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I ducked and twisted, throwing my foot out in a back kick as I dodged Hunter’s swipe. He chuckled and side stepped, reaching out and pushing me just enough to throw me off balance. I hissed and scrambled to correct my shoddy footing, but not before he smirked and lashed out with a lightning-fast uppercut that grazed my chin. The man was sickeningly fast, and that stupid smirk didn’t endear him to me at all.

“Watch it, Hunter,” I grumbled as he snickered at me.

“What’s wrong, little mate? Can’t you handle me?”

I growled and charged at him, intending to knock him on his ass but only succeeding in falling on my face when he gracefully stepped out of my path. 

“You can do better than this, Everly. What happened to all of the technique we were working on? It’s only been a few days since our last session, did you really forget everything in that time?”

I grunted in annoyance and smacked his outstretched hand, determined to pull myself to my feet and wipe the smile from his face. Hunter might be one of my mates, but he sure didn’t take that to mean he could go easy on me. Not that he should. We were up against the kind of evil that wouldn’t hesitate to take me out if given the chance, after all. 

I settled back into a ready stance, trying to clear my mind of everything else and failing miserably.

“You need to get your head in the game, Everly,” Hunter hissed, circling around me. “I know you’re worried about Camille, and all of the other infected, but you’re no use to anyone if you wind up dead before we can figure this shit out.”

I knew he was right, but instead of calming me, his words just made me even more angry. Was it really only a few days ago that I found Camille, bloodied and panting, on my kitchen floor? The shadows controlled by Oberon, the former fae king, infected one of my closest friends. I watched hopelessly as they crawled up her flesh, causing her unimaginable agony until she was a husk of herself, controlled by the disease known as The Darkness. Of course, the newest name for the disease was Oberon. I still didn’t know who knew enough to name the disease after the disgraced king. 

I was still missing so many pieces to this puzzle, and that left me impotent with rage. 

I lashed out again, with more controlled precision, and connected with Hunter’s block. He grinned at me and nodded, pushing me back and settling back in his stance.

We had to find a solution to all of this, but right now everything was just a waiting game, and I absolutely fucking hated it. I didn’t know if Camille was alive, I didn’t know if my grandma, Eustice Cummings, former Watcher for Wolf Lake, was alive. I didn’t know if the next person I asked for help would be in league with Oberon or on my side. I just didn’t know, and it was eating me alive inside. I supposedly had the power to put an end to the maniac who stole children and tortured parents, and yet all I had managed to do so far was let the people around me hurt and manipulated, and it sucked. I had to do better.

I slid my left foot back, readying myself for Hunter’s attack. He was shifting his weight when I saw the opening I needed and darted forward, jabbing out with my fists to unbalance him before sweeping my right foot low and taking his feet out. It was the first real set of hits I’d gotten on him this morning. Despite what should have been a victorious moment, I just settled back into my stance, determined to improve. I would not be a victim any longer. I would not allow those I loved to be hurt because of me. I refused. 

We went back and forth, trading blows until the sun began to rise, when Glenn stepped out and clapped his hands.

“Are you ready to add some magic to the fun?” he asked with a grin. 

Hunter nodded and stepped back, crossing his arms.

“Her form’s good and she’s managed to get a few hits in. Run a refresher with her on how to access her magic while I grab some water, and then we can practice combat magic. I doubt Oberon and his goons are going to stand still while she tosses balls of light at them.”

I grimaced at the truth in his words. None of the infected had ever stood still and let me hit them with the light magic that would strip the parasitic shadows from their persons, and I couldn’t imagine they would start now. Hope, sure.

Hunter jogged inside while Glenn approached me with a soft smile.

“You ready, Silver?”

“Let’s do this, Glenn.”

He nodded and approached me, guiding me through a few practice motions. After a few moments, he had me summon my fire magic, then instructed me to burn it brighter and hotter until it was pure light. When I managed that, he told me to snap the connection between myself and the pillar of light off, grinning when I managed to stop the flow of energy with little effort.

“You’re getting better and better every day, Silver.”

