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            About this Book

          

        

      

    

    
      Just when Win and Grey finally find each other…Win is pulled back to Crescent Isle and nobody will explain anything!

      And it’s not just Win floundering in a new and unfamiliar life…Grey has some questions he needs answered too…like is he a witch?  And if so, what the hell does that mean for his future.

      Can Win and Grey once more find their way back to each other?  And what the hell is a soulmate rune anyway?

      

      *This is book two of a trilogy and it is strongly advised to read the books in order.
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        Grey

      

      

      Win was gone when I returned to my apartment. Not that I could blame her. It had been hours since I'd walked out on her.

      I stepped into the bedroom cautiously, expecting to see the room a total wreck. When I left, the room looked like a tornado had gone through the place. But when I flicked the light on, there was no evidence of what happened. If the image hadn't been burned into my retinas, I could be tempted to think I'd imagined the entire thing.

      I was so very tempted to lie to myself and believe I'd made the whole thing up.

      But I hadn't imagined what happened between Win and me. I'd experienced nothing like that before, and it wasn't something I could easily forget. Nor could I forget the feel of the shadows wrapped around my body.

      It had all been so overwhelming. I mean, what was I supposed to say to my girlfriend when she told me she was a witch? After people lying to me all my life, I couldn't take one more lie. Not to mention Win told me she thought I was a witch. What the fuck was I supposed to say to that? Especially surrounded by the evidence that something supernatural had occurred?

      And then there was the whole shadow thing. I could still feel the way they wrapped around me like a cloak. I had very nearly stormed out of the apartment in nothing but shadows covering my nakedness. Thankfully, I'd had some sense to grab some clothes and drag them on before I was picked up for indecent exposure.

      I switched the light off in the bedroom and walked back out into the living space. I couldn't sleep in that bed, not that I thought for one minute I could sleep at all. There was far too much going on in my head, and I knew the bed would still smell of Win. I didn't know how she managed to clean the room—it looked pristine and untouched—but I knew her scent would still be on my sheets. I both wanted to burn them so I would never have to remember her, but I also wanted to wrap myself in them so I could surround myself with her scent.

      And as for the shadows, they still reached for me. I could feel the pull of them, the tingling under my skin when they touched me. There was a desire inside me to reach out to them and draw them to me, to wrap myself in them, but I was afraid of what might happen if I did.

      First, I would have to admit I believed what Win said. I wasn't quite ready to acknowledge witches were real and not just stories told to children. I didn't think I was prepared for a world where magic was a thing.

      Second, if what Win said was true, and I was a witch…

      Nope.

      I couldn't even begin to comprehend the ramifications of that little nugget.

      I poured myself a drink and then grabbed the bottle and my glass and headed for the balcony. It was still dark outside. I actually had no idea what the time was. I slid the glass door open and stepped into the cold night air, breathing it in and hoping for clarity. I dropped into the chair and plonked the bottle on the small side table. I swallowed my drink in two large mouthfuls and then poured another.

      I didn't want to deal with anything—not my parents' betrayal, not Amanda's manipulations, and not Win's revelations. My chest burned, and I rubbed the spot on my sternum and hissed in a breath when I touched it.

      What the actual hell?

      I tugged open my shirt and squinted down at my chest, but it was too dark to see anything. I picked up the bottle and poured another drink. I couldn't deal with yet another thing. I'd been reeling for what seemed like days, even though it had barely been twenty-four hours. Just when I thought I got a handle on one thing in my life, I was blind-sided by something else. I just needed everything to stop so I could take a breath.

      I took another drink and closed my eyes as the liquor warmed me from the inside out. I wanted to go back to Friday. I wished I could go back before that, back to when Kathy first told me about Noah and Grace getting engaged. I wished I could have changed my answer when mum—no, Kathy, not mum—begged me to go home for the party. If I’d just said no, then none of this would have happened. It was such a simple little word. Two letters. N. O. 'I'm sorry, no. I'm too busy.' Those were the words that should have come out of my mouth. If I had just said no, I wouldn't be sitting here now, drinking myself stupid. I wouldn't have walked out on Win after the most amazing sex of my life. I wouldn't feel like the very ground I'd built my life on was little more than shifting sand.

      I poured another drink. Was time travel something a witch could do?

