, dropping his bag by the stairs, and extended his hand. “You must be Daxen,” He greeted, then looked over at Isabelle. “He’s a looker. Good job.” He then looked back at Daxen. “Hurt her, I’ll kill ya.” 
Micah winked at Isabelle, then picked up his bag. “You know where, I can put my things?” Isabelle nodded and pointed to the stairs leading down. 
“There are a ton of free rooms downstairs,” She answered. “Help yourself to one.” 
He saluted to her before grabbing a corn muffin and marching off to the basement. 
Isabelle crossed her arms and looked at Daxen with a shrug as she caught movement from the living room. She didn’t have to look to know who it was. 
“What is he doing here?” Fae hissed between her teeth quietly. 
“I called him,” She answered, simply. “Why?” 
“Why?” Fae echoed. “Is this payback for being on your case? I thought you said we were cool. He can’t be here, Isabelle. He just can’t. Send him home. Say it was a mistake.” 
She shook her head at her. “No,” Isabelle replied before going over to the mud area, and clearing up all the fallen coats and boots. 
“Isabelle,” Fae strained. “Seriously, he can’t be here.” 
“Yes he can be and he will. Sorry, Fae, I know this is painful, but we are talking end of mankind. Unfortunately, that trumps everything. We need him.” 
She saw Fae glare at her like she betrayed her then turned around, saying nothing. She felt guilty for doing it, but Micah was a strong wizard. They needed the backup. If they were going to defeat Abaddon and her zombie wolves, they needed all their aces. 
Isabelle felt Daxen wrapped his arms around her, then kissed the corner of her neck. She sighed, leaning back. 
“I don’t want anything bad to happen to you,” She whispered. 
“I promise,” He whispered in her ear. “As long as you’re alive, I am not going anywhere.” 
She smiled, leaning back, and let him comfort her. It was short lived as it wasn’t long before they could hear the rest of the people coming in. 
Cassiel came in with the whole Armel clan in toe. They were arguing, loudly talking and Isabelle felt the different from the people she had grown with. It was true she grew up with people who loved her, but it was different when she looked at the Armels. There was a bond that just wasn’t there for her family. 
“Daxen!” Miranda cried. “Oh thank god you’re okay. I saw everything on television and I worried that you were out there somewhere. You take after your father when it comes to stubbornness.” 
Isabelle couldn’t stop the smirk as she turned around. She had to hide her laugh. It was the one thing she had learned quickly with Daxen. He was stubborn as a mule. She liked it about him. 
“Mom,” He groaned, motioning Isabelle. “Not here.” 
Miranda looked between the two of them, before it clicked. “Oh!” She gasped, then threw her arms around Isabelle. Isabelle stumbled backwards into the island, then took a moment before wrapping her arms around the woman. 
“Uh, hi,” Isabelle sputtered. She looked at Daxen with raised eyebrows. 
“Mom, I don’t think she gets why you’re hugging her,” Dylan sighed, pulling his mother off of her. He looked at Daxen. “You would imprint on the woman trying to save your skin.” 
Isabelle looked between the two of them. “Imprint?” She echoed. “I thought that was just in those twilight novels.” 
Everyone stopped and looked over at her. She put her hands up in defense. “I was a teenager girl once too, ya know,” She defended. “I am allowed some questionable young adult novels.” 
“Anyway,” Dylan segwayed back to the topic. “Unfortunately, imprinting is very similar to that, but you can’t imprint until you are of age, and it has to be legal.”
“Wait, so you guys actually mate for life?” Melanie asked. 
Isabelle looked at her surrogate sister, she had turned around, and leaned over the back of the couch to speak with them. 
“That’s an odd question,” Isabelle responded. “Why wouldn’t they? They are just like humans and witches.” 
“I just heard werewolves were like Mormons and they took several partners as spouses,” Melanie responded. 
Isabelle groaned, rubbing her forehead. Her little sister might be five years younger her, but sometimes, she felt more like ten when it came to a few things. 
She wanted to argue with it, but the pure insanity of it, she just chose to leave it alone and turned away from her. 
Isabelle decided to let the topic of imprinting drop for now. She had more questions, but it seemed Melanie made it hard to get it back on topic without making it weird. 
She looked back at the family and gave a gentle smile. “There are guest homes outside just for you all so you can have all the space to roam. They are all connected so you can go from one to another.” 
Miranda looked at Daxen. “Will you be staying in the houses too?” 
Daxen stared at his mother for a moment before shaking his head. “No,” He answered. “I will be staying in the house with Isabelle.” 
Miranda poked his chest. “You better be using protection and treat her good,” She ordered. “I didn’t raise a fiend.” 
Isabelle snickered, turning away, trying to cover it with coughing. 
“Izzie,” She heard her Cassiel warn. She looked up and sighed. 
“All right, come on, group meeting,” She instructed the clan and led the way towards the center of the living room. She was glad the inside stayed the same. The only thing that was different was that there were stairs visible to the basement, rather then hidden like they were before. 
She moved to a point where she was standing in front of the fireplace. She saw Micah come back upstairs and join everyone in the room. She waited for everyone to settle in. 
“This is what is going on,” She began. “About three days ago, I have taken an opportunity to connect with the earth to find out what it is going on. When I do this, it gives me an over all sense of the issue and usually what can be done to fix it. However, this was something very different.” 
She looked over at Daxen. He nodded, motioning her to continue. 
Taking the que, Isabelle looked back at the group. “I had a vision that the demon Abaddon was trying to destroy the world. Overall, pretty norm for a demon.” She saw Derek and Seth look at one another and shrug, nodding. She swore they were the comedic duo. 
“However, there was one catch with this one. She was using werewolves and turning them into zombies. I don’t know how, but I think I know why. We all know that werewolves have extraordinary healing abilities. They heal very quickly, for better or for worse. She wants to take advantage of this somehow.” 
She bit her tongue for a moment, then glanced at Daxen. She saw him nod slightly and she knew she had to give the greatest detail.
“To add to the zombie wolves, I did see Abandon on the thrown, controlling the wolves…” She paused against. The words stuck in her throat. “ She was controlling the wolves by having Daxen at her side.” 
The room filled with a gasp. She stood there, flicking her fingers against her thumb, one after another, trying to figure out how to calm the room. She felt her throat start to close, and her chest getting tighter. 
A warm hand enclosed her hand and gave it a squeeze. She looked up at him and began to focus her world again. He wordlessly helped her get her breath, reminding her of the breaths, and she felt herself centered against as everyone began to throw questions at her. 
“Why didn’t you tell us about this earlier?” Coral asked. 
“Would it make a difference then what was going on?” Isabelle asked. “Let me answer for you. No. we would still have him under house arrest. So, let’s continue.” 
She didn’t go into more detail about him kissing Abadon. Something about it didn’t feel right. It was, almost, like it was manipulated to hurt her. 
“How to make sure she doesn’t get her hands on him?” Fae asked. 
“I don’t know,” She answered. “All I saw was a city on fire, wolves attacking the people and the military like it was nothing. The only way I think we could get the full answer is if I go back in.” 
There was a hush from her friends and family. Daxen turned her to look at him. “Absolutely not,” he argued. “It almost killed you last time.” 
“It didn’t,” She argued. 
“I did,” He answered. “The amount of healing it took to get you come out of that coma for two days. No, I am not going to lose you.” 
There was another hush in the room before Isabelle looked over at Fae. “Not if I have her,” She answered. “Fae can control visions. Visions aren’t my power, they are hers. I could be a conductor and let her control the scene.” 
Daxen looked over at Fae, concerned. “Could it work?” 
Fae sighed, shrugging. “I don’t know,” She confessed. “It’s very possible, but truthfully, we have never done this before. We never combined two powers to conquer one thing.” 
Cassiel frowned. “Perhaps, we use the library downstairs and do research before we do this,” he suggested. “Izzie, Daxen is right. You were near death last time. We can’t have you go in for an answer, when we can’t even be sure we could get the answer.” 
Isabelle nodded at his response. She looked back up at Daxen who didn’t look very pleased. It seemed they were back at square one. 
“Why doesn’t everyone go get settled into their rooms, then we can enjoy the lovely potluck that Isabelle has put out for us,” Miranda offered with a smiled, standing up. “I can’t wait to see the lovely guest cottages.” 


Chapter 10
Daxen was on edge the entire way upstairs. He mind angered with the idea that they would be willing to sacrifice her for the answer. He couldn’t believe it. The beast inside itched to attack, but he was behind her. He felt so protective of her. The idea she wouldn’t be around much longer, it drove him mad with anger.
“You’re insane,” He snapped, the moment they were in their bedroom. “What the hell were you thinking with the suggestion?” 
He saw Isabelle turn around, and look at him dead in the eye. He waited for the heated words. He wanted for the raised voice. He wanted for the any of the anger.
 Instead, he was met with a fierce hug, and he swore he lost his breath for a moment. 
Right under his fingertips, he could feel her trembling. Her fingers clinging to his own plaid shirt, he was wearing. 
“I don’t want to see tomorrow without you,” She whispered into his chest. “I am scared of not knowing how she gets ahold of you.” 
He moved her so he could see her face. He read her face and felt his heart break as well as leap for joy. They were feeling the samething for each other. 
He leaned over and pressed his lips to her, kissing her gently. Resting his forehead against hers, he shook his head. “She would have to twist my mind,” He whispered. “Even then, it would probably not work.” 
He leaned back, pushing her head away from her face. 
“Let me show you,” He whispered to her, pulling her towards the bed, his hands on her hips. 
It was this time; they didn’t take their time with the clothes. Their lips crashed together, and they were shoving clothes off. He didn’t want to take his time with her this time. He needed her to feel how much he needed her. He needed her to know that they were of one person.  
He pushed onto the bed, covering her neck, her chest, and everything that was exposed skin with his kisses, trying to cover every inch of her skin. He found her breast, teasing her rose colored nipples, they were getting erect with just the touch. 
Daxen looked up at her, her face was in true bliss as she reached over her head and gripped the blankets. Her moans were music to his own ears. He knew with every kiss if he hit a good spot for her. He moved across every spot of her, until he hit the place he wanted most. 
Burying himself between her legs, he devoured her folds, playing with her breasts as he did so. He could hear her moaning as he moved his tongue. He did what he could, until he felt her stomach tight. 
He, immediately, took his mouth off much to her cries in protest. Daxen knew exactly what was he was doing, as he pushed his fingers inside of her, moving in and out, looking for that sweet spot. 
The look of ecstasy on her face as he found that spot, and she arched her back, grabbing the pillow, she screamed into it. He couldn’t help feeling his ego inflate a little. 
Unable to hold himself back, while she was still coming down, he slammed himself inside of her, rocking back and forth, and with a few strokes, he unloaded in her, collapsing, feeling ease rush through his body. 
He moved the pillow from her face, smirking. “We’re a pair,” He laughed. 
He heard Isabelle sigh, then look at him seriously. His smile fell a little. He knew he wouldn’t be able to distract her again. 
“Okay,” He responded, without her saying a word. He got up, helping her sit up also. He ran his fingers through her silky red hair. “Listen, everything will work out. We have your family and mine here. We might not know all the details, but we can figure it out and stop it.” 
“I don’t know,” She whispered, looking up at him. “I can’t help feeling like I am missing something. Like that vision was altered to mess with me. It doesn’t make sense to.” 
Daxen looked at the door, thinking about the people in the house. They were safe, for now. They were worried, which he was too. However, they had to have enough fight and power between all of them to figure it out. 
“What about Cassiel or Fae?” he asked. “I don’t know Coral’s power, or I would suggest Coral.” 
“Coral controls emotion,” Isabelle answered absently, rubbing her neck. 
“Does Melanie have power?” 