Hunter stepped outside and tossed me a water before whipping off his shirt and tossing it along the banister of my front porch. Drool immediately pooled in my mouth, but I wiped it before it could drip down and make me look even more stupid than I already did in my sweat-soaked shirt and workout pants. 

Unfortunately, Hunter’s observant eyes noticed the motion, and he smirked, wiggling his eyebrows suggestively.

I pushed his shoulder and rolled my eyes, stepping up beside Glenn and crossing my arms.

“What now, taskmaster?” I demanded, making Hunter and Glenn both chuckle.

“Now, you need to hit us with the light without letting us hit you.”

“I don’t want to hurt you two,” I said, my brow creasing in worry. They might be driving me mad, but they were my mates, and I cared about them. Hell, they were half the reason I was pushing myself this hard. I would not let the Oberon take them.

“You won’t, little mate. You couldn’t. Since we’re bonded, your magic can’t hurt us.”

“Wait, what?”

Glenn grinned and nodded.

“Why didn’t you tell me this before?”

“We’ve been a little preoccupied trying to keep you alive, little mate.”

“Don’t be angry, Silver,” Glenn said, tugging on my hair.

“Is that why Blade isn’t joining us for this training session? Because I could accidentally hurt him?”

Glenn and Hunter shared a loaded look, sending a streak of annoyance through me, before nodding solemnly.

“That’s exactly why, Silver. We didn’t want to risk it.”

I huffed out a breath, because as much as it annoyed me, it made sense. And there would come a time soon when my magic wouldn’t be a threat to him, either. I hoped.

“Fine, let’s do this.”

Hunter grinned and darted towards me suddenly, flicking my nose before taking off with a laugh. 

I stared after him for a moment before looking back at Glenn and quirking a brow. He chuckled and ran off after Hunter, leaving me staring at his well-defined behind. I sighed and downed my water before stretching and taking off at a light jog. Clearly, this was more of an exercise than Hunter had explained.

I strained my ears, calling my wolf senses forward to help me locate my two bonded mates. It didn’t take long to hear the snapping of branches along the edge of the forest surrounding my house. 

I scented the air, noticing that Hunter and Glenn went in different directions. The wind shifted, allowing me to catch of whiff of both their scents from the same direction. Splitting up by the tree line was an obvious attempt to throw me off. Not wanting to lose my advantage of knowing that they were together, I made a show of following Glenn’s scent, away from where they both were hiding now.

That’s it, Gaelana, Treoirn, my wolf spirit said. Let the males think they have you confused. Let their pride be their downfall. After all, a tiny, lone female cannot possibly outsmart two Alphas. She added a hefty dose of sarcasm, which I had to hide my reaction to in case my mates were watching. Seemed like my snark was starting to rub off on her.

I crouched down, making a show of checking a set of older footprints. These marks were probably a week old, but the boys didn’t know that I had gotten better at tracking, so they wouldn’t know that I knew. I had to hide my grin when I heard them shuffling around in the trees. One was climbing, his motions nearly silent—but not nearly silent enough—while the other was circling around to my left.

I cocked my head to the side, listening for the minute sounds of rustling leaves. It was Hunter in the trees, I knew, likely calling on his affinity for earth to help muffle the sounds of his movements. Glenn tended to stay closer to the ground, where he could call on the water in the soil to aid him.

The air grew heavy around me, telling me that Glenn was pulling the water from the ground below me, no doubt in an attempt to get me stuck in a swampy puddle, which gave fighting dirty a whole new meaning. Carefully, I fed heat into the soles of my feet, hardening and drying out the ground just where I was standing. I’d still have to be careful about how and where I was moving, but this would give me the element of surprise when Hunter pounced.

I didn’t have to wait long for it. Vines began creeping from the forest, inching their way towards me just as the sound of Hunter’s bulky form soaring through the air met my ears. I ducked, lifting my arms to help his path along and into the muddy patch of earth that Glenn had been churning up. Using my flames to help propel myself from the small patch of hard earth that I had made, I pushed myself into the air and flipped up, hooking my legs on a low hanging branch and firing an orb of light at Hunter’s stuck form.