      I shook my head, nearly spilling my drink. No way was I going to fantasise about being a witch. I wasn't one. There was no way I could be. I was very much human. Not once had I done anything even remotely magical. I was not Harry fucking Potter…although he was a wizard, wasn't he? And Win had explicitly said she thought I was a witch. What was the difference?

      Nope. Not going there. I refused to open that can of worms. I was not a witch. I couldn't do magic. I couldn't even do card tricks. There was no way I could be a witch.

      I was one-hundred percent human. I might know nothing about my biological parents, but I knew me. I knew that there was no way I could be a witch. Fucking witches didn't even exist.
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      I woke surrounded by the scent of Win. I smiled, even though I hadn't opened my eyes yet. Win. My beautiful Win. I reached for her, but my hand felt only cold, empty sheets. My eyelids popped open, and I groaned as the light pierced through my brain.

      It all came rushing back in a flood. The revelations of my parents, Amanda's betrayal, finally making love to Win, and then the entire shit-show that came after.

      I groaned again and rolled over, burying my face in my pillow. I must have crawled into bed at some point, too drunk to remember why that was a bad idea. Or maybe just drunk enough to crave Win and need to wrap myself in the only thing I had left of her.

      Had I drunk-texted her? I vaguely remembered doing that.

      I groaned yet again, although this time it was more of a muffled growl. I was an idiot. Who walks out on a woman after having the most amazing sex of their life? I did, apparently. For fuck's sake, she could have told me she was a mermaid or an alien, and I should have sat there and nodded my head. But no. I was the idiot who got up and walked out.

      I rolled over and squinted at the ceiling. My head hurt like the devil. Drinking alone was not a good look. The last time I'd gotten that inebriated was at college, right after Grace rejected me. I'd poured my heart out to her, and she'd smiled sadly and told me she was in love with my brother. They'd been broken up at the time—I wasn't a complete arsehole. I thought I could swoop in and prove to her I was the man she really wanted, but she looked at me with pity in her eyes and broke my heart.

      It hadn't hurt as much as it did this time around. Different woman. Different situation. But the heartache was exponentially more.

      I forced myself out of bed and stumbled to the shower. I flicked the water on hot and hard and peeled myself out of the clothes I'd slept in. I didn't bother looking in the mirror. I knew I looked like shit.

      I stepped into the shower and exhaled roughly as I let the water stream over me. I tried to distract myself with work. It was Sunday, and usually the only day I took off. Still, I needed something to occupy my mind, or I would just end up over-analysing everything that had happened over the last day. I didn't want to think about any of it. I didn't want to remember how it felt to have Win in my arms and in my bed.

      "Fuck," I whispered quietly to myself as I ducked my head under the stream of water.

      I also didn't want to think about my parents…or not-parents. I knew I would have to deal with that whole situation eventually, but not today. I was nowhere near being in the right headspace to even think about my entire life being a complete and utter lie.

      I'd thought what I had with Win was at least real. The only genuine thing in my life after the bombshell my brother dropped. But even that had been a lie. Win wasn't who she said she was and if she really was a witch, then did that mean all these things I was feeling resulted from a spell? Or a love potion? Had she seen me on the plane and then hatched a plan to trap me, enthralling me, make me her love slave?

      Yeah, that sounded ridiculous to me too, but what was I supposed to think? There had to be some sort of protocol to revealing the supernatural world to a mortal…if indeed I believed what she said.

      Nope. Not going to think about any of that today. I would think about straws and hay, and bamboo cutlery, and toilet paper. There was absolutely nothing remotely magical or supernatural about toilet paper.

      I reached for the shampoo and squirted a decent amount into my hand. I scrubbed my hair, washing away the lingering feel of Win's fingers tangled in it. I followed that with scouring my body, washing away her fingerprints, washing away any evidence of her, of what we'd done together. My chest hurt when I brushed over it, but I resolutely ignored it. It was just a figment of my imagination. Phantom pain because I'd had my heart broken.

      I stayed in the shower until I could no longer justify using it as an avoidance tactic. My hot water didn't run out, I was on one of those instant hot water things, which was both excellent and also not so great because it was far too easy to stay in the shower indefinitely.

      I was procrastinating. I didn't want to face the rest of the day, even if I'd determined to spend the entire day wrapped up in work. Work had always been my solace in the past, but I had a feeling it wouldn't work its particular magic on me today.

      I growled as I shut off the water. My work wasn't magic. My work was the very antithesis of magic. It was toilet paper and drinking straws and paper napkins and disposable plates. No magic.