“Mix between Cassiel’s power to heal, and Micah’s power of the weather,” She answered again, distantly. “She’s Nephilim. She can switch up her power if she wants. She just needs to learn it and absorb it into herself, but once she does, she can’t switch back for seventy-two hours or longer.” 
Daxen sat down next to Isabelle, taking her hand into his. He felt like he was in a major Whittle family lesson. He wanted to say tree, but he hadn’t really heard Isabelle talk about her blood family. He wondered if she really thought of them much. 
Reaching over, he took her hand into his, and kissed the back of it. He got her attention, and he smiled, at least happy she wasn’t distant again. 
“We should talk to Cassiel or Fae about maybe focusing the dream,” He suggested. “Instead of you going back in, they could explore more of what was there, and correct it.” 
“Yes, but they would see the full thing,” She argued. “If they thought you were a bigger threat…” 
“Hey, come on,” He interrupted. “You are making assumptions. If they do see me as a bigger threat, then let them lock me up.” He reached over touched her cheek. “At least, you would be safe. I didn’t see what you did, but if it really is as bad as you are saying, the last thing I want is for you to be hurt or worse, dead.” 
She frowned, shaking her head. “No,” She whispered. “I can’t accept that.” 
“I can’t accept you in danger, but hey, guess we both have to,” He answered, before leaning over and kissing her softly. 
“Let’s get some rest for now,” He suggested. “We will need all the strength we can get.” 
He watched her agree. He had a feeling she didn’t want to agree, but he chose not argue the fact, and hoped they could get answers in the morning. 
*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*
Papers were flying around her with ash. She stood in the middle of main street. An abandoned tank sat, people laying around, dug into, ripped apart, organs laying everywhere. There was so much blood. It took everything she could not to step in it or step on someone.
The smell of death filled her nose causing her stomach to churn. Buildings had windows blown out. Cars on fire. She felt her heart race especially as she moved past the sandbag barricade. She walked past the bags, wolves laying on the ground. She looked away from the gruesome scene, hearing voices talking just down the way. She continued down a side street, her dress flowing in the wind. She found the source of the voices standing by a black SUV. 
“You promised!” Daxen hissed. “You said you weren’t going to touch her.” 
She heard the cackling from the blonde leaning against the hood, Daxen’s hand gripping her neck, the claws showing. 
“I made no such promise,” The blonde laughed. “I said I wouldn’t kill her. Oh, sweet thing, there is a big difference. Just because you planted a seed in her, doesn’t mean, I will be gentle.” 
A seed? 
She put her hand on her stomach then shook her head. No, there was something here. She put her hand up, reminding herself during dreams she had the control. 
“Reveal,” She whispered. The sunlighted sky turned to night, and the fog settled in. As it was revealed, there was no military, there were no zombie dogs. The city was fine. However, her family were stuck at the other end of the street. Trying to get past. 
Isabelle frowned, then stepped forward, seeing her body on the ground, beaten. She could see blue spirit cords hooked up to her. 
“I am just going to drain enough to make everything work,” The blonde cooed. “Also, Sweet thing, I wanted you to see what it was like to see your precious gift disappear into darkness. I mean, you are her mutt aren’t you?” 
What? Since they were imprinted, she could see that as him being hers. She wouldn’t go that far as being mutt. 
“You have been saving her life for so long,” The blonde purred. “Don’t you think it’s time to stop the heavy lifting?” 
Before her eyes, Abadon waved her hand, and the grip on her throat eased, and before her eyes, Daxen changed into a black wolf. The wolf’s eyes were blue as the sea. She stared as she began to understand the pull. The wolf was as tall as she was. She remembered the wolf being smaller, but it was different. 
Itching, Isabelle reached out, and could feel the black, silky fur. She swallowed, backing up, looking at her body, losing color. 
“This about it Daxen,” Abaddon cooed. “Once she is drained, she will be just a woman. Nothing special. You will lose your connection, and you will be freed.” 
Freed? Oh no. He can’t imprint on humans. Her heart ached. The demon was promising something she had been wanting for a while, normalcy.  She would be a normal mundane person. Her life would change. 
“I don’t want to be freed,” He hissed, through his teeth. He was back into his human form. “I will never be free of her.” 
“Okay, then, I’ll kill her, and you and I can produce the wolves I was promised,” She sighed. “Either way, I will win.” 
She didn’t have the wolf zombies yet. She was confused by the images. So, was she going into the past or was it something Abaddon yearning for?
Isabelle chose that moment to disconnect her emotions from the scene, almost like the demon was feeding off of them, and really focused on the scene. 
Things crystalized even more. Yes, she was on the ground, yes she was being drained. Daxen was being held captive,  struggling, her family was being held captive as well in a locked area down the road. 
“My key is your girlfriend,” Abaddon admitted. “She holds the key to creating my indestructible wolves.” 
Oh, so she was the key. Then why was Daxen used to taunt her when she connected to the earth? 
“You’re not making sense,” She whispered. “You keep changing this.” 
Why does she keep changing? Something wasn’t adding up. 
Isabelle woke up, the morning light barreling in. She looked over at Daxen, who was passed out still snoring. She moved from the bed, and snapped her fingers changing into clothes, quickly. 
She walked out of the room, downstairs. It was still fairly quiet, but Cassiel and Jon were up making breakfast and coffee. She walked up to Cassiel and kissed his cheek. 
“Good morning,” She greeted, walking over to the fridge. She grabbed the orange juice, then looked at them. They were staring at her. 
“What?” She asked. 
“You’re just chipper given the situation,” Cassiel responded. “You would think things were fine.” 
She paused, tapped her painted red nails against the glass. “I had another vision last night,” She answered, then put her hand up. “Before you ask, no, I did not connect to the earth without your permission. It was a dream. I don’t think Abaddon knows what she wants to do.” 
“That doesn’t make sense, Izzie,” Jon argued. “Then why start an apocalypse.” 
She poured the orange juice, then stood there, staring at the French toast grilling on the stove. 
“I don’t know,” She answered. “But I don’t think Abaddon knows either. The dream last night, kept changing. Every time I tried to get it clearer, it would change. There was only one constant between the visions, Daxen, but the reasoning isn’t adding up.” 
She still tried to process the dream, but she was okay deep in her soul knowing that she was a target instead of Daxen. She wasn’t happy he was being targeted but if she was drained, then he would be okay. 
“What if she is doing it to lower your guard?” Cassiel asked. 
That made Isabelle paused. That would make sense too, and the vision could have been something that she could have easily swallowed rather than Daxen by Abaddon because he wanted to be. 
“Guard is still fully up,” She sighed, before taking a sip of her juice. She wanted one normal morning, but that wasn’t something in the stones yet. 
“Perhaps there is truth in both,” Jon suggested, before flipping the egg. “no one said one was right and one was wrong. She could be thinking if she gives two then she will throw us off. Maybe we need to look at the two, see what the common denominator is.” 
Cassiel kissed Jon and smiled. “This is why I married you,” He applauded. “You are so smart.” 
She smiled seeing Cassiel and Jon canoodle as Jon cooked. She loved watching them together and she hoped her and Daxen would get that chance one day. 
“I will let you queens do your thing,” She smirked, grabbing her cup of juice. “I am just going to go into the library downstairs.” 
She shook her head, then headed downstairs. She could hear Melanie and the Galloway boys talking about the institute classes. Three peas pin a pod. 
She continued down the long hall until she got into the large library. It went up for stories. It was this room that was enchanted. The shelves went up several stories and had access to all archives in the world. Something was in here about Abaddon. 
“Hey, you’re up,” She heard over her. Isabelle looked up and saw Fae was on the third floor. She smiled and waved at her. 
She went over to the stairs and went up to the third floor. She walked to where Fae was, buried in a few stacks. 
“Hey,” Isabelle greeted. “You find anything?” 
“Nada,” Fae groaned. “Is there anything else from your vision you remember?” 
Isabelle smirked. “How about a new one?” She asked. 
Fae’s head snapped up, and Isabelle began to rehash the dream to her, including every detail trying to give her anything. She needed to understand it. 
When she was done, Fae’s eyes went wide, ran back into the stack, then came back with a new book, Isabelle assumed. She hated to admit it, but most of the old archives had very similar books. It was hard for even to tell what book was which. 
“There was a prophecy,” Fae began.
“When isn’t there?” Isabelle sighed. “When it comes to demons and angels and gods, it was prophecy, special texts, or some stone things to predict.” 
Fae stared at her, raising an eyebrow. “You done?” 
“Yeah. Go ahead,” She answered, waving her hand. 
Fae cleared her throat, placing the book on the stand in front of them. “A witch and wolf will combine creating a force of goodness, that will take down the forces of evil.” 
“She’s the vampire slayer?” Isabelle interrupted. 
Fae looked back at her annoyed. “Are you done being Miss Sassy pants?” 
Isabelle thought for a moment. “No promises,” She muttered. “Continue.” 
Fae snickered before going back to the book, looking over the words where she stopped. 
“There will be a darkness that will threaten and if they fail, evil shall walk the earth with wolves that look like the dead. Only united will they be able to defeat the evil.”
Isabelle frowned. She had hoped the zombie wolves were gone. She looked over at Fae, taking a deep breath. 
“Okay so, she wants to split us up,” Isabelle nodded. “That was kind of obvious thinking about it now. Also, Harry Potter had better prophecies than this.” 
Fae rolled her eyes. “She wants to walk the world with the zombie werewolves,” She continued. “That could be why she erased it from your vision. We could have been onto her, and she wants to change direction. It would also explain why she had that vision of Daxen working with her. She wanted you not to trust him.”
Isabelle shrugged. “Kind of backed fired,” She answered, then paused, and looked at Fae. “You think about the whole thing with the wolf was for emotional punch?” 
Fae shrugged. “You should ask Daxen that one.” She put a ribbon in the book and closed it. “Finally, no more research. We know her end goal.” 
Isabelle walked down the stairs then paused, looking up at Fae. “If she captures one of us, then she would have the ace, because she would force us to choose the other.” 
Her best friend hooked her arm with hers, pausing a moment. “Honestly, hon, I don’t know,” she responded. 
Isabelle was afraid what that would mean for Daxen and her. There were so many questions, and not a lot of answers. 


Chapter 12
Once everyone had gotten up and met in the living room, Isabelle had updated everyone on their progress. Thanks to the dream, and Fae’s research. They had an idea now where everything was going. 
“We just need to know where,” Daxen’s mother responded. 
Isabelle looked at everyone then took a moment. “I was thinking downtown area of the wolf faction,” She suggested. “Problem with her little plan was she put us together instead of making sure we never met. I feel we should take the fight to her rather than the other way around.” 
Isabelle looked at everyone in the room, trying to be sure they were on the same page as her. 
“That seems really risky, Izzie,” Melanie offered. “We don’t even know if Abaddon will be there. What if she’s off in Paris right now?” 
Isabelle tilted her head slightly annoyed with her surrogate sister. She crossed her arms, shaking her head. 
“She’s not in Paris,” Coral responded, reaching over, and smacking her head. “Dummy. How else would she kill so many wolves?” 
“Children,” Jon warned. “Can we focus please?” 
He looked back at Isabelle. “Continue.” 
Isabelle nodded and swallowed. “I don’t have much of a plan,” She admitted. “But we have to fight her. We have to bring it to her, otherwise, we could be waiting months. Then she would have the upper hand and we can’t do that.” 
“Well then we use our usual demon sources,” Seth added. “I know silver, holy water, and crosses work wonders, not to mention banishment spells.” 
“I can gather few angel brethren to help as well,” Cassiel added. “They would be happy to fight one of the bigger demons. We never did care for Lucifer’s produced friends.” 
Isabelle felt a sense of satisfaction as the rest of the team began to add suggestions. It was when Daxen’s family started to chime in was when she started to panic. 