I didn’t have time to celebrate the direct hit, as Glenn was already sending a deluge of icy water my way. I flicked my hands up, summoning a fire hotter than I ever had to try and evaporate the worst of the water. I breathed a brief sigh of relief when it worked. Before I could relax, though, Glenn’s glistening form was charging me, a wide grin on his sinfully handsome face.

I whipped around, spinning like a matador avoiding a charging bull. When he managed to stop his momentum and turned back to face me, I was ready, with a ball of light and a ball of fire hovering above my hands. I tossed the fire, forcing him to dodge back, before grinning and tossing the light in the direct path of where he dodged to.

His mouth opened in a gasp as he fell to his knees laughing. A grinning Hunter pulled him to his feet, shaking his head.

“That was great, Everly. If you keep improving like this, you’ll be ready to take on the world in no time.”

My levity evaporated. “I just want to save my friends and family.”

“I know, little mate, I know.”

“There you three are,” Blade grumbled, rounding the corner of the house and pinning us with a disgusted look. “I’ve been looking for you for an hour.”

“Sorry, Blade, we were testing Everly’s progress on using her light while moving. She’s getting better,” Glenn said with a boyish grin.

“Good. Why don’t you get washed up and come inside for a late breakfast? I’ve got some news and you should hear it on a full stomach.”

We all shared a concerned look, but did as he asked. Glenn raced up to my room, claiming my shower with a triumphant cackle while Hunter claimed the guest shower with a roll of his eyes.

Blade pinched the bridge of his nose and shook his head at their antics. 

Grinning, I grabbed his hand and squeezed it before placing a small kiss on his cheek and hurrying up to my room, hoping to catch a show before breakfast.

I wasn’t disappointed. Glenn was showering in all his deliciously naked glory. Water sluiced down his perfectly defined chest in a way that made me hungry for something other than whatever Blade was cooking up in the kitchen. Where Hunter, the largest of my mates, was built like a truck, Glenn was leaner and more athletic. He reminded me of a runner, or maybe an MMA fighter. Wiry muscle stretched across his body, every inch of him promising strength and endurance. Blade was the least bulky of my mates. I couldn’t wait to get him naked, but with everything going on,  we hadn’t yet sealed the bond, and I refused to rush him through my own selfish needs and wants. Besides, the other two were keeping me busy enough right now.

I sighed and leaned against the bathroom door, just enjoying the sight as Glenn washed up. He grinned out at me, making a show of rubbing himself until my mouth watered.

“No sex! Get cleaned and come down!” Blade shouted up the stairs, his voice husky.

I chuckled. There was no doubt in my mind that he could smell mine and Glenn’s arousal from where he was, seeing as I had left the bedroom and bathroom doors open. 

Glenn grinned and stepped from the shower, quickly drying himself and tugging on a pair of clean jeans. He kissed my cheek and bolted out the door before I could grab him and violate Blade’s decree.

I sighed and hopped into the shower, washing quickly dressing and heading back downstairs. Best find out about this news.
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Downstairs, I was pleased to find a pile of French toast, pancakes, waffles, bacon, and eggs waiting for me in the center of the kitchen table. Blade didn’t cook often, but when he did, he always went all out. It was one of the many things I loved about my more stoic mate. I quickly loaded up a plate with all the goodness before plopping down into Hunter’s lap.

“My seat,” I growled at him when he tried to lift me off and place me in the empty chair beside him. He was always trying to provoke me by taking my seat and other silly little annoyances. I acted like I hated the interactions, but I was actually growing to look forward to our little banter.

Glenn smirked and snatched a piece of bacon from my plate, making me glare at his stupid, perfect face. Hunter, the devious man, distracted me by kissing my neck and sending shivers racing down my back with his skilled lips. The things these men made me feel was downright criminal.

Blade chuckled and added some more bacon to my plate after Glenn snatched another piece.

“Eat, Everly. Once you have some food in you we can get into what I’ve found.”

His serious words had me pulling away from Hunter and scarfing down my food. Instead of sliding me off his lap and taking his proper chair, Hunter began to massage my shoulders while I ate, sending me into a state of relaxation that had me melting against him. I was so placid in his skilled hands that I jumped and let out a little squeak when Blade began speaking again.