      I stepped out of the shower and grabbed a towel, drying off roughly and then meeting the eyes of the guy in the mirror. He looked rough. He needed a shave and was overdue for a haircut. He needed sleep or coffee or something to remove the black bags from under his eyes.

      I sighed and tossed my towel toward the hamper. When I looked back at the mirror, my eyes snagged on the angry red mark on my chest.

      What the fuck?

      I leaned closer to the mirror and then looked down at my chest. There was a symbol burned into my chest. I'd been branded, and I had no memory of it. I didn't even understand what I was looking at.

      I turned away from the mirror. Nope. Not going to think about it. If I refused to acknowledge it, it would go away, right?
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      It took me a minute to remember where I was. One of the aunts must have put a sleeping spell on me because I remembered nothing that happened once we crossed the portal from Oak Grove House to Wisteria House.

      I blinked my lashes open and stared up at the same ceiling I'd looked at my entire life…well, up until a month ago, that was. I was home. I’d wanted this for so long that I should feel absolutely ecstatic to be here finally, but I didn't. I couldn't pinpoint the reason this felt so anti-climactic, all I knew was that it didn't feel right. It was like putting on clothes that no longer fit.

      My chest burned, and I hissed, my hand going to the brand on my sternum automatically, and my thoughts went right to Grey. Seeing the sjelevenn rune—the soulmate rune—on my chest made me question everything I knew about magic. The aunts recognised it immediately, but it wasn't something they had ever taught me. Aunt Diana had specifically scolded Sabrina and me over our fantasies of one day meeting our soulmates. Yet, when she saw the rune, she'd known what it was immediately.

      It might seem like a small thing, but to me, it opened up a whole can of worms. What else had they lied about?

      And I hadn't forgotten the slip of the tongue from Aunt Naomi. She'd mentioned a binding spell in the same sentence as me. A fucking besøksforbud spell! People had whispered about me my whole life and looked at me with pitying glances because of my lack of magical talent. I'd heard the whispers. "It's such a shame. Her parents were so powerful. It's a good thing they're not here to see her failure." I'd only barely passed my levels, and now I find out it was all because of a binding spell?

      To say it pissed me off was an understatement. I was beyond pissed off.

      Ah. I remembered now. That was why Aunt Diana put me under a sleeping spell. As soon as we'd all crossed the portal, I'd rounded on them, demanding answers. Answers they obviously didn’t want to give. No doubt they spent the night coming up with another load of bullshit to feed me.

      I flicked the covers off and rolled out of bed. I wouldn’t let them lie to me any longer. I needed to know the truth, all of it. They'd hobbled me my entire life, and I refused to let it continue. Already I could feel the magic surrounding me in far larger quantities than I'd ever felt before. I already knew I wouldn't need a wand to focus my Will, but once I got out of the house and stood barefoot on the grass, I'd be able to feel the full power of my magic.

      Yes. That was what I wanted. I wanted to feel everything they’d denied me. I wanted to feel the magic fill me until it fizzed in my blood and buzzed across my skin.

      I crossed the room to my closet, but before I got there, I froze. I was standing in a patch of morning sunlight streaming in my window, and my body lit up. Magic from sunlight? I'd never heard of such a thing. There were only five elements of magic; water, fire, air, plants, and earth. Sunlight wasn't one of them, and neither was shadow…which was what had cloaked Grey.

      Skyggehekser were just fairy tales...right?

      My sternum burned again with the thought of him. I looked down at my chest. It was glowing, or at least the runes burned into my skin were. And still the sun poured more power into me until my skin shone with gold. My magic had always been pink, but the energy I could feel sparking at my fingers was definitely gold. Gold like after Grey and I...

      Nope, not going to think about that epic disaster.

      I formed the sunlight magic into a ball in my hand about the size of a tennis ball. It responded to me eagerly, as if it had been waiting for my call. Magic was never that easy for me. I'd never been able to form a ball of magic bigger than the size of a gumball before. Now I had almost a handful, and I knew I could make it even bigger if I wanted to.

      I rolled it around in my hand, marvelling at the beauty of it. It glowed like a miniature sun with a bright, white light in the core surrounded by sparkling gold that moved and danced like flames. It vibrated in my hand, excited, eager. I'd never known magic to have any sentient feelings before, but this little ball of light was begging me to use it.