“Wait, no,” Isabelle stopped, stepping forward. “Stefan, Miranda, we can’t use wolves on this one. I hate to say that, but bringing you all could create the army she needs. You are the strongest. Not to mention, we will need a defense if something happens at the faction.”
It wasn’t Miranda that looked up, which surprised her. She had suspected the woman to be upset not to fight with her son. It was Stefan who looked the most upset. She understood in some sense that he would be upset. They did bring him along. However, if her and Daxen end up killed, they would need a leader and Stefan had been the one who had lead the wolves the most. 
“You can’t be serious,” Stefan argued. “I need to be there fighting. This is my pack too! I sit on the council and fight for their rights.” 
“And that’s why you I think you should be here,” Daxen urged. “The wolves will need a leader. They know you. They trust you. If my brothers or, worse, someone from another pack comes in deciding they wanted to try for leader now that I was out. There would be chaos in an already stressful situation.”
Stefan was silent for a moment. Isabelle could see him fighting internally for a response. She didn’t know if he would explode or brush it away. 
“I don’t like it,” He said through gritted teeth. “However, you’re right.” He stood up. “I will be at the apartments with the rest of the pack to make sure they are still doing okay and will rally them together. You better text me when this shit is done.” 
Daxen nodded. “Of course. Thank you, Stefan.” He responded. 
“Yeah, whatever, you’re the alpha.” 
Stefan headed out of the house, with a slam of the door. Isabelle winced then looked at Melanie, who shrugged at her. Almost like ‘not my problem’. 
“I’m going,” Byron argued, crossing his arms. “They don’t know me like they know mom and Stefan. You need to one of your brothers with you.” 
“No, Byron, our family needs a leader and Dylan is not that,” He urged. 
“Hey!” Dylan interrupted, frowning. “I can take care of the family. You two act like I’m irresponsible.” 
“You are,” They both said. 
Isabelle got between the two brothers. “How about we table this for now,” She suggested, then looked at Miranda. 
Isabelle instantly noticed she had loss of color. She frowned stepping forward. 
“Mama, are you alright?” Bree asked, touching her shoulder. 
Before another word could be uttered, the woman collapsed to the ground. Everyone cried out in shock and Isabelle had caught her as she dropped. She saw the veins in the woman’s face and she knew. The aura she first met the woman had won as she saw the black aura surrounding her, even though it was very dim. 
“You have to help her!” Daxen cried, kneeling next to her. Isabelle wanted to be able to say she could, but she could feel the life force slowing fading from her like a leak. 
When no one said anything, she heard Daxen groan and curse under his breath before, scooping his mother up and heading upstairs to a bedroom, his siblings rushing after him. 
Isabelle stood up, glancing at Cassiel, tears stinging her eyes. She knew what this would mean for the family, and their mission. 
“She’s dying isn’t she?” Fae asked softly. 
Isabelle wordless nodded, staring up the stairs. She felt an arm around her. She looked up at Cassiel, before turning, and wrapping her arms around him. It was one of the moments, she was glad to have him around. 
*~*~*~*~*~*~*
Panic was filling Daxen’s head. He had seen so many of the other wolves with the black veins in their face. He hadn’t expected that his mother would be infected too. He should have gotten them out of there sooner. Hell, he should have known sooner. 
No, he should have been there. 
Now it was too late. He was facing the fact his mother was sick and no one was trying another. Why weren’t the angel, the witches, someone should be up there trying to fix her!
He looked at his mother on the bed. Her breathing struggling. He looked back at the door, feeling anger rising. 
Daxen was about ready to tear the door off and scream for someone to get up there, when he saw Isabelle come in. He felt relief for one moment, thinking his woman, his beautiful strong woman would come in and save his family. 
Then he saw her face. 
She had a bowl, a cloth, a couple of herbs, but her face was so grim. He didn’t like it. Her family had gone out of their way to get her out of coma but they couldn’t fix his mother. 
“What is that?” he asked, eyeing it. 
“It’s for her pain,” Isabelle whispered. “The most we can do is ease her pain and give her as pleasant of a passing as possible.” 
Daxen felt his heart drop to his stomach, shaking his head. He got up, pacing back and forth. 
“You’re a witch, FIX HER!” He demanded. “This is what you do.” 
Isabelle looked up at him horrorfied and angered. “We can’t fix everything,” She snapped. “We would like to, but we can’t. We are not goddesses or gods. We all have our limitations.”
“They’re trying,” Bree whispered. Daxen looked over at her in betrayal. 
“Obviously not!” He snapped motioning the bowl. 
Isabelle took a breath, grabbing the cloth, knowing that wolves couldn’t really argue. He was the alpha. They can try but it was against their nature. 
“Get out of the room,” Fae ordered, coming in with a bowl of glowing flowers. Her voice calm, but stern. Much to Daxen’s horror, she was looking at him. 
“Get out of the room, Daxen,” She ordered. “Or shut up. Either way, we will not have you ruining our ceremony.” 
Ceremony? What on earth? He thought
Daxen stormed out of the room, destroying the door, feeling his claws starting to come out. He stormed down the stairs, and stared at the group. He felt disgusted as they stood there, in silence, pity filling their eyes. 
They all should be scrambling, looking through books, finding fucking spells to stop whatever was going on upstairs. 
“Her death is on all of you,” He growled, before turning, and slamming the door, destroying the front door. 
If he was honest, he wanted to destroy the entire house. However, his family was inside, and he couldn’t do it. Isabelle was inside. 
He was so angry at her. She betrayed him. She was a healer, she should be healing, not easing the pain. She wasn’t doing her job. 
She wasn’t doing her job as his partner, and she was being a sorry excuse for a witch. Why did he think being in love with her was different?
He knew witches were horrible species, but he thought, stupidly, that Isabelle, Cassiel, Coral, all of them were different. How naivee of him. 
At the end of the day, Isabelle was a witch and she would always be a witch. Someone who was….
He stopped, staring at the firepit. He wanted to call her stupid, call her worthless, but she wasn’t. God damn woman was strong as hell. She was smart, and funny, and caring. 
And that was where it hurt the most. Isabelle had the capacity to save his mother. She had it in her. He didn’t understand why she wasn’t using it. 
It was his mother. She had to understand that. She had to understand that he still needed his mother and that she was important to the family. 
Daxen ran his fingers through his caramel colored hair, feeling hot tears coming down his cheek. Deep in his soul, he let out a loud howl at the sky. 
As much as he loved Isabelle, he may have to live alone for the rest of his life. He may have found his deal breaker. 


Chapter
Isabelle stay in Fae’s room while the Armel clan took over her bedroom. She hadn’t seen Daxen after the argument and her soul felt clenched. 
“Men are so stupid,” Fae muttered, twisting Isabelle’s red hair into a braid.
Coral, Fae, and her were hiding in the room, wine in hand. Cassiel took over the night shift since he did not sleep and he preferred his girls resting. Melanie had gone away with the Garraway boys to gather all the demon weapons. 
“He’s hurting,” Isabelle whispered, then looked at her wine. “he’s not wrong. We should be trying to do something.” 
“Don’t,” Coral warned. “You know the wiccan rules. You do not mess with the law of nature. We all sense her time. We can make her comfortable, we can freeze her, but no matter what, she is going to pass.” 
Isabelle twirled the wine in her glass. “Yeah, but it isn’t of natural causes,” She whispered. “She is dying because of demons.” 
Isabelle looked at Fae, who was leaning over her shoulder. “You know that’s not entirely true,” She responded. “The demon just quickened the process. She had cancer. We have been giving her herbal remedies to ease the medical treatments or amplify the treatments.” 
“Yes, but the damn broad didn’t tell her kids,” Isabelle snapped. “We can’t tell them because it’s not morally right. How is it fair? Why can’t Cassiel just cure the demon crap and let her tell them about the rest?”
Coral grabbed Isabelle’s glass, since she was starting to talk with her hands, and it was a matter of time before wine would go everywhere. 
“Because he would be interfering,” Coral repeated. “Damn, Izzie, think about it. One tap on the forehead and the woman would be completely cured. Do you know how pissed the grim ripper would be? Do you want her on our asses?” 
Isabelle frowned, looking at her hands. No, she didn’t want that. Grima was not someone anyone wanted to mess with. The Garraway boys were already on her badside for trying to resurrect their mother. The last thing they needed was to be on her bad side too. 
“I know,” She whispered, picking at the blanket. “It just isn’t fair. I’m his partner. I should be doing something.” 
“You have,” Fae assured, gently. “Sweetie, you have made sure she is comfortable. We have given her an honorary witch ceremony, so her soul goes off with peace and won’t linger on this plain. She won’t be a ghost or in purgatory. She will go to a peaceful plain, wherever that is.” 
Isabelle nodded, feeling a tear drop out of her eye. “I want to be there for him,” She whispered. “But he was so angry.” 
“Give him time,” Coral soothed, sitting in front of the bed. “Losing a parent isn’t easy. Everyone reacts different, and he has a lot on his plate currently.” 
She reached forward and rubbed Isabelle’s pant leg. “You can just hope he comes to you when he’s ready.” 
Isabelle swallowed and nodded. “I hope it is soon.” 
“You have no control over that,” Fae added from behind her. “Just focus on our task, and we will continue to fight the fight Miranda hired us for.” 
Isabelle bit her lip. “It’s a pity there isn’t an agency for these types of situations,” She whispered. “A service that offered everything to these victims so they never felt alone or confused or for situations get this far. I mean, it's nice that the humans get the rouges but what about situations where we know it isn’t a rouge situation. Miranda paid these hunters to fix the problem, and they left her in the dirt without being able to fix the problem. Just took the money and said all well.” 
Fae’s eyes lit up as did Coral’s. They both moved and looked at Isabelle with a smile. 
“Why don’t you start one?” Coral suggested. Isabelle frowned. “No, don’t make that face. You’re closing off an issue before considering anything. You are full of such compassion and you always want to help people. This is it. You can put your talents to the test. Plus, you have us. We know at least several people in each faction. We are a network.” 
“The witches’ network,” Fae added with a smile. “We can work it with my shop. Oh my gosh, Isabelle. We could call is the Mystic Investigations! And we can dedicate it to Miranda. So, we can be sure we don’t see this happen ever again.” 
Isabelle sat there quietly for a moment. She did like the idea of it. She had the right people with her to help her, and they had the library. 
“Okay,” She agreed. 
“Don’t sound so excited,” Coral sighed. 
“Excuse me, the man I love is losing his mother currently, and he’s not talking to me,” She reminded. “It’s a little hard to get excited about a new business venture.” 
There was a long pause. She liked the idea though. She could help more people this way. There was limitations with the hunters and everyone in the hub talked about it. It was a good system, but there needed something inside of the factions. 
“Once this mess with Abaddon is over with, we will discuss it,” She promised. 
“Fair,” Fae nodded, smiling wider, then went back to her spot, continuing to braid Isabelle’s hair. 
Isabelle stared at the bedroom door, feeling the energy. The mood in the bedroom went from light to solemn. Witches always could sense when a soul was passing. Right now, it was happening in their house. Isabelle hoped Daxen was there. She hoped that there wouldn’t additional guilt of not being there. 
Fae dropped the braid, and pulled Isabelle’s hair free. All three women stood up, and snapped their fingers, transforming into dark clothing. It was only proper for them to appear in mourning for the family. 
That’s when they heard the women in the other room scream and wailing. Isabelle leaned on Fae, laying her head on her shoulder. Coral hugging her other side. It was a quiet moment of comfort for the witches. 
They held hands as they walked out of the bedroom and to Miranda’s body. To Isabelle’s relief, she didn’t have black veins anymore. It meant that Cassiel had done as she had asked and removed the demonic poison from her. 
“I don’t understand,” Byron whispered. “You cured of whatever that black stuff was.” 
