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  “I don’t believe in magic.”

The young boy said.

The old man smiled.

“You will when you see her.”

Atticus
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  Chapter One

  
  




Peter Owens was in his home office working on an article for a Historian’s journal. He had renovated the home office as Dylan no longer used it. Three months had passed since his brother married Aria, and from what he heard, they were happy and very much in love. Erik was learning magic on the weekends at Raynemore Academy and was a pro at transporting through a portal to get to Magic Hollows. He hadn’t visited himself; instead, he spoke to Esme a few times a week. He sensed she wanted to say something important before they ended the call each time. What did she want to tell me?




“Hey, you busy?” Looking up, Noah walked into the room, closed the door, and took a seat. Peter took his glasses off, rubbing his eyes. “I have a few minutes. This article is harder to finish than I thought. What’s up?”




Noah had changed since they returned home. He wasn’t as argumentative or distant. Dylan gave him Betsy, making him swear to take care of her. Noah was taking extra flying lessons now. In another two months and he would be licensed. “Have your magic powers appeared since we fought the Brevils? It’s been three months.” Leaning back in his chair, Peter folded his hands and looked at his brother. Why was he suddenly so interested in magic? He was the one who had the hardest time believing. “Not that I’m aware of. Why do you ask?”




Not sure he should say anything, Noah sat there quietly. Since coming home, strange things have been happening to him. “I know you’re going to think I’m crazy, but I’ve been experiencing some weird stuff.” Leaning forward, he saw his brother give him a strange look. “I know that face. It’s not an article for you to research and write. I think my magic is waking up. It’s happening as they said.”




Peter hadn’t felt a thing since they defeated the Brevils, but Noah thought he was becoming magical. “What’s been happening? I won’t logically explain it away.” Taking a deep breath, Noah told him. “I think one of my powers is premonition. I’ve been taking flying lessons, as you know, and the other night I dreamed the plane I was flying crashed due to a faulty engine. It freaked me out so much, I’ve thought of nothing else.”




Dreams could mean anything, Peter thought to himself. “We all have dreams that upset us. That doesn’t mean it’s going to happen. When is your next lesson?” Looking at his cell, he said, “In an hour. I’m thinking of cancelling.” Peter saw the worry in his brother’s eyes. Noah didn’t scare off easily. “I’m telling you, it was just a dream. Go to the lesson, and if anything, have Hank check the engine. I’m sure it’s going to be fine.”




Standing up, Noah nodded. “Okay, but if anything happens, don’t say I didn’t warn you.” Walking out, Peter sat back. Was it possible that Noah’s magic was starting to evolve? So far, only Dylan and Erik’s magic had appeared. Peter thought to himself, what if he didn’t have magic inside of him? Maybe he was just mortal. His father was, so he could take after him. Esme’s face appeared in his mind. He missed seeing her and doing experiments together. She was smart, fun, and very pretty. When she was near him, he felt calm. “She’s just a friend. You’re sister in laws sister. That’s all.” Besides, he lived here in the mortal realm, doing mortal things.



















Dylan walked into the house just as Serafina came down the stairs. He and Aria had been married for three months and lived in the house with her sisters. Being the only male wasn’t as hard as he thought it would be. They had enjoyed being alone on their honeymoon at the cottage and explored one another until both were satiated. His little witch was a vixen in the bedroom and was even more adventurous now that they were married. They had even taken a week to go to Niagara Falls, as he promised, and Aria fell in love with the mortal realm. They had rented a cabin and spent most days making love and eating. He took her sightseeing, and he smiled, remembering how she laughed when they stood watching the waterfall, drops sprinkling on them. Maybe next year, for their anniversary, he’d take her to Europe.







“Hi, Sere. How are your classes going? I heard Erik made a few new friends in his weekend classes. Glad he’s fitting in.” Seeing the young girl smile, he wondered if she had a crush on his little brother. “They’re great. I have two new professors, and they’re wonderful teachers.” She looked around to see if anyone was near.  “Don’t say anything, but they let us use magic. Just to see if our spells need work. So far, I’ve only made one error. Turned a bird into a lion. The whole class freaked out. Professor Gloworm made quick work of it. Erik said he’s doing very well. He’s made a load of friends, and a few of the girls like him.” 




Seeing her make a face, he hid a grin. Erik was just as infatuated with her as she was with him. He had a feeling that in a few years, they would be a couple. “I’m sure he’s just interested in learning, and not having a girlfriend. I’m sorry I missed seeing him before he went home.” Serafina smiled, feeling better, and nodded. “Where’s Ari? I thought you were both at the Magic Council.”