“So we think that the area in the mountains where you stumbled that night is linked to the cavern of souls. I’m fairly certain that something in the cavern itself is giving Oberon the power to siphon the boost that the infected get from the darkness.”

I pulled away from Hunter and leaned closer to Blade, watching him carefully for any signs of him holding information back. It wouldn’t be the first time. Blade didn’t like sharing unsubstantiated theories, much to my annoyance.

“There have also been a few sightings of Oberon in various ley regions within Europe and Asia. We’re not sure, but lore about the cavern of souls traditionally indicates that it can appear anywhere along the ley lines within the areas that entrances to the lower realms can appear.”

“So is the cavern another realm?” I wondered aloud.

“We’re not sure. I’ve got all of my most trusted people working on this, but we just don’t know. There’s too much missing, like a great deal of the original resources relating information about ley portals, pocket realms, and the lower and upper realms has just been wiped out. I’d wager that the destruction of these resources was intentional. We’re requested access to the Hidden Records and the Grand Library, but the only known portals to either were burned when the Library of Alexandria burned down, and we’ve been unable to get in touch with the Custodians of Knowledge that are said to guard it.”

“Has anyone been in touch with the Custodians in recent times? Didn’t the Library of Alexandria burn down more than a few years ago?”

“Yes, and yes. We have reports of seekers being granted access to the archives within the last decade, but we’ve been unable to track them down or the custodians themselves. I believe that Oberon and those in league with him have intentionally distorted and hidden the knowledge we need.”

“Which means we’re on the right track,” I mused.

Blade nodded and took a bite of eggs, waiting for me to do the same before continuing.

“Beyond that, we’ve isolated the proteins in those you’ve cleansed of the infection, and have been able to detect the same protein in some members of our packs that have not been cleansed. Those individuals have been placed under surveillance, and one of them was witnessed being consumed by the shadows yesterday. We think we now have an accurate test to detect infection even in those who are unaware, and are working on mass producing the tests and distributing them to trusted allies.”

“We’re not sending them to everyone?”

“No, we don’t want to give them access to our only advantage, just in case they can find a way to hide the protein.”

“Hm. What else?”

Glenn and Hunter remained silent as Blade continued, watching me closely as I reacted to each piece of new information.

“We now have an active count of missing supes from around the world. The numbers... they’re not good. We’re looking at thousands, possibly tens of thousands.” Blade paused, frowning down at his hands and shaking his head. “This problem is bigger than anyone has realized, and we’re positive that not everyone working with Oberon is infected, so just identifying the infected won’t be enough.”

“Did you ever manage to find the first mentions of the disease when it was called The Darkness?”

“Yes. With Queen Titania’s help I was able to find the first records. It’s older than we thought. The Fae infections weren’t the first.” His frown deepened as he squeezed his eyes shut. “This thing goes back to the times of Atlantis.”

I didn’t bother to hide my shock, though I did manage to keep from my mouth hanging open like an idiot—mostly because I was using it to blurt questions.

“Atlantis? Atlantis is real?”

Blade laughed, the sound mirthless.

“Atlantis is thought to be the first supernatural civilization. Back when angels and demons worked more side by side than against one another. Before the gods thought up humanity. Before the sun rose in the east and set in the west.”

“But... that doesn’t make any sense.”

“Does any of this make sense?” Blade asked, his voice tired.

“No, I guess not. If the disease is that old, though, then how do we fight it? How do we stop it?”

“I’m still looking into that, but what I’ve found so far isn’t promising. I need to access the Hidden Records... probably the Grand Library too.”

“What’s the difference between the two?” I asked, confused. While Blade, Hunter, and Glenn grew up in this world of supernatural creatures and magic, I was just being introduced to it, having only learned of my heritage less than a year ago.

“The Hidden Records are kept by angels, so they tend to be biased. The Grand Library is a collection of all knowledge since the times of Atlantis and before, kept by an impartial and neutral Custodian. Nobody knows if the custodian is immortal, or a bloodline, or something else entirely. All we know is that they’re neutral and do not take sides. It’s likely the only collection of unbiased history in existence.”

“If the Library will be more facts than anything, why do you need access to the Records?”