Fae walked first, placing a petal on Miranda’s forehead. Isabelle walked next and put two petals over Miranda’s eyes, and finally Coral finally put a petal on Miranda’s mother. 
“Your mother was already ill,” Fae explained. “She had been coming to my shop for months for teas that would help with all the symptoms and side effects.” 
“Wait,” Daxen snapped. “What are you saying?” 
“Daxen, your mother had cancer,” Isabelle whispered. “She never said the kind, because she just wanted to prolong, not cure.” 
Daxen narrowed his eyes on her. “You knew,” His voice dangerously low. 
Fae pushed Isabelle behind her. “Yes, we did,” She answered for her. “We don’t divulge people’s medical conditions unless they request us to. It’s called common decency.” 
“Don’t,” Isabelle whispered to Fae, touching her arm. “This isn’t the time.” She looked at the family. “We are so sorry. Let us leave you alone to grieve.” 
The three sisters moved out of the room with Cassiel. The silence between the four of them was a tense one. She wanted to break it, but she chose not to. The family in the other room was grieving and her family needed to bond together to help the other family to heal. 


Chapter
The days were dark and in a blur for Daxen. If he was ever interrogated, he would never be able to answer the questions. He didn’t even remember what he ate or if he even ate. He just felt the anger, the betrayal, and the longing. 
The family had gone back to the mansion. He couldn’t stay at that cabin, and they had to plan their mother’s burning. She deserved a warriors send off. 
He had witnessed the witches sendoff of  candles and some weird scented smoke, swirling around the room. Cassiel took no part in it. Instead, he seemed too busy doing things like setting up protective spells and getting food ready. 
Sitting outside, staring at the empty acres behind him, the horses running around in the fenced in field, cheerfully galloping. Did they not realized what the world had lost? 
“Hey.” 
Daxen looked up and saw his twin brother standing there, looking just as wrecked. 
“Hey,” He greeted, then looked back out at the horses. 
There was silence as his brother took the chair next to him. They sat silently for several moments, where nothing but the horses and the wind could be heard. 
“I know you’re upset,” Dylan muttered, causing Daxen to look back over at him. “But you can’t shut everyone out, man. I get that you may blame Isabelle.” 
“May?” Daxen echoed. “There is no May about it. She didn’t even try to save mom.” 
“But they did,” Dylan argued, then cleared his throat. “Man, come on. You imprinted on her. You can’t honestly think you would imprint on someone who would be selfish or harm the family, do you?” 
“Does it matter?” Daxen snapped. “Mom’s dead and they did nothing. So unless you have an actual reason beyond this bullshit to speak to me, I request you leave me alone.” 
Dylan stood up. “The memorial is in an hour, and Isabelle is here,” He answered. “At least she can’t be bossed around by you.” 
Daxen felt his heart leap with pain and joy. He stood up, seeing Isabelle come onto the porch. What surprised him was the kindness Dylan was giving Isabelle. He had expected Dylan to be just as angry as him. He expected his family to hate them. 
He stood up, crossing his arms, angrier than before. He hadn’t wanted to see her. He hadn’t wanted to forgive her. He wanted to put it off and grieve his mother. 
“Hi,” She whispered. 
She was wearing a black veil and it kind of startled him.  She looked like a widow. 
“Hi,” He said tensely. “What are you doing here?” 
He watched as she put the vail up, and he saw the beautiful green eyes, with such sadness in them. God damn, he forgot how beautiful she was. He felt his willpower cave and it was upsetting him more. 
“Your family invited me,” She quietly answered. She shifted uncomfortably. “I wanted to know you were okay.” 
“Well you have and you can see I am alive, so you can go.” 
He watched her wince then turn away from her. It would be easier to reject her if he didn’t have to look her in the eyes. 
“I think it’s best we don’t see each other from now on.” 
“Daxen,” She protested softly. “You don’t mean that. I know you’re upset right now, but-“ 
Daxen turned around immediately. “But nothing, you said you were going to do everything in your power to save her and you didn’t,” He argued. “Once again proof that witches are self-centered beings that are useless.” 
He clenched his jaw. “I don’t want you here, I don’t want you anywhere near me,” He demanded. “I don’t see that changing anytime soon. My suggestion is after this demon battle is over, you stay the hell out of the wolf faction.” 
He expected her to protest, to argue with him. He was ready for an additional battle. What he hadn’t been ready for was her simply nodding and saying, “Of course, Daxen. Just know I will always be here.” What punched him in the chest and angered him more was when she added even softer, “I love you.” 
He was furious. How could she think it was okay to say those words at all to him? He was going to scream, he was shake her. He wanted to kiss her and ravish her on the chair, but he still wanted to shake her. 
However, when Daxen was able to coordinate his motions, she was gone. Just like that. She said the words, and she was gone. 
There was so many emotions bubbling in him. He couldn’t begin to explain half of them. He was hurting. He was feeling empty. He felt broken, and he felt fear. 
Wolves who disconnect from their imprinted, always ended up either going insane or end up unable to have a proper relationship due to their heart inability to falling in love. He could live with never being in a relationship. He never needed one. It was the thing he had been telling himself from the beginning. 
“You’re a fool,” He heard from the doorway. His brother Byron was standing in the door. 
“Your turn?” He asked. “You all taking numbers who get to talk about my relationship.” 
He turned around, sitting back down in the chair. His head hurt and he needed a drink badly. A beer. A scotch. Whiskey. Shots, something. 
“No,” Byron answered, then put his hand on his brother’s shoulder. “You are making a mistake and you know how pissed mother would be.” 
“Don’t bring her into this,” Daxen hissed, shoving the hand off his shoulder. 
“I didn’t, you did,” Bryon reminded. He looked up at his brother. He wanted for something more, but nothing else was said. That was all. Byron said what he needed and just stood there. 
Daxen pinched the bridge of his nose. “I need a drink,” He announced, getting up. “And I think I would like to be left alone for the rest of the evening. Be sure to tell the rest of our siblings that.” 
He went inside and poured himself a stiff drink. Ice dropped into the cup, he thought about the bright red hair in the sunlight under the black bonnet. She was the only woman in his eyes that could look so gorgeous in black. 
He stared at his drink, throwing it back, then poured himself another one. God, he hated Byron. What did he mean he brought his mother into it? He wasn’t the one talking about how upset she would be at the issue. He knew she would be upset to be dead. However, thinking about it, he, also, had to admit he missed her. He just saw her, and he missed her. 
Daxen stared at the mirror, taking another sip of the scotch, trying to figure out his emotions. He needed to figure out where he stood before he did anything else. However, he needed to focus on sending his mother off. 
He sat there drinking until it was time, then he got up. To his horror, he saw the witches and their angel, standing there. Even more shocking was that they were standing with his family, in solidarity. 
He caught the bright red, even though he couldn’t see her face. She was standing there, Bree and Dylan on either side of her. He saw the purple hair and assumed it was Coral, she was standing next to Cassiel and Byron. The witches weren’t bonded together. They were mixed with his family, offering condolences, and standing with them. 
Daxen couldn’t help feeling like he was missing something. His family was supposed to be standing with him, not them. They were turning their backs on him and their mother’s death. 
He clenched his fists together and stormed over to the burning sight. His mother had been prepared and now they would burn her. 
Choosing to wait and not ruin the important moment, he looked at everyone. The children each offered fond memories, most of them crying through most of it. 
Once words were said, he did not give choices to the witches, he light pile on fire, then stepped back and watched as it burned. 
He felt the fire matching his anger. He was alone now, and it was her fault. 


Chapter
Isabelle threw her hat on the counter, rubbing her head, as her up do immediately changed back to a more casual do. She looked over at Fae, frowning. 
“That was a nightmare,” She groaned, rubbing her face. 
“Yet, his family stood with you,” Fae responded, cattily. “Just goes to show you, what a moron he is.” 
Isabelle removed her black heels, throwing them over by the shoe pile. Her stocking feet moving against the hardwood flooring. 
“He’s not a moron,” She argued. “He’s hurting, Fae. He blames us for her death.” 
Coral walked in, kicking her shoes off and tossing her coat over in the general area of the coat rack. 
“Look, why don’t we focus on the demon bitch that did this?” Coral suggested, grabbing the wine. “First, I suggest we get drunk for the rest of the night and watch a walk to remember and cry.” 
Fae cheered at the idea as Isabelle shook her head. “I need a shower,” Isabelle responded. She waved at the girls, then paused at the stairs. 
“Don’t worry, I changed your room,” Fae informed. “The entire room is filled with new layout and furniture.” 
That made her feel better. She didn’t know why, but she wanted to start over and put it behind her. She had a taste of bliss and it turned to poison. It seemed her bliss always turned to poison. 
She went into the bedroom and saw the crème walls were changed to a deep blue color and instead of a rustic bed of natural wood. It was replaced with a pink upholstery headboard. The bed colors were mixed of purples, pinks, and whites. It had mixtures of cottons, and silks. It looked like her dream bed, with a reading nook and a window seat as we well as a pink couch. The room had a neutral to a very feminine room. It was her dream and it would mean he would never be able to step foot into the room. 
She collapsed to her knees just seeing it all. Her energy depleted and reality hitting her. 
He never wanted to see her again. They would fight the war and then she would never see her again. No matter the outcome, she would lose him. 
Her heart twisted at the thought of it. She couldn’t imagine living without him. He had been there three days and her home, already, felt empty. 
Isabelle put her head in her hands and she began to cry, feeling her world fall apart around her. 
Worse yet, they would lose the battle. That was the problem. They were not united anymore. If she attacked now, she would win. Thinking about it, Isabelle was beginning to think she was going to no matter whenever she came back. 
Her body felt broken as she cried, and doubt felt through her soul. She had betrayed him, and she doomed the world. She barely able to live with the idea of living without him, but on top of it, she would have to live with knowing losing him was the reason things went sideways. 
“Poor little witch,” She heard from across the room. Her tears stopped as she looked up as the blonde, standing there, picking at her long nails. 
“You screwed up big time huh? Lucky for you, I have a deal that could save everyone, including your precious pooch.” 
Isabelle shivered when she said pooch. “Stop that,” She hissed. “He’s not a pet. He’s a human. For goddess’s sake, have some decency.” 
“Keep that up, and I won’t be able to fix your little problem.” 
Isabelle narrowed her eyes, picking herself up off the floor, slowly. She wiped her face and stared at her. “I don’t trust you,” She hissed. “I am not stupid.” 
“Stupid, no,” The blonde agreed. “Desperate, yes. You see, he believes you’ve damned him. Considering how you showed up and screwed up his life, I don’t see the lie. However, there may be a way to fix it.” 
 Isabelle crossed her arms frowning. “I doubt it,” She argued. “We were brought together by the universe. The universe will fix it if it needs to be.” 
The blonde tsking as she walked over, grabbing her chin. “You think he will want you after what you did to his mother?” She purred.
“You did it too,” Isabelle spat. “You infected his mother. You killed her. We got the infection out but your damn poison had quicken the spread of the cancer. I didn’t kill her. You did.” 
“And yet, who is he going to blame?” The blonde cooed. “Now are you going to shut up and let me make the offer or are you going to let me walk away and take him from you?” 
Isabelle’s blood ran cold at the idea. She didn’t like the idea that Abaddon could trick him into falling in love with her. 
“What is it?” She asked, regretting the moment she asked. She didn’t trust her. She didn’t believe anything the woman said, but she had to know. She had to have an option out of the fucking mess. 
“You have to let me use you to fuel my pet project,” She answered, then giggled like it was an inside joke with herself. 
The flash of herself on the ground, being drained of her magic. It was making sense now. She looked back at her. 
“I won’t help you make werewolves from the dead,” She disagreed. “It won’t help. Let’s say I do help you; it doesn’t work out for me. He will still be upset with more of a reason now, and when you’re defeated, he’s still gone. So, no. I am going to pass.” 