“She’s still there. I had to come back because I’m meeting with a client. A new werewolf family has moved to Magic Hollows and is looking to build a home. Somewhere near the woods. I also need to go to the storage place and check and see if I forgot to give Noah everything when I sent Betsy there.  Noah is doing a lot better than I expected and will be a pilot before we know it. He likes to fix things too,  especially cars and bikes, so he’ll probably open a garage and work on planes. Right now he’s into motorcycles.”




“How is Peter doing?” Just as she asked, Esme walked in, writing something in a large notebook. Hearing his name, she looked up. “I spoke to him last night. He’s writing an article on Salem ancestors. I told him that he should add his grandmother to the research. He gave me a look and said he doesn’t think it’s a good idea right now. He’s such a mortal, even with magic in him.” She smiled warmly, and Dylan noticed her cheeks flushing. He wondered what was taking his brother so long to tell Esme how he felt. Even without him saying it, Dylan knew he liked her.




“Did he happen to mention when he’s coming for a visit? I think he should come with Erik on the weekend. Next time you talk to him, tell him I said that.” Esme wasn’t sure when they would talk next. In the last three months, they have talked only a few times a week. Lately, it’s been once a week. She was hoping for more. When they did talk, he seemed distracted. She wanted to tell him she liked him, but just when she was about to, she lost her nerve. Then he would get a call or have to get back to work. “Dylan, I think you should give him a call. You’re getting better at the spell. Sere, I need to leave for a bit. Going to Goldie’s to help her pick a dress for her engagement party. She wants to surprise Dr Mulch. Glad they waited to get married and do the fun things first. Please check the new order in. See you both later.”




Dylan shook his head as Serafina shrugged. “More work to do. I said I wanted to be treated like an adult.” Dylan smiled, watching her walk off. He had to get Pete to Magic Hollows.
















It was late when Dylan walked into the bedroom. Aria was lying in bed, reading a book. He hadn’t been to dinner because he met with the client, so she left him food on the counter. The magic she placed on the plate kept it warm. “Hi, love. Thanks for leaving me dinner. I was starving.” Closing the door, he saw her sit up, the thin nightie barely covering her beautiful body. “I was getting worried. How are the new clients?”




Taking his shirt off, her eyes glowed. His body was made for sin. The sinewy muscles of his broad chest flexed as he moved to pull his jeans down. She loved how his arms moved, those huge arms that held her after making love. When he was down to his boxer briefs, she licked her lips. From not having a lover in years to being mated to this man, she craved him constantly. Looking up, he saw a pink aura around her. His magic was evolving a little at a time. He saw auras and knew she wanted him. “Like what you see?” Nodding, her light blonde hair flowed down her back as her cheeks flushed. “Always.”




Moving the blanket aside, she patted his side of the bed. Lying sideways, he kissed her lips, stroking her face tenderly. “The Brisbanes are good people. Reed and Tetra are a young mated couple expecting their first little one. He’s a Beta wolf and wants to be near the woods just in case the pack he belongs to needs him. His Alpha lives on the other side and said if Reed is happy with the home I build, he’ll have me add extensions to his. Pretty great, huh?”




Placing the book on the nightstand, Aria turned to face him. “It’s wonderful. Maybe we’ll invite them over for dinner to welcome them. By the way, I have to tell you that the Magic Council likes you very much. They can’t stop talking about how fair and just you are. Even old stodgy Maisy Hornet approves. I’m so proud of you. Not sure I’d adjust to your world if I had to live there. Even though I enjoyed it on our honeymoon.




Moving her onto her back, he leaned over, his manhood at attention. “You would do fine in my realm. I would be there. I wish my brothers would move here. As their magic evolves, it may feel strange to be among non-magicals.” Placing her arms on his shoulders, her nails gently scraped down his back. “It’s their decision. So long as they’re happy, that’s all that matters. Erik will move here once he’s licensed. I’m sure of that.”




He agreed but was thinking of Peter. He was always so logical. He needed to let loose a bit, have some fun, and find a good woman. “A penny for your thoughts?” Looking down, he smiled. “Have I told you today how much I love you?” Shaking her head, his lips brushed hers. “Let me show you then.”
