“Because, since the Darkness seems to be unable to infect those with native light magic, there’s a good chance that the Records will have information about combating it. the Library just chronicles things, but it generally, from my understanding, doesn’t keep detailed records about specific methods to combat things.”

“I see. So what do we do now?”

“You, continue what you’ve been doing. Train, work. Continue transitioning into your role as the regional Watcher. I’ll keep looking into things, and Hunter and Glenn will help as needed.”

“You say that like it’s so simple.”

“Like what’s so simple?”

I waved my hands around, frustrated at nothing and everything all at once.

“This. Us. Training and working. I can’t go back to the shop and just carry on like nothing happened... Like Camille isn’t just missing and possibly being tortured by a madman because of her connection to me.”

I bit back a sob on the last words, but I was fooling no-one. Hunter began rubbing my shoulders again, but his magic fingers couldn’t chase the tension away this time. Nothing could.

“I know you don’t feel like you can do this, but you have to, Everly,” Blade said softly. 

I shook my head, tears tracking down my face.

“I can’t just go on like nothing happened. I can’t just open shop like one of my only friends didn’t become a victim because of me. It’s like I’m betraying her if I just let things go back to normal.”

Glenn slammed his hands down on the table, a growl leaking from his throat.

“That’s bullshit,” he said.

I stared at him in shock, wondering what the hell he was talking about. It didn’t take long for me to find out.

“Camille wouldn’t want you sitting here moping around,” he hissed, my usually carefree mate seething like I’d never seen before.

“How would you—”

“Because she’s from my pack!” he shouted, glaring at me. “Camille is the sister of my Beta. I’ve known her since she was in diapers. She. Would. Not. Want. You. Moping.”

I shrank back into Hunter, but rather than letting me run from Glenn’s ire, my normally cantankerous mate forced me to sit straight with my shoulders back while he kept rubbing circles down my spine.

“He’s right,” Hunter murmured.

“Then what would she want me to do?” I demanded, tears still tracking down my face.

“She would want you to work, Everly. Cammy would want you to figure out what’s going on and to save her and everyone else. She would understand that these things won’t happen instantly, and she would tell you to get your ass into the shop and handle the things that need handling. You still have duties to perform as Watcher, and right now, those duties are done from that shop. That’s where people come to find you, so that’s where you need to be.”

I glanced at the clock on the wall to see that it was only 9 a.m. It felt so much later. I sniffled and nodded, wiping the tears from my face and straightening my spine.

“Alright. Can you drop me off? I don’t think I should drive right now.”

Glenn nodded and cleared the table, leaving me with Hunter and Blade. Hunter gently slid me from his lap and loped out the door while Blade watched me closely.

“You’re doing everything you can, Everly,” he said softly, taking my hand and kissing my knuckles. “We’re here, lean on us when you need, but don’t give up. We can handle anything Oberon throws at us, as long as we face it together.” 

I smiled softly at him as he reached up to wipe the newly fallen tears from my face. Blade was always the stoic one, putting things into perspective. He pulled my head closer and dropped a kiss between my eyebrows before tugging me into his arms and cradling me while I collected myself. He was right: as long as I had my mates, we could handle whatever the universe threw at us. I took a deep breath and pulled myself from his arms, kissing his cheek and standing up, telling myself that I was ready to face the day. I even almost believed it.

“Ready, Silver?” Glenn asked once he had finished cleaning up from breakfast.

I inspected him closely, noticing for the first time the tired circles below his normally mirthful eyes. Camille’s disappearance wasn’t hurting just me, but I had been too wrapped up in my own guilt and misery to notice that it was eating away at my mates just as bad. I released a heavy sigh and wrapped myself around Glenn, burying my face in his chest and squeezing him close.

“I’m sorry I’ve been moping, Glenn,” I mumbled against his chest.

He exhaled heavily wrapped his arms around me, holding me to him for a moment before speaking.

“You’re allowed to mope, just don’t get stuck there, Silver. This is hard on all of us, but I don’t doubt that it’s worse for you. You were shoved into this world without any preparation and expected to just handle everything. I’m sorry I yelled at you.”