Isabelle turned and began towards the door. She heard the tsking behind her. It sounded closer. 
She turned around, and there was the blonde, in her face, the attractive façade faded to sharp teeth, red eyes, and her hair looking out of Greek mythology. 
“I was hoping you would come willingly,” She hissed with a long lizard type tongue. “Too bad, I will drain your life now instead of giving you back.” 
The last thing Isabelle saw was Abaddon attacking her before the world went black. 


Chapter
The storm brewed as the carriage rushed through the woods. Oh sure, she could always do the predictable car. Speed through the streets, be completely obvious. 
She wasn’t one for the obvious. A carriage just had so much more pizazz to it. It had horses, elegancy that no car ever could have. Not to mention, a very comfortable seats she could relax on. 
Yes, carriage just gave grace to her. She loved elegance. 
Unfortunately, the witch in front of her was anything than elegant. She was a larger woman, her red hair was bright and atrocious, and her clothes were so woodsy, she wanted to toss her into a hut. 
Thinking about it, her place in her dugeon would fit her clothing as well. She was very poor after all, and it wouldn’t be long before she would be very dead. 
Abaddon loved with a good plan fell into place. She knew she should have just waited it out, but now that the wolf hated witchkind, there was no way he would bounce back from it. 
She laughed happily, then leaned back, putting her hands behind her head. Man, playing with human minds was so easy. All she had to do was plant a little seed and watch it grow. 
They ran with their emotions, especially the ones who try to cut them off. Follow whatever lie they tell themselves and poof, there they go. 
Abaddon scrunched up her nose, lightly kicking the woman’s foot, and the woman didn’t flinch. 
It was a relief that the disgusting excuse of a person would be unconscious. The minions must have done something right for once and she would enjoy her triumphant. 
Abaddon heard the thunder again above her and smiled even more. Ah a good storm. That was even more promising. 
Tonight, was turning into one fantastic night for her. 

Chapter
It had been three days. Three days of quiet. Three days of finally grasping the situation and three days of not seeing Isabelle. 
He hated to admit it, but he missed her. He did, and he needed to talk to her. He couldn’t help feeling like darkness that was wrapping his soul, his heart had eased and, of course, he had been busy picking up the left over business his mother had left behind. 
He glanced at his phone, realized it had been on silent for three days, and he hadn’t touched it. He hadn’t needed to. He had his laptop, and everyone who he would contact was at the house. If it was an emergency then they would have stopped by the house. 
His heart dropped to his stomach seeing he had twenty-five missed phones calls from Fae and Cassiel. 
Daxen picked up his phone and called back. 
“Where the fuck have you been?” Fae screamed into the phone. 
“Dealing with estate shit,” He responded, frowning. 
“You mean you and Isabelle haven’t made up?” She asked. He caught the edge of panic in her voice.
“Not even close. Wait, Isabelle isn’t home?” 
There was a sense of panic that shot through him. It was not like her to run off without talking to someone and he was beginning to think the silence of three days was odd. He welcomed them, but he had a feeling with Isabelle, she would check in on his family. He knew that they would say when she stopped by. 
“When was the last time you saw her?” He asked, pushing away from the office desk and standing up. 
“The night of the funeral,” She answered. “We got home, and she said she was going to shower then join us for movie night. However, she never came down and she wasn’t in her room.” 
Daxen’s heart dropped to his stomach. He grabbed his wallet and keys from the side table of the office. 
“Don’t worry, I’m on it,” he stated, before hanging up.
Guilt rose in him. He shouldn’t have left her alone. He shouldn’t have cut her off. He knew the prophecy. He knew what would happen if he left her alone. 
And yet….
And yet, he did it anyway. He left her vulnerable and open for attack. Hell, it had been three days since she was missing and, universe only knew what was happening to her. Whoever had her had plenty of time to kill her. 
No, he couldn’t think like that. He had to stay optimistic. He rushed through the house, towards his car then paused. He didn’t know where to start. Her family would know her spots, and they would have checked all the spots. He looked behind him and noted the trees. 
They would need to scope the trees now. They would need to look into every little hole, because a demon could manipulate anything into a dungeon. 
“What is it?” Byron asked, coming out the front door. 
“Isabelle is missing,” He responded. “She’s been missing for three days.” 
Daxen had to be smart about where he went with the search. He knew damn well it was a trap and he couldn’t play into it. It wouldn’t save Isabelle. 
“Three days?” Byron frowned. “That’s a long time.” 
Daxen nodded absently, then looked over at his brother. “Don’t state the obvious,” he ordered. “Grab Bree and Dylan. We need to start on the forest. We know her scent. We can move through the forest faster than anyone else, besides the vampires, and they’re pretty useless during the sunlight.” 
Byron nodded and disappeared into the house. Daxen needed to think. They would be near the faction. He remembered Isabelle constantly talking about the dreams and how they were always downtown with the wolves. 
He paused, remember how dark he felt three days ago, and that the darkness had lightened that night. 
“Son of a bitch,” Daxen muttered to himself. He had walked right into the fucking trap if he wanted to or not. His emotions were twisted on their own. 
He kicked his tires in anger. The damn bitched played him like a fiddle and he let her. Worse yet, the bitch used the death of his mother. He was not going to let her survive for doing that. 
“Where are we heading?” Dylan asked. 
“Take a part of the forest and be back at the house by night fall,” Daxen instructed. “She’s not below messing with anyone. So be on guard, even with yourself.” 
He gave a nodded at his siblings, before they turned and ran into the forest all going different ways, trying to sniff out Isabelle. It was a big forest and he just hopes they would get there in time. 
*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*
Isabelle stared out the bar windows. She had seen the old cells from the centuries ago. She just never thought she would be in one. It was odd how Abaddon had been so old school about the entire situation. 
She rubbed her fingers together, trying to make some magic, but nothing was coming out. The entire place had been witch proofed and she couldn’t use her spells to get her out. 
Isabelle wiggled the bar again, feeling it loose but enough for her to pull out herself. She would have to keep working it. 
She heard the door to the hall of cells open. She immediately jumped and laid out on the bench, making it look like she was bored out of her mind. 
“You feeling relaxed yet?” Abaddon asked, smirking. 
“Oh yeah, so relaxed,” She responded sarcastically. “I mean this is luxury right here. How did I get so lucky to have a wooden bench?” 
Isabelle saw the blonde’s smirk fall and annoyance roll over her face. 
“Well with you in such great spirits, maybe you’ll pass us some magic,” She sighed. “Then I can start producing my own perfect demon pooches.” 
Isabelle narrowed her eyes, then said nothing. She had a strong feeling Abaddon was too caught up in her own shit to realize that her stupid minions put up so many witch wards that it hindered them retrieving said magic.
Of course, she wasn’t going to say anything. The longer they kept trying, the more time it bought for her family and friends to find her. She had wanted Daxen to look for her as well, but he was so angry.
Stupid woman did a number on him and that annoyed her the most. He was such a good person underneath, but Abaddon twisted so much in him that she just made sure he was poisoned against her. 
Her wolf would not be the knight to come running in to save her. She would rather save him or all of humanity. Hell, even her self at this point. 
She had to be her own knight. 
“Well make sure to rest up. We will try again tonight,” Abaddon cooed, patting Isabelle on the side of face hard, before leaving the room. 
Isabelle groaned once the door to the cell hall closed and locked. She got up from the bench and took a peak out to the hall. Nope, no one there. 
She climbed back onto the bench and started moving the bar back and forth with force. She hadn’t wanted them to hear her escaping, but at the point she was at, she would take them know, and her running out of there. 
It would mean she was free, and she would be able to help her family fight the ruthless demon. The last thing she was going to do was die by the hands of a demon. 
Feeling it getting looser, she did one more major tug and the bar as well as the three, came out and there was a hole in the wall. She immediately grabbed the stones, lifting herself out of the hole. Shifting the dirt as she climbed through and pulled the rest of her body. 
Once she was through, with one wave of her hand, she caved in half the castle, putting a cloak on over herself, and ran into the woods. 
She found the biggest tree and ran behind her as the minions started yelling and walked into the opening of the woods. She held her breath for a moment, so be sure she didn’t make a sound. 
Isabelle swore they could have heard her heart beat as sounded so loud in her ears, but eventually, she saw the demons head into the opposite directions. 
She let out her one breath. She waved her hand on her feet for more silence and opted to run in the opposite direction. 
The woods were dark, dense, and plenty. There was thousands of places to hide and even more places to get lost. She didn’t like the idea of getting lost, but she would have to follow her instincts. They had never let her down before. 
Taking a moment, now that she was farther away from the castle, stood there, listening. Sure she didn’t connect with the weather, but she did connect with elements such as wind. The wind could always tell her where to go if she just listened. 
However, there was no wind tonight and since creating one would not help, she would have to make her own path and mark where she was going. 
First tree she started with she put roman number one in the tree. She looked up at the darkening sky and sighed. She would have to figure out how to get through the woods in the dark without tipping off her captures. 
“Here goes nothing,” She whispered, and began to walk, crunching all the autumn leaves under her boots, she silenced all twigs to be sure she didn’t set off anyone. 
Her heart hammered against her chest. She had wished she had followed Melanie and Cassiel camping at least once growing up. She could have really learned the tips they had. There was that hiccup of her being nephilim and Cassiel being an angel. Isabelle wouldn’t have been able to do the same things, but she could have connected it to her powers if she had to. 
Too late now. 
She would have to focus on her surroundings. She would have to pray that she was never caught. She would have to use everything she had in her to fight a good fight and get home or out of the woods, for the very least. 
*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*
Daxen walked through the woods. The sun had long set, and he knew the family would be home by now. He instructed them to go home. He wasn’t going to be home. He was going to keep going until he found her. He should have been looking for her three days ago. 
He was stubborn. He was feeling guilty. He was feeling so many things, he couldn’t begin to understand. 
He swallowed, sniffing the air, then waited hearing for anything. He didn’t even know if he was going the right direction. He hated how blind he felt. If he could just get a lock on her scent, he would know he was in the right part of the woods, and he could run to her. He could save her. 
Hell, he could kill the damn demon bitch. He just needed to find her. 
“Come on, Izzie,” Daxen whispered. “You have to give me something.” 
He paused tapping his hand against his leg. He needed a breakthrough. Something to give him hope or his mind would start going to a darker place. 
“Please let me know you’re alive.” 
He stood in the middle of the forest looking around, then he caught something out of the corner of his eye. It was a roman numeral on the tree. It had a V on it. What really gave him hope, it was fresh. He walked closer and caught her scent. 
Isabelle was in the woods. His heart soared, and the moment got the scent, he knew where to go. He turned to the correct direction, like a pink line showing him the way. He smiled to himself and started running, following the line as he ran. 
Even few miles he would catch one of the marks, and he knew he was getting closer as the scent got stronger and the numbers went up. 
“Clever girl,” He muttered, before picking up speed. Her scent was getting stronger, and he caught an extra whiff of something knew. Fear. He slowed his pace a little. 
He didn’t want to scare her into running. For all he knew, who ever kidnapped her would be after her. 
Daxen took one large breath then ran, large strides as he did, until he saw flickering of the fire going, It was very low and very blue. It wouldn’t be seen by anyone who didn’t have night vision. She was being proactive, which was good. However, she was trying to keep herself. 
He stopped at the edge of the tiny clearing. She had made herself a small camping site. She had a tent, which looked more like a luxury tent, but she had a safe space to sleep and he saw the fire she was cooking food, and it appeared she was wrapped in a cloak. 
Daxen smirked to himself. She would make it comfortable for herself considering she was on the run. 
Taking an easy step, he walked into the clearing. He knew he startled her as he saw her jump up, holding a sword. He had to admit, a gun would be quicker, but a sword would work as well. 