Noah was out for the evening, and Peter was reading family archives he found in a trunk up in the attic. Hearing footsteps, he saw Erik walk in, taking a seat on the sofa. “Are you ever going back to Magic Hollows?” Looking up, Peter noticed how serious his face was. “Why are you asking?” Groaning, Erik leaned back, trying to put into words what he wanted to say. Speaking to Pete was like pulling a sword out of a stone. It wasn’t easy.




“Well, it’s been almost four months, and you haven’t gone back. The mortal world is just half of who you are now. Why don’t you want to accept the magical part of yourself?” Peter leaned forward. Erik didn’t speak much, but when he did, it was from the heart. “I have nothing against Magic Hollows, and I do accept that part of me. It’s just that I have obligations here, a job, and I’ve taken over as the oldest in this house. I’ll go when I get around to it.”




Erik squinted, not believing one word. “If you haven’t noticed, Noah and I are pretty much grown. Though I’m only seventeen, I can take care of myself. Especially now that I have learned more about my magic and powers. Not that I would use them here. It just makes me a bit more confident.” Peter had seen a change in him lately. He was smiling more and doing better in school. By going to Magic Hollows on the weekends, he was finding his true self. “I promise I’ll visit.” Standing up, Erik looked down at his brother. “Good, because we’re going this weekend. It’s Goldie and Dr Mulch’s engagement party.”




Walking off, he didn’t give Peter a chance to decline. “I guess I’m going back to Magic Hollows.” Esme’s face came to him, and he smiled. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad.
















Goldie Wingspan was spinning in a circle as she showed off the new dress for her engagement party. It was short and just above the knees. A mix of pastel colors, it had an Ivory lace overlay, corset, and sweetheart neckline. The bodice had butterflies, stars, and sparkles sewn in. Beaded flowers finished the look. She had her hair down and a wreath similar to the dress on her head. Esme laughed, watching her, and clapped when her wings appeared, changing colour to match the dress. “It’s beautiful! Harrison is going to love it. Thalia did a great job. Will you keep your hair one color?”




Her eyes flashed violet, and she smiled. “I’m not sure. I have to see my mood. I was thinking of streaks of white, red, and green. Maybe I’ll just make it pink. I have these adorable ankle booties to go along with it.” She sighed, sitting down gently so as not to wrinkle the dress. “I’m so happy. In the very long time I’ve been alive, I never thought I would fall in love so deeply. Harrison is a wonderful man. I’ve moved in with him. It was his idea. I’m keeping my house, though, because where would my plants and pixies go? He said it’s fine and we can stay there whenever we want.”




Esme smiled. “How can someone who hasn’t been in love become a matchmaker? Do you think that’s why some of the matches don’t work? No offense to you.” Goldie took a sweet cake, offering one to Esme, who declined. “I’ve been in love, just not this way. It’s real with Harrison. No, I think that even with the best intentions, if two people aren’t right for each other, it won’t happen. I’m good at setting people up, but I can only do so much. Their souls have to find one another, and sometimes, they don’t. Why do you ask? Is the elusive Esme Highmore ready to find her one true love?”




Eyes twinkling, Goldie bit into the cake, moaning at the sweetness. Looking at her hands, Esme said, “No, I was just wondering. Well, maybe. I don’t know. Seeing how happy Ari is made me think I should at least try to go on some dates. I’m not getting any younger.” Goldie laughed, finishing off the cake and taking another. “Honey, you have plenty of time. What with that body of yours, and those rosy cheeks and lips? Still, I can understand the urge to fall in love. If you want, I can introduce you to some nice magicals, or do you have someone in mind?”




Peter’s face came to her, and she sighed.  If only he would see that she liked him, but he was so logical and serious that he didn’t see what was right in front of him. “No, I’ll let you set me up. Make sure they’re nice, and not mated, married, or just looking for a good time. Maybe a lunch date or ice cream. Nothing too serious. I need to dip my toes in the dating pool and see what’s out there.” Goldie smiled, polishing off a second sweet cake. She knew that Esme was holding back. “Okay, I’ll look at my laptop where I keep the files, and get back to you. Esme Highmore, I’m going to find your true mate.”



















Peter was bored. He finished the article he was writing and the research he was doing for a new project. Noah had come home the other day and told him that the plane’s engine had been faulty. He was so excited, it took Peter half an hour to get the whole story. “I told you, Pete. Our magic is evolving. I can see things. Get premonitions. If we had gone up in the plane, I wouldn’t be here right now. Going to call Dylan. Want to say hi. Looking forward to this weekend.”