“No, you were right. I had given up, and I needed a kick in the ass to get myself in gear. Thank you for dealing with me, even when I’m at my worst.”

“Always, Silver, always.” He planted a kiss on my head and pushed me back so he could smile down at me. “Are you ready to get moving? Disputes don’t mediate themselves, you know.”

“Yea, I’m ready. Let’s go.”

He nodded and took my hand, helping me up into the passenger seat of his beastly Jeep Hurricane Concept.

The drive to town was peaceful, and by the time Glenn pulled into one of the parking spaces out front Wolf Lake Books and Tea, I was ready to face the day. I stared up at the façade of the shop that my grandmother had left me in her will, wondering what my life would be like if she hadn’t passed away when she had. Of course, if Oberon was to be believed, she may not actually be dead. He might just have her in his clutches, though plenty might say that was a fate far worse than death. Another reason to keep moving towards the future.

What would my life be like if she hadn’t disappeared when she did? Would I have come to Wolf Lake? Would I have met my mates? Would not being in the boundaries of a Ley Region on the day I was supposed to shift for the first time have torn my body apart? I didn’t know, and I wasn’t sure that I was interested in finding out. Yes, losing Grandma was horrible, but coming to Wolf Lake, meeting my mates, meeting my wolf, all of that was like coming home. I would rather deal with this crazy life than whatever would have happened if I hadn’t found my way here in time. 

Besides, my mates were pretty awesome. Yes, being tied to three surly Alphas with personalities as different as the sun and moon was difficult at times, but it was the kind of difficult that left me fulfilled and wanting more. I wouldn’t trade my mates for anything, I decided, unlocking the front door of the shop and flipping the sign to ‘open.’

Oberon wanted a fight? Well I’d give him one. But first, there were disputes to be mediated, books to be sold, and pastries to order. And I needed to finish upgrading all of the systems to something a little more high tech, something that I had started the day that Camille disappeared and never made it back to finish, since I’d been so busy feeling sorry for myself.

I sighed and worked my way around, flipping on lights and getting everything in order before resuming my work on updating the shop to have a more high-tech inventory and ordering system.
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Despite my reluctance to open the shop, the day flew by in a flurry of activity. I had customers coming in searching for just the right book, and I managed to update and implement an entirely new inventory and ordering system and registered the shop online. We now had an online presence, and I even had my first online order today, much to my delight. It was much easier to handle everything that had happened when I could throw myself into my work. For a while I could even take my mind off it...until each time I turned round to celebrate a success with Camille, and guilt punched through my gut all over again.

By the time the sun was starting to sink in the sky, I was ready to call it a day. I was pleasantly surprised to find Blade waiting outside for me when I finally locked up just a few minutes until 6 p.m. He was glaring down at his phone, leaning against his car when I turned to face him. I didn’t know what had that frown on his face, but I couldn’t deny the delighted shivers the fierce look sent racing through me. All of my mates were perfect examples of a male, but the fact that I hadn’t yet had a chance to indulge in Blade had a sort of needy anticipation racing through me every time I saw him.

“If you keep looking at me like that, we won’t make our dinner reservations.” Blade’s husky growl made me jump and look up at him guiltily.

It was not that I had been avoiding cementing our bond, just that everything had been so hectic, racing from one emergency to the next. It felt almost like I was neglecting him, and even thinking that I should spend more time with my studious mate had me feeling guilty, like taking time for us was a betrayal to everyone waiting on me to save them. To Camille.

My face must’ve betrayed my thoughts, because in a blink, Blade was before me, tilting my chin up.

“You have every right to stare at me whenever you want, Everly. Don’t feel guilty for taking a second out of your day to appreciate what’s in front of you. If you let your mind wander down that path, you’ll never get out.”

I swallowed and smiled at him, pulling his face down to plant a soft kiss on his lips.

“You mentioned reservations?”

He chuckled and pulled back, wrapping our fingers together and leading me toward his car, where he held open the passenger door for me before slipping around and falling into the driver’s seat. Once he pulled smoothly from the parking space and directed the car down the main street where my shop was located, he turned to me with a smile.

“Did you forget what day it is?”

I looked around in confusion, thinking back to the
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