“You’re okay,” He sighed. He watched the blue light flicker as relief filled her face. 
“Daxen?” She asked, softly. 
He stepped closer. “Izzie, I’m sorry,” He whispered. “I should have never taken my anger or issues out on you.” 
He opened his mouth to say more, but she knocked them out, hugging him. He wrapped his arms around her, holding her close to his chest. 
“I’ll work on forgiving you,” She whispered. “I am just glad you’re here.” 
He stepped back, pushing her wavy red curls out of her face, then capturing her lips with his. He moved with a passion, a force, before forcing himself to stop.
He looked behind him, the amount of ground he covered. It would be late before they got back to his house. He debated between staying in the tent or running. 
He stood back, thinking of his own secret, he needed to reveal to her. “Snap this stuff away, I am going to get us home,” He ordered. He began stripping his clothes off. She did as he said and watched as she picked up his clothes. 
“By being naked?” She asked confused. “Not exactly.” 
Once he was completely naked, he transformed himself into a large black wolf, a size of an actual pony. He could see her eyes wide with shock. He walked over to her and nudged her with his nose, motioning his back. 
He waited until she seemed to understand and climbed on his back. 
“You’re black like my wolf,” she said softly. He huffed. He would have to explain further when they got back. Right now, he had to gallop home and he knew it was going to be a long run. 


Chapter
Isabelle sat in shock as they run through the darkened woods. He was a black wolf. She couldn’t believe it. He looked like the one that sat on her parents’ porch. It seemed impossible. The wolf was gone. Hell, it was just a wolf. Wasn’t it? 
It couldn’t have been a werewolf. She thought they didn’t change until puberty. So much went through her mind. How was it happening? 
She admitted she could have been hallucinating. It was dark out, and she had been through a traumatic time. For all she knew, Daxen could have been a gray wolf, and she just wanted to see her old comfort friend. 
She just needed to take a breath. She needed to calm down, and let things be. She leaned over the wolf, feeling the strong muscles underneath, as it ran at high speeds. She kept adjusting her cloak hood as the wind kept pushing it off her head. She knew she needed to keep it on since she had to hide her identity and she had no idea where the captures were. Where the minions were. 
Reality was setting in. Yes, she was with Daxen, and yes, she felt safer with him. They weren’t safe yet. They weren’t even close to being safe. Hell, even once they returned to the home, they wouldn’t be safe. 
She didn’t even know what the next step would be. She knew that Abaddon had a castle, and they would have to fight. 
But what would it really mean in the end? There was so much rushing through her mind. Abaddon would come after them now, and they would have to fight. She just hoped everyone was ready. 
It seemed like the run took forever, but her eyes adjusted, and she soon saw the clearing and they were running onto Daxen’s farm. She saw his family pacing, and to her joy, her own family. 
She could see them standing around a table. She wasn’t sure what they were doing, but they were, at least, planning something. 
Isabelle sat up as they slowly down and jumped off the wolf when they stopped moving. She decided it was that moment to take a glance at him fulling. 
To her surprise, he had bright blue eyes, and his fur was black as night. He looked identical to the wolf she used to sit with. It seemed almost impossible for it to be happening. 
She let Daxen take his clothes in his mouth and disappear into the forest again. It wasn’t long before he was walking out of the forest, wearing his clothes. 
She turned and was surrounded by people suddenly. It was a moment where she was being passed from one person to another for a hug, everyone talking about how happy they were she was okay. All the voices being thrown at her about questions of who her captors were, if she was hungry, the list went on. She felt a bit overwhelmed at that moment. 
Isabelle hadn’t entirely process everything that had happened. It was all too much. 
“Everyone, thank you for trying to find me,” She smiled. “Honestly, if you don’t mind, I am in a desperate need of a shower and then I can answer as many questions you may have.” 
She pulled her cloak around her and headed inside the house without hearing any protest. One problem was, she wasn’t sure where the hell the bathroom was in the house. It wasn’t her home. 
“Down the hall,” She heard in her ear. She looked up and saw the bright turquoise eyes. He took her hand, and pulled her towards the left of the home, she stumbled following him as he tugged her towards the end of the hallway. 
Her heart hammered against her chest as she was pulled into the two door room. She was stunned at how large the room was. The walls were a crisp white, with rustic wood bed, a plaid bedspread completed the feel as everything in the room felt of natural wood. 
“Wow,” She whispered. “This is bigger than my room.” 
Then he was there, she was against the wall, inches from her face. Her breath hitch, her eyes darting downward at his pink lips. He smelled of woods, and fresh hiking air. His face showed a deep five o’clock shadow. He looked as if he hadn’t shaved in days. He looked dangerous, especially with his turquoise eyes twinkling with yellow tints on the edges. 
The fact he looked so dangerous got her blood rushing. She knew she shouldn’t want more danger, but with him, he was worth it. 
“Do you understand how frightened I was?” He asked, holding her chin. He stared into her eyes. “The thought that they could have killed you, burned into my brain.” 
She wanted to look away, but he held her still. “You have no idea how important you are to me,” He whispered, less tense. “God damn it, Izzie, I love you.” 
With those words, he captured her lips with his and kissed her with all the passion that could light a planet. Every place he touched, her skin burned for more. Her hands reached up and grabbed his chest, before pushing against him, until he broke away. 
He looked at her confused. 
“I want this,” She admitted. “I really do, but I have to take a shower. I feel…”
She shivered at the thought. “I feel disgusting.” 
Isabelle expected him to protest, to say that she was fine and she shower afterwards. Instead, she got a wicked grin. It spread slowly, before it filled his face. He closed the gap between them. 
“That can be arranged,” He whispered before scooping her up, and carrying her into his large master bathroom. The bathroom was as big as her current bedroom, and all she could think was her bathroom must have felt like a closet when he was there with her. 
He walked over to the shower, and placed her on the bench. He ran his finger overs her cheek. 
“I would snap away your clothes or they will be soaked the moment I turn this on,” He threatened. The smile on his face was a wicked one. 
She bit her bottom lip before snapping away her and his clothes. He looked startled at first, but then relaxed. 
“Well, that is handy.” 
He started the shower water. She shivered for a moment as it was cold, but instantly the warm water hit her and she sighed. 
What she didn’t like was the way he looked at her. He wasn’t looking his seductive look any longer. He looked angered and hurt and guilt. She frowned at him, then down at her arms. There were bruises on her body from them trying to drain her. She hadn’t had time to cover them. She didn’t want to worry him. It was all minor.
“Do they hurt?” He asked gently. He walked over and his hand hovered over them. 
“No,” She answered with a shrug. She reached over and gave a reassuring smile. “It’s okay. I am okay. Let’s just get cleaned up and rejoin the team. We will have time after this is over to enjoy this all.” 
She heard him sigh, then he kissed her shoulder. “Promise me you won’t do anything stupid,” He whispered.
Isabelle nodded in agreement. She saw him step back, and let them both finish the shower as it was a duel head shower. 
Once done, she snapped new clothing for herself, her hair back in perfect red waves, and walked back into the main area. 
Everyone had moved to the dining table. She was curious what they were planning, and she noted an attack plan. 
“What is going on?” She asked. 
“We were planning the next attack,” Dylan answered. “Look at this, red. When we were out looking for you, I found a castle, and I can now safely assume you caused the caved in part.” 
Isabelle just shrugged as a response. “Good for you,” He continued, bumping her shoulder, cause her to let out a short laugh. “Because we found this, instead of letting her create the terms, we are going to create them. She didn’t have many minions, and the ones she did have, weren’t that smart from what I saw. We can easily take them.” 
Isabelle frowned for a moment. He wasn’t completely wrong, however, it always seemed dangerous to underestimate anyone. They could been dumb as rocks, but they could be fight smart. She could assume that the demons were all smart when it came to combat. 
“We still need the right weapons,” Cassiel added, walking over next to her. She could sense the concern on his face. She could only imagine what he and Jon had imagined for three days. It had to be worse torture then what she went through.
“We have those,” Derek said, lifting the large bag of weapons. “Demon bullets a plenty.” 
She shook her head. They were serious about this battle. She wanted to fight. She knew they would have to take the fight to her, but it all seemed so quickly in her mind. She could assume they had been planning for a while, but for her to just get back and next thing she knew they were going to go to battle. 
It just seemed so fast. 
“What about silver knives?” Melanie asked quickly. “We will need those when the bullets are done or we drop our guns.” 
“We don’t drop anything,” Seth reminded. “Keep weapons on hand if you want to fight of any kind.” 
Isabelle looked between them all, the pause a moment, with a smirk. 
“What about drawing an invisible demon trap and we can hold them in place as we kill them?” Isabelle suggested. “I mean, think about it. I can call them out, taunt them, then boom, there they are.” 
There were some murmurs, before they all nodded at the idea. 
“Good idea,” Dylan responded. “We will have to get dickbags approval, unfortunately.” 
She frowned at him for a moment, confused at who he was talking about when Daxen joined them, and put his arm around Dylan’s shoulders. 
“And whose approval do you need?” He asked sweetly. 
“Yours truly,” Dylan answered unflinching. “The great ole dick baggery.” 
Daxen sighed, then looked at Isabelle. “What was the idea?” 
She repeated the idea to him, simply explaining why it would work and he groaned. 
“And what if they capture you again?” He asked concerned. “I am not sure we could get as lucky the second time around.” 
“We are with her this time,” Fae reminded from the other end of the table. “We are stronger as a team. Abaddon would catch us with our pants down again.” 
There was silence as they all looked at Daxen to decide. Isabelle watched his face twist in uncertainty, then he caved. 
“If it will bring this ridiculous mess to an end, then I say, let’s do it,” He finally agreed. “We can go in the morning. For now, it’s late, and everyone needs to rest.” He touched her arm. “Especially you.” 
After designated sleeping areas were assigned, Daxen and her headed back to his master bedroom, and when he closed the door, he wrapped his arms around her. 
“I am not letting you go tonight,” He whispered. “I spent three days without you, thinking of the pain of not having you.” 
He buried his face in her neck. She felt his hot breath against her skin, and she sighed, leaning back against his chest. 
“I would have waited forever for you,” She whispered. “However long it took for you to sort out whatever you needed.” 
She heard him sigh against her, and he shook his head. He turned her around in his arms, so she was facing him. His eyes were so gentle as he stared at her. His eyes seemed distant with sadness, but also with great longing. 
“I don’t deserve you,” He whispered. 
“No, you don’t, but you have me, so you better appreciate me.” 
He laughed, then kissed her softly. He led her to the bed and kissed her a little more feverishly. “We may not survive the battle,” he whispered, laying her on the bed. 
She laughed. “I feeling this is how so many women got pregnant during the war effort.” 
Daxen laughed a good hardy laugh, then kissed her again. He ran fingers through her hair, and then kissed her once more. This time, their lips moved in unision, and he pressed his tongue against her lips motioning them to open slightly wider. She complied and their tongues dueled together, almost like a tango dance. 
Their hands slowly touching every inch they good, clothes were flying around the room. He leaned her against the bed, and they crawled. It wasn’t until they were center of the bed, he broke the kiss. 
“You think you could use those magic fingers of yours to close the curtains?” He whispered. “I’d hate to move.” 
She smirked to herself. “I can do you one better.” She snapped her fingers. The curtains closed, their clothes were fully gone, and the ceiling looked like a night sky above them. The room filled with gentle moonlight. 
“You did it fifteen times better,” He laughed, looking around. “I will never get used to this.” He laid her backwards. She sighed, feeling his finger tips against her bare skin. It wasn’t a rough touch. The way he caressed her skin in the gentlest of ways made her shiver. 
“Are you cold?” he asked her. 
She shook her head. “No, I’m warm,” She replied. 