Since coming back, he hadn’t tried to do the phone spell. Esme always called him first. This last week, they haven’t spoken. “Sure, let’s do it.” Walking into the office, Noah took out his phone. “You want to try?” Peter shook his head no. He wasn’t sure his magic would work. “No, it’s fine. You do it.” Nodding, Noah closed his eyes, concentrating as he held the phone. Saying the magic words, the phone got larger and floated in the air. Minutes later, Dylan was smiling at them. “Hi, you two. Been meaning to call. What’s going on in the mortal world?” 




Peter was about to answer when Noah blurted out, “One of my powers has emerged. I have premonitions and could have died this week.” Dylan looked at Peter, who shrugged. “Tell me what happened. Congrats, little brother.” Noah smiled, telling him all about it, as Peter sat there. What could he say? Nothing. His magic hadn’t appeared since the fight with the Brevils. He had tried to let it come, but nothing.




Hearing voices, he saw Dylan turn, a big smile on his face. Aria and Esme walked over and waved. Aria looked at Noah. “Did I just hear you tell Dylan you’re having premonitions? That’s a very good power to have. What about you, Peter?” He saw Esme watching him and felt a lump in his throat. “No, not yet. How are you doing? Heard this weekend is going to be a celebration. Goldie and Harrison’s engagement party.”




Esme wanted to say something, but she stayed quiet. Aria smiled. “Yes, we can’t wait to see you two. It’s a fancy occasion, so suits are required. I have some errands to run, but I will see you this weekend.” Turning to go, they saw their brother kiss her before she walked off. Esme stood there quietly. Why isn’t Peter saying anything to me? Noah rolled his eyes. “How are you doing, Es? Erik says your garden is growing vegetables now. Peter just finished his paper for the journal.” Looking at a clock on the wall, he turned back. “I just remembered I need to do something. See you all on Friday.”




Walking away, he left Peter, Dylan, and Esme. “I need to get dinner started. Promised Sere and Celestia I’d make chilli. See you Friday, Pete.” It was just Esme and him. Looking into her warm brown eyes with gold flecks, he smiled. “So how have you been?”




Esme wanted to scream. What was going on in that head of his? “I’m doing well. As Noah said, my garden is now growing vegetables. Squash as big as your head. How are you?” Peter didn’t want to tell her he thought that the family magic had bypassed him. “I’m good. As you know, I just finished the article for the journal, finally. I’m sorry we haven’t talked much. Sometimes, I get lost in my work.”




Folding her arms, she nodded. He needed to stop hiding behind his work. He was so wonderful at Ari and Dylan’s wedding. At one point, she thought he might kiss her. “That’s okay. I understand. Besides, I’m going to be busy for the next few days.”




“Oh, really? Why is that?” Smiling as she leaned in so he could see her better, she said, “I have a date.”









































  
  
  Chapter Two

  
  




If Peter had been drinking, he would have spit it out. What did she mean she had a date? His insides churned, and his hands fisted. She stared at him, waiting for a response. Calm down, Pete. It’s just a date. Besides, you have no claim on her. Clearing his throat, he exhaled a breath.  “That’s wonderful. Who is he? Did Goldie set you up? When is the date?”




For someone who didn’t show his feelings, he certainly asked a lot of questions. This made Esme’s heart beat a bit faster. “Thank you. His name is Luc Collins, and he’s new in town. He works with his cousin, who moved here with his family. Yes, Goldie set it up, and we’re going to have lunch on Friday. What about you? Are you dating anyone?”




Peter almost laughed out loud. He hadn’t had a date in a year. Some women at work were interested, but they weren’t his type. “Not at the moment. So what exactly does Luc do for a living? How old is he?” Looking amused, she folded her arms. “I don’t need a big brother, Peter. He’s a chef and works at a restaurant. By the way, he’s a werewolf. He’s old enough. Thirty, I believe. Well, it was nice talking to you. Guess we’ll see each other this weekend.” 




He wanted to ask more questions. Anything to keep her there. He didn’t think the werewolf was right for her. Instead, he said, “Esme, can you close this off? I forgot how.” That was a lie. He didn’t want to tell her that he was afraid that if he tried, it wouldn’t work. He was probably magical in name only, and the only one of his brothers who didn’t have any magic. 




Looking at him oddly, she nodded. Minutes later, Noah’s phone was in his hand, and he stood up feeling disheartened. If Esme and this Werewolf were mates, he didn’t stand a chance.