      I wanted to. I wanted to see what it would do, but I was also a little frightened. This much power was dangerous for a witch like me. I wasn't a skilled practitioner. This much power wasn't something I had any experience handling. Without proper training, I could cause severe damage.

      I growled, anger rising within me sharp and quick. The ball in my hand glowed brighter, responding to my anger. This was my aunts' fault. They'd bound me and restricted my training. They were the ones who turned me into this ticking time bomb.

      The magic fed my anger, or maybe my anger fed the magic, but either way, my body filled with power. My head pounded, and my skin vibrated. The ball in my hand had grown to the size of a basketball now, and I knew if I let it go, it would leave a devastating path of destruction in its wake.

      I took a breath, and the air scolded my throat. I squeezed my eyes shut, willing myself to calm down. I slowly let go of the magic I was holding, allowing it to drain out of me. I opened my eyes to watch it pool around my feet in a puddle before dissipating into the air. The ball in my hand shrunk back down to a tennis ball size. Then I let it go too, watching as the magic swirled around my hand and seeped back into my skin before draining out of my body to join the puddle at my feet.

      I felt dizzy and bereft, my body was empty and hollow. Black crept into the edge of my vision, and my legs buckled. I fell to the floor and lost consciousness.
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      I woke up for the second time that day, staring at the same ceiling.

      “Welcome back,” Aunt Diana said from her seat beside my bed.

      “What happened?” I asked, my voice scratchy and my throat sore.

      “I don’t know.  You tell me.”

      My head ached, and my body felt like I’d just gone ten rounds with Anthony Mundine—not a witch, by the way, just a footballer turned boxer, but you get the idea.

      “I don’t remember,” I said, blinking through the mush of my brain.

      My stomach interrupted and growled loud and angrily. I was hungry. Desperately, life-or-death, famished.

      “Hungry?” Diana asked with a quirked eyebrow and an unpleasant smirk.

      “Starving,” I moaned, clutching my stomach. I’d never felt hunger like this before. “I need food…no, I need…cake!” I groaned loudly. “I need lots and lots of cake.”

      “Cake?” Aunt Diana asked, surprised.

      “Yes, cake,” I said, flinging the covers back and stumbling out of bed. “Angel food cake, victoria sponge cake, no—” I turned to look at my aunt. “Pound cake. I need pound cake.”

      Diana’s brow furrowed in a concerned frown. “That can’t be right,” she said. “Wouldn’t you prefer some watermelon or some of this vegetable soup Naomi made?”

      The thought of those options made my stomach roll over, and I barely stopped myself from gagging.

      “Nope,” I said, slapping my hand over my mouth. “Cake,” I mumbled from behind my hand.

      “I think Phoebe might have some cupcakes—”

      “Yes,” I cried, running for the door. “Cupcakes. I need cupcakes right now.”

      I tore out of the room and ran down the hall. I scrambled down the stairs, nearly falling on my arse in my haste to get to the kitchen. I was still in my pyjamas, but I didn’t care who saw me. I needed cake, and I needed it immediately. And buttercream icing. Yes, I definitely needed buttercream icing…or…cream cheese icing. Yes! Cream cheese icing. I needed it more than I needed my next breath.

      I burst into the kitchen to surprised gasps from whoever was already in there. I didn’t stop to greet anyone or even acknowledge their presence. I headed for the fridge and flung it open. I scanned the shelves. There were no cupcakes. I growled like the hungry witch I was and slammed the door shut, making the entire fridge wobble alarmingly.

      “Win,” Diana said, pulling my attention.

      My eyes darted to where she stood, holding a plate of cupcakes frosted with pink icing.

      “Gimme,” I said, reaching out and snatching the plate from her hands.

      I was feral. There was no other explanation for it. Whatever that sunlight magic was, it had turned me into this wild creature.

      I curled my body around the plate and sank to the floor in the kitchen's corner, turning my back on everyone else. I didn’t even use my hands as I stuffed a cupcake in my mouth. I just opened up my maw and bit down on the nearest one, cupcake wrapper and all. Sugar and butter and vanilla and all things cake flooded my mouth, and I sighed audibly. Hungry. I was so hungry, my hands shook. I barely chewed in my attempt to devour the six cupcakes in record time.