That seemed to satisfactory answer because he continued to caress her skin. He moved up her bare legs, almost admiring them. He then stopped and started from the shoulder and work his way down. He paid special attention to her breasts, studying them, squeezing them, playing with them. He seemed fascinated with them. 
She leaned up on her elbows, watching him curiously. “Have you never seen boobs before?” Isabelle asked, raising her eyebrow. 
“Oh, I have, but yours have to be the best I have seen,” He complimented. 
She scuffed. “I doubt that” She countered. “You just like them because you’re a horn dog.” 
“I fail to see the issue of the matter.”
She rolled her eyes, then fell backwards. “Well, you keep moving like that, you will see the issue,” She replied. “I will be asleep.” 
Daxen growled, moving up and hovering over her. “Well then, we will have to wake you up, won’t we?” 
She giggled, as he leaned down, and blew on her neck, then kissed her again. His hands having more of a mission, finding their usual spot, and knowing the correct places to push, sent her shivering with ecstasy as she shook and came. He had entered her during the orgasm and finished relatively quickly after her. 
“My god, you’re magnificent,” He whispered. 
“Meh, you’re alright,” She teased. 
“Just alright? Well then, I will have to prove you wrong.” 
He set out to prove her wrong for the rest of the night. 


Chapter 
The following morning, everyone was quiet. They had seemed so pumped the night before to attack and take down the witch, figuratively, but Isabelle was surprised to find everyone was much more subdued that morning.
Coffee was freshly hot. There was no breakfast, which was fine, she wasn’t exactly hungry given how her stomach was in knots. Nerves were the worse enemy at that minute. She wasn’t so sure about them attacking anymore. 
Adrenaline was a great thing when needing to run, but she figured it wasn’t a good thing for fighting now that she was thinking about it. It was a reckless thing to use for planning. 
“Good morning,” She greeted with a smile, but she could see the blue auras around everyone. It was sadness and fear. 
She didn’t blame them. They could go out there and doom the world. They could go out there and win. They could go out there and die. It was multiple possibilities that frightened them. 
“Morning,” Fae muttered into her coffee, taking a big swig. She got up and hugged her best friend. Isabelle hugged her back, relaxing a little in the comfort of her friend’s arms. 
“Did I tell you how glad I am you are okay?” She asked. 
“Yes, a very thousand times, but I don’t mind hearing it again,” Isabelle teased. 
Isabelle stepped out of the hug, as her friend searched her face. “You have hickey on your neck,” Fae responded, then walked away, catching everyone looking at her. 
Isabelle’s eyes went wide as she rushed to the mirror, and sure enough, there was a hickey on her neck. 
“Fucking neck obsessed wolf,” She muttered under her breath as she waved her hand over it. 
She heard the chuckles behind her as it seemed to break the tense and bring some happiness to everyone. 
“You’re a jerk,” Isabelle yelled at Fae. 
That seemed to set everyone off as they all burst into laughter.  She wasn’t sure why it was so funny, but, at least, for a moment, they all could have a moment of a good laugh to relax. 
Isabelle waved her hand over her neck and made the hickey disappear. She didn’t like having her surrogate father know that she was having sex and doing other things with Daxen. 
She walked over to the table and poured herself some coffee as there seemed to be still some chuckles between them all. 
“We’re happy you’re happy,” Fae assured. “You’ve been single for a very long time.” 
“Speak for yourself,” Dylan interjected. “I am just happy my brother is getting laid. At least, he can relax a little.” 
“Glad everyone is talking about my love life,” Daxen responded, before walking up to Isabelle, and kissing her on the cheek, and grabbing a cup. 
Everyone looked at one another. 
“What time are we doing this?” Coral asked, raising her eyebrow. “The sooner the better to get this done.” 
“Riveting speech,” Isabelle muttered. She glanced at her watch. Her body was on edge now. Everyone was feeling antsy. She wanted to get to it, but she dreaded it. She didn’t want to start it. She wanted to call it as it was and just hide. 
“Hey, I am just saying the truth,” She shrugged. “This has been utter hellish the last several weeks. We need to end this nightmare.” 
Isabelle looked at Daxen. “I feel like this was a song.” 
Daxen snickered, before he turned into a fake cough as everyone in his family glared at him. 
“Fine,” He sighed. “Everyone be ready and packed in ten. We will bring the battle to them.” 
People got up from the table and all started bustling around except Isabelle. She just stood there sipping her coffee. She didn’t feel comfortable. She felt on edge. Her chest felt tight and every bit of herself wanted to cave in. 
“I need to meditate,” She whispered. She put her cup down and walked outside. While everyone was rushing, she sat in the center of outdoor coffee table, and focused every bit of her from her breath, to the sounds of the birds, the wind. 
However, the wind was whispering something. The beautiful sunrise was being erase to darkness. Isabelle opened her eyes to see the line across the field. 
“So much for the trap,” She muttered, then got up from her spot, and ran inside of the house. “Hey, Guys! We have company coming.” 
She wasn’t surprised how quickly everyone joined her at the sliding glass door. It was far in the distance, black specks, but she noticed they weren’t moving. It was like they were declaring the battle ground. 
She looked up at Daxen, who placed his hand on her shoulder. 
“You were saying about the battle?” Melanie quipped, looking at Coral. 
“Oh, shut up,” Coral snapped. 
“Well, we can argue all day, or we can do this,” Isabelle pushed. “Come on, everyone. Suit up.” 
Isabelle walked out onto the porch, then changed into black armor, Coral, Micah, and Fae followed suit. She heard the flaps, knowing that Jon, Cassiel, and Melanie pulled out their wings. 
Then the growling started. They were ready. Wolves joining everyone. Seth and Derek shifted their knives and guns. The only two humans going into a mystic battle. 
Before they left, Isabelle stood in front of Seth and Derek, closing her eyes, giving them arm, and protection spell, making it so they wouldn’t be killed in battle. That didn’t mean they wouldn’t be badly hurt, but at least it gave them a chance of surviving. 
The large group descended towards the battle field. Isabelle walked with her hand on Daxen’s fur, feeling the need to be close to him, to have that one comfort. It felt unreal. She wasn’t someone who did conflict. She was the witch at home watching television and doing the healing, taking care of the mystic creatures. She never imagined she would be a witch in battle. 
“You got this,” Fae promised, to her. Isabelle looked over at her best friend and took her hand. They were best friends and there was no one she wouldn’t want to go into battle with, along with Daxen. She squeezed her hand and give her a weak smile. 
“I have you,” She corrected. “And Daxen. So that is something.” 
They stopped facing with Abaddon. It all seemed pointless. It was a pointless battle. In Isabelle’s eyes, they could have avoided the whole thing. 
However, that wasn’t what would happen. She knew better. Abaddon wanted to destroy the world. She had heard her talk about it far too often. 
The blonde wanted death. Too bad her minions would be getting it. Not that she wanted death. 
Isabelle walked forward slightly. She tried to let go of Fae’s hand, but she kept a good hold on her. 
“Abaddon, we don’t have to do this,” She reasoned. “I know this is to make hellhounds real, but can’t we work around this? Does there need to be this?” 
Isabelle motioned the fighting. 
She saw Abaddon laughed. It was a dark, horrid laugh and Isabelle knew down in her soul that the demon wouldn’t listen to reason. 
“You think I am going to be scared of a couple angels and some boring witches with their pets?” Abaddon hissed. “Your kumbaya won’t work on me, honey. I’m evil, and you’re weak.” 
Isabelle straightened, shaking her head. Underestimating the enemy. That was always a bad move to do. She moved back as Abaddon did as well. She was queen after all. 
“Fight!” Abaddon shouted, sending the minions after the group. Black smoke encompassed the entire battle ground. The wolves and Seth as well as Derek began fighting off anything physical. 
Isabelle stayed in the back, sending over protection spells, stunning several attackers, healing whoever she could. Micah used his earthly magic to use roots to throw or killing the demons as well as electricity. 
Fae used her mental powers to send out any waves towards the demons to hear nothing but high pitch white noise in their ears to a point that several heads were exploding. 
Coral was using her fire powers, shooting them at every demon she could. 
Isabelle could not keep track of everyone during the battle. It was chaos of blur of fire, blood, flashes of light, and earth moving. It felt as if she was a camera trying to capture everyone. 
She lost track of Daxen, feeling her heart leap into her throat. She couldn’t tell what wolf was who as for his siblings. She felt herself being dizzying trying to protect as many people as she could, creating barricades when she could. 
Isabelle wanted to yell out for him, but she lost Fae in the fight as well. There was so much smoke of the dying demons or demons even running back to hell.
Sunlight they did have was gone, and the sky turned to dark. So they were fighting in darkness, and only chance she could see was during the flashes of lighening. 
“Micah! Do something about the darkness!” Isabelle ordered. 
Micah glanced momentarily, before nodding. He attacked one more demon. He muttered words then tossed up a sun above the ground. 
It helped, but it lasted about ten minutes, which felt like seconds to her as she fought herself, using her ice spells to freeze demons before Coral burned them alive. The sun being gone, they lost their advantage and their ability to fight. 
“They’re fighting dirty,” Melanie yelled, staying near Seth and Derek to protect them. 
“We can do it, everyone!” Isabelle yelled, then stepped back. She closed her eyes, reaching into mother earth, and pulled the never ending blue light up, producing them into the sky. 
She could it all, and she smiled. They were winning. The minions were either running or being depleting. However, she could see the anger on Abaddon’s face. It was obvious the demon thought they would have been killed and ended the battle. 
Isabelle smiled, pushing herself up out of the air, floating over to Abaddon. 
“You give up?” She asked. “We are letting you walk away now, never return to earth, just going back to hell.” 
“I refuse,” Abaddon hissed, before her fangs, claws, and her jaw unhinged as she attacked her. 
Isabelle caught her, holding her far from her. The woman was trying to claw at her face, getting sides of her face.
Getting a good angle, she kicked Abaddon over her, and they both flipped over, so they were standing off again. 
“All you had to do was give me your magic,” the demon hissed. “You could have just let me have the wolves and saved your friends. No, you had to be selfish!” 
Abaddon ran at Isabelle and this time, she gotten the upper hand on her. Abaddon’s hand was around Isabelle’s neck, her claws digging deep into the throat, blood trickling down her body. 
“Did you know, I was the one who created vampires?” The blonde continued, leaning over and licking her throat. 
“I love the metallic taste,” She laughed. “Oh, and I drained a witch to create them. Pity your legacy won’t be as grand.” 
Isabelle struggled to breath, scratching at Abaddon’s hands, kicking, and struggling as the demon lifted her up. 
“Not such a strong witch now are you?” She laughed. “I want you to watch as your friends slowly die.” 
Isabelle felt like she was going back and forth from the edge of unconsciousness. She could see wolves going down, the boys being bitten into by the demons, as the demons were laughing. Melanie zapping the demons before she was being knocked away. 
It seemed the chaos was getting worse, and she was struggling to get free. 
“Dax,” She rasped. “Fae.” 
She continued to kick before she wiggled enough to kick Abaddon in the face, sending her flying to the ground.
Isabelle scrambled to get to her feet as Abaddon spat out the black blood. She saw the mixture of yellow and rest eyes staring at her with anger burning inside. 
“You bitch,” She spat. “Look what you did to my face!” 
Isabelle heard a terrifying growl coming from inside of Abaddon, before the demon ripped off the human form, morphing into a large gray thin beast, staring at her with no hair, red eyes, stank of death, and the jaw barely connected to the head. 
It was the most horrifying thing she had ever seen. She backed up; her eyes wide. Her heart and breath stopped. 
“I will teach you a lesson,” She snidded. 
She watched as the creature turned around and shot at the large group. The minions instantly disappeared and nothing was left except her family, her friends. Daxen. 
Isabelle got up, scrambling to think of something. Everyone seemed just as horrified as her except for Cassiel and Jon. 