Esme was fuming. She had purposely told Peter about the date with Luc to see if he would get jealous or give some reaction. He did ask a lot of questions, but other than that, he said nothing. “Why am I bothering? He isn’t interested. Maybe he should marry one of his journals.” Serafina walked out of the kitchen, a book in one hand and an apple in the other. “Es, who are you talking to?” Looking up, she saw her sister standing there. “To nobody. I’d better get the orders ready. Mr Macdougal will be coming for his hair tonic.” Walking off, Serafina looked after her.  In a low voice, she said, “I bet it has to do with Peter.” Sighing, she shook her head. “I’m never falling in love.”
















Noah realized he had used his phone to call Dylan and walked back into the office to see Peter looking upset. “I forgot my phone. What’s wrong? Your eyes are darker than usual.” Looking up, he groaned. “I’m fine. Here. Take your phone.” Noah knew he wasn’t. His brother had a tell. Though he always acted very cool and calm on the outside, when upset, his green eyes got darker. 




“I have half an hour before I need to go. Talk to me. It’s Esme, isn’t it?” Peter looked at him. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” Chuckling, Noah sat down, folding his arms. “You like her. I saw it at Ari and Dylan’s wedding. The way you danced together, how tight you held her. The last time you did that was junior prom and Susie Evans. Plus, your eyes are darker.”




Shrugging, Peter ran his hands through his hair. “Let’s say I do, and I’m not admitting anything, what does it matter now? Goldie fixed her up on a date, and she’s going. He’s a werewolf and a chef.” Noah grinned. Boy, my brother has it bad, and he doesn’t even know it. “It’s one date, Pete. You know that one date doesn’t mean anything. I’ve been on hundreds of first dates, yet here I am. Single and ready to mingle. Want to know what I think? Remember, I get premonitions now.”




“Fine, oh, wise one. Tell me what you think.” Peter didn’t want to tell his brother that he was upset because she was dating a magical, and if he were just a mortal, it wouldn’t be enough. He did like Esme. A lot. Noah sat down. “I think Esme likes you and is trying to make you jealous. Sometimes you have to show your heart, bro. Stop thinking and feel. I will bet you a hundred dollars that that’s why she did it. If you like her, then let her know.”




For a playboy, Noah was pretty insightful. “You think she wanted me to get jealous?” Noah nodded with a big smile on his face. “When we get there, take her aside and let her know how you feel. If she doesn’t feel the same, it’s better to know now, isn’t it? I think she does, though. Her face lights up when you’re around. Okay, I have to dash. Meeting a blonde for dinner. Don’t wait up.” Giving a wink, he walked out. Peter sat there thinking. Could they work it out if he isn’t magical? Would love be enough?



















On Friday, Peter and Noah arrived through the portal and saw Dylan and Erik grinning. Walking over, they hugged. Dylan was happy to see them. “How was it this time? You don’t look so green, Noah.” Erik laughed, getting a look from him. “It was fine. Almost lost my suit, but Pete caught it in time.” Peter looked around the basement. Where was Esme?  Erik smiled at him. “Everyone is upstairs except Esme. She’s out.” He didn’t want to say that she was on a date. They had all met Luc when he came to pick her up, and the man seemed like a good guy. He didn’t know Peter already knew she had a date. Noah glanced at Peter. “Well, we’d better get upstairs and say hello. Do you by any chance have some of those amazing cookies I had last time?” Dylan nodded, and they walked up the stairs, Peter wishing he could go back home. 







Serafina was walking out of the kitchen with a tray of treats. Another tray, that had tea and coffee, was flying behind her. Aria and Celestia walked out with trays of sandwiches and fruits. Celestia waved her hand, and the food landed on the dining room table. She saw Noah wink at her. “Hiya brat. Been a while.” Rolling her eyes, she waved at another tray, watching it gently land on the table. “Hello, Noah.” Aria walked over and hugged both men. “It’s been too long since you’ve visited.” Peter liked Aria. She reminded him of their mother. Always warm and friendly. He smiled. “Good, I finished that historical journal article and have been doing more research on our family line. I didn’t get to mention that the last time we all spoke.” Noah said he missed everyone and the cookies, taking two off the plate, and getting a look from Celestia.




Dylan walked over, placing his arm around Aria’s waist. “Let’s all sit down. The desserts are for later, Noah. We can catch up on what’s been going on.” Erik and Serafina sat near each other, telling them about school and how Erik had become an expert in transfiguration. “He took a vase and changed it into a tree. It almost went through the roof. Professor