      Finally, the hollow hunger inside me eased. I slowed down, taking a little more time to chew, so I wouldn’t choke. I even managed to get my shaking hands under control enough to remove a wrapper from the next cupcake I ate.

      As the sugar hit my system, my brain came back online. It had been MIA there for a bit while the cake monster inside me took over. I finally noticed I wasn’t alone in the kitchen. Stuffing the last cupcake in my mouth, I looked over my shoulder to see I had gathered a crowd. All three of the aunts stood there gaping at me, not to mention my uncles, both of them, and Tabitha. And Sabrina. She was looking at me with a horrified expression and her hand covering her mouth. Beside her stood Gabriella, my mortal enemy. What the hell was she doing in my house and why were Gabriella and Sabrina standing so close together. It was almost like they were friends.

      I growled low in my throat, and Gabriella smirked nastily at me.

      “Win,” Aunt Diana said, her voice soft like I was a wild animal and she didn’t want to startle me.

      I was a wild animal, or at least I felt like one, crouched in the kitchen's corner holding an empty plate like a security blanket. I probably had pink icing smeared all over my face, and I could tell from the strands hanging around my face that my hair looked like a rat's nest.

      “Win, honey. Do you need anything else?” Aunt Diana asked.

      I put the plate down slowly and then ran my finger around my mouth, cleaning off as much icing as I could. I licked my finger, as disgusting as that sounded, but I needed to. I was still hungry. Not as ferociously as I had been, but my stomach still rumbled with dissatisfaction.

      “Cake,” I replied, my voice barely above a whisper. “I need more cake.” The aunts exchanged a look before Phoebe stepped forward, approaching me cautiously.

      “I don’t have any more cake,” she said, and I may have whimpered. Okay, I did whimper. “But how about some lemonade? I can get you some lemonade while I make pancakes, how about that?”

      I nodded. Lemonade sounded good. Sugary and fizzy. And it would tide me over until I could get the pancakes. “Yes,” I whispered. “Yes, please.”

      Phoebe nodded and opened the fridge to pour me a large glass.

      “Everyone out,” Aunt Diana said, clapping her hands sharply.

      I guzzled the lemonade as the kitchen emptied of everyone except for the aunts.

      “Come and sit at the table,” Naomi said gently, cupping my elbow and helping me stand.

      I followed her meekly. What the hell was going on?
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      I drove along the bumpy track, headed for my childhood home. It seemed ridiculous that I’d only left this place a day ago and now I was coming back. I’d missed Noah and Grace’s engagement party, but I’m sure they didn’t miss me. Noah was probably relieved I hadn’t stayed.

      I hadn’t bothered to call ahead to let anyone know I was coming. The truth was, I hadn’t known I would drive out here when I got in my car that morning. I was supposed to head straight to the office and bury myself in work and forget about everything that had disrupted my perfectly adequate life. Instead, I found myself driving out of the city and heading north. Five hours later and here I was, pulling up in front of the house of the people who’d lied to me for my entire life.

      I turned off the car and just sat there. I didn’t know why I’d come, and I had no idea what I would say or what I wanted to say. Even after driving for five hours with nothing else to do but sort through the chaos in my head, I didn’t know where to even start.

      The brand on my chest burned, and I thought of Win. She’d said she thought I was a witch, and although I didn’t believe in witches or magic or anything supernatural, it made me ask one question. Who was I?

      I’d always thought I had a pretty good grip on who I was. However, with the revelations of the day before—I still couldn’t believe it was only a day ago—I had to question if who I thought I was really was who I thought I was…

      Yeah, it was confusing as hell to me too.

      The front door of the house opened, and Kathy stepped out onto the porch. I hadn’t expected anyone to be home, which was ridiculous. It was Sunday. After the morning chores were done, Kathy and Cliff spent the rest of the day bumming around the house. It was their only day off, or half-day really considering they still had to work in the morning.

      Another person joined Kathy in the doorway. Cliff. He put his hand on Kathy’s shoulder and even from where I sat hiding in my car, I could see the hope and fear war in their expressions.

      I took a breath and flung my door open. I was here now, I may as well get answers.

      I got out of the car slowly, my body stiff from sitting in the car for so long. I hadn’t even bothered to stop for something to eat or to stretch my legs. I’d been single-minded in my journey, even if it hadn’t been a conscious decision.

      “Grey,” Kathy said. “Are you hungry?”

      My stomach growled in response. I nodded sharply, and
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