Cassiel and Jon looked at everyone. “Get back!” He ordered. “This will become a centennial fight.” 
Isabelle got up, as Daxen in wolf form rushed to her, using his head to get her onto his back, he rushed her back over onto their side of the line. 
Cassiel and Jon morphed to her size, wings going with them. Isabelle looked down at everyone. There was a gray wolf gravely injured, the Galloway brothers were injured as well. She hopped off of Daxen. She looked to Melanie. 
“We need to get the injured out of here,” She ordered. Melanie looked at them and nodded. 
She looked over at Micah. “Can you float two humans?” 
Micah nodded running over. Isabelle motioned to the humans, then looked at Daxen. 
“Get the wolf back,” She ordered. She saw the sadness and concern in his eyes. 
“They need to get out of here. Daxen, NOW!” 
Daxen seemed to snap out of it, nodding as she as coral placed the wolf on his back. She motioned them all to go as quickly as possible. Melanie, Micah, and Daxen taking the injured away from the scene. 
Coral, Fae, and Isabelle stood together, holding hands. 
“Should we leave too?” Fae asked, eyeing the large being fighting. It felt unreal to see such titans fighting that wasn’t on a screen. 
Isabelle searched her mind. “No,” She answered. She gripped both Coral and Fae’s hands. “Remember when we were kids, and we would combine our powers. This would be the time to do it.” 
Fae hummed first, light coming out of her hand, then Coral locked hands with her, light continuing with Isabelle as she grabbed Coral’s hand, all three humming in perfect harmony. The women began to completely glow together as a ray of angelic light, as they did so, it began to cause Abaddon to start burning as the light only hurt demonic entities. 
Isabelle lost track of time and the events fading into a trance like state until it seemed the area was cleansed, and they started to fade out. 
When her eyes became to focus again, the sky was bright blue again, the darkness had faded and all the bodies had disappeared. Cassiel and Jon had shifted back to their normal state, and all that was left was the stained grass from the battle. 
“We won,” Fae sighed. 
“Thank fucking goddess,” Coral groaned. “I was beginning to think we would fail.” 
“Great with the confidence, Coral,” Isabelle muttered, rubbing her head. She turned, looking back at the mansion. Her heart jumped for a moment thinking about Daxen. 
“We need to get back,” Isabelle whispered, starting to walk slowly at first, her feet moving on their own accord, before the pace quickened to a point she was sprinting across the grounds towards the house. 
She got to the porch, the injured was laid out on the ground, deck pillows under the heads. She looked at them all, trying to figure out where to start. 
Isabelle’s eyes landed on Daxen, who had transformed back into his human form, leaning over his twin brother. She rushed to him first. He looked up, and caught her in his arms, holding her tightly against him. She could feel his body relax a little. She gripped him tighter. 
“No more wars,” She whispered in his ear. 
He kissed her shoulder, nodding against her. He pulled away and kissed her hastily, cupping her face, eyeing her face. She was sure she looked a mess, but at that moment, she felt like she was beautiful. 
“I thank the universe you’re okay,” He responded, rubbing his thumb against her cheek. 
There was a groan beside them. They both jumped and Daxen, immediately, jumped to his brother’s side. Dylan had finally reverted back to his human form, and that’s when the extend of his wounds could be seen. 
Micah kneeled next to him, he had a wooden bowl of substance. She assumed it was a healing cream. She watched as Micah applied it to the wounds. 
“These are bad,” Micah whispered to Isabelle. 
She nodded, kneeling as well, she put her hand over it as she let a little light begin to glow from her hand, hovering over the wound. She closed her eyes searching the wound for the right factors to heal. 
She could see multiple contusions internally. She frowned. She opened her eyes and looked at Micah. 
“He needs a doctor,” She whispered. 
“What are you two whispering about?” Daxen demanded. She looked up at him, sadly. 
“There is internal damage,” She answered. “We need to get him to the hospital in the hub. I am not a healer.” 
She wanted for the anger. She knew how he hated witches for not healing quick enough. However, when he knelt and touched her shoulder. “I understand,” He muttered. 
She stood up, and touched his hand as they looked down at Dylan. It was evident he was struggling, and she wondered if he would survive the trip. She hoped he would. The last thing the family needed was another loss. 
Daxen pulled her close as Cassiel came into view. He looked at Daxen. “If you would like, I can try my best,” He offered. 
“Please do,” Daxen offered, as he and Isabelle moved out of the way. He looked at Isabelle again. She looked up at him a little sad, sensing it all. Dylan was at a critical point where he or his body decided to pass into the great nether or to fight another day. 
She, also, could sense the twin intuition. Their auras were linked, and she could see the connection vibrating, holes appearing in the stream. It, usually, meant one horrible thing. 
Dylan’s wounds were too severe. 
She looked back at Dylan seeing the color fading from his face. She knew Cassiel could try to fix a few injuries, but if there was mass injuries, it would take a lot more. 
Isabelle moved from Daxen’s side again, kneeling down, and gripped Dylan’s hand closing her eyes, using her earth light to look internally trying to aid any way possible. 
These were battle wounds. Battle wounds weren’t created by the universe. They were inflected by demons. That meant she could save him. Daxen wouldn’t lose another one. 
Cassiel was trying to heal wounds, but it seemed the black either would run from the sun and pop another leak. She tried to send a light around it to lock it in, but it would whisp out of the way. She got out of the way, choosing not to engage it. She focused on the heal, but found any parts that were healing, the black whisp was back. 
Isabelle disengaged and stepped back frowning. Whatever had hit Dylan was a demonic parasite or virus out to do damage. She didn’t want to make the death worse. She put her hand over his forehead and made it so he couldn’t feel pain. If he was going to die, she would want it to be, so he wasn’t suffering. 
She looked at Cassiel scared and confused. She had never seen anything like it. She thought for one moment that everything had ended. 
“I can take it out,” Cassiel explained to Daxen and his siblings. “However, if I did, it could cause even more damage could result in his death.” 
“But if you don’t, he’s going to die,” Isabelle added relatively quickly. 
“I suggest you and I connect together and try healing him after Cassiel,” Micah suggested. “It’s the only other way.” 
Daxen looked between the three, confused. “If we don’t this, how does he have?” He asked. 
Cassiel shook his head. “I don’t know,” He answered. “It could be a matter of minutes to days. Trying to remove it could just rush the process.”
Daxen looked at his siblings then looked at Isabelle. 
“What do you suggest?” He asked, concerned. 
She shook her head and shrugged. “I don’t know,” She answered. “I have never seen anything like it. However, if we don’t try, he has a 99% chance of him dying. This may give him a better chance. But I can’t promise. I can just try.” 
Daxen walked over to her, cupping her cheek, and kissed her softly. “I trust you,” he repeated. “Just be careful. Promise me, if it gets too dangerous, pull back.” 
She nodded, staring into his almond eyes, then kissed him softly. Once she broke away, she looked at Micah. 
“Let’s go,” She instructed. “Let’s see if we can save him.” 
Isabelle went back into position, grabbed hands with Micah, then gave Cassiel the signal. They were back in, looking for the black essence and they didn’t have to search hard. They found it, and surrounded it with light, letting Cassiel intomb the dark virus, and going through, healing each break it caused coming out of Dylan. 
Once it was out, Micah and her went through together, connecting to the earth, and the DNA of the wolf, to quicken the healing process on the wounds, though some of them, she noted were searing with black smoke. Any time one of the wounds healed, the new layer would crumble. It was like there was a residue left over that lasted after the essence was gone. 
They focused energy on important ones like the veins, his lungs, then once they were sure those were okay, they went to focus on the organs, but she could see the black veins started to etch in the organs, and the amount of energy needed to heal the organs was more than she had and it was moving faster than Micah and her could heal. 
Finally, Micah let go as Isabelle fell back, looking at Dylan. They were too weak. She felt arms around her. She looked up, and there was Daxen, looking at her concerned. He pushed her hair out of her face. 
“You and Micah have been in there almost three hours,” He whispered. “Are you alright?” 
She nodded, feeling depleted. “It’s too fast,” She whispered. “I don’t have enough.” 
“Shh,” Daxen whispered, looking at his twin. “I know. I could feel the effort.” 
He scooped her up in his arms. He motioned to everyone. “Get Dylan in his room,” He ordered. “We will figure the next plan of attack.” 
Daxen turned, carrying Isabelle to the bedroom, and setting her on the bed. He began to remove her shoes, and socks. 
“Just rest,” He whispered, his voice echoing pain. He put a blanket on her. “We will figure everything out once you have recovered.” 
She reached out, and squeezed his hand. “I let you down twice,” She whispered. “I’m sorry.” 
He shook his head. “No, you haven’t let me down,” He responded. “You showed me how truly strong you were.” He leaned down and kissed her softly. “You’re amazing. I love you.” 
She could see the sadness in his face, but she sighed, nodding. “I love you as well,” She responded. 


Chapter
Thanks to their efforts, it gave Dylan a bit longer if they hadn’t. He passed a few days after the war, during the night when the team was asleep. 
They put his ashes as well as their mothers in the family tomb two weeks later, and Daxen felt like everything had slimmed down to too much. He sat at his island, staring at his phone, thinking hard about the call he would have to make. 
“Hey,” Isabelle greeted, softly. Standing in the doorway. “Byron, let me in.” 
He looked up and smiled softly at her. He had to admit, he hadn’t seen much of her since they had a service for the closing of the tomb ceremony. 
“Hey. How has going back to your customer service job now that you’ve saved the world?” He asked with a sad smirk. 
“I quit,” She answered, with a shrug. 
He looked up a little shocked. “What? I thought this was your connection to being normal.” 
She walked in and sat down next to him. “Yeah, while you were sorting out the werewolf things, I did soul searching,” She answered. She put her hand on his shoulder. “Being normal citizen is completely overrated. I like being able to help people. So, I recruited, my family, and your two siblings, and we’re starting Mystic Detective Society. I was hoping to add an alpha to my mix bag.” 
Daxen sat shocked for a moment, then smiled wildly at her. “That’s the best idea, I ever heard,” He responded, before he leaned over and kissed her softly. “It seems that we both have news. I’m quitting acting. So, I do need a new job.” 
She laughed. “Well then, I think I have a perfect position,” She answered, putting her chin on his shoulder. “How about you handle the werewolf portion of the agency?” 
He laughed. “A bit out of my legue, but I think I can make it work.” 
She let out a soft laugh. “There is also the matter of where we are going to live,” She pondered. 
He looked around, then looked back at her. “Wherever you are, I will be there too,” he answered. “Choose a location and I’ll move tomorrow and let Byron have the house.” 
She looked around, thinking about it, then looked outside. “I could always update this place,” She responded. “With your approval, of course.” 
He sighed. “We have time to figure it out.” 
She bit her bottom lip. “We have nine months,” Isabelle whispered into his ear. 
He leaned back and stared at her in astonishment. He looked down at her stomach, then back up at her. “Are you sure?” He asked. 
“Confirmed by Micah,” She answered. “And the witches at the clinic. Oh, and it’s twins.” 
His eyes went wide, before he let out a whoop, scooping up in his arms, hugging her close to him. 
“Universe takes and the Universe gives,” he whispered, then shook his head. He looked into her eyes. “Marry me.” 
“Because I’m pregnant?” She asked. 
“No, because I love you,” He whispered, then reached into his pocket, and pulled out an antique opal ring. “I was already planning on purposing, but this seemed as right time as any. Let’s do this together.”
Isabelle felt her heart swell in her chest, like it was about to burst. She swallowed as tears formed in her eyes. 
“Of course,” She whispered. “Yes! A thousand times yes.” 
He hugged her tightly again. His world, once felt closed off, felt like it was expanding again. He never imagined he would live a happy ending, but in his arms, and in his future, Daxen knew he had found it and this was just the beginning for them. 

THE END 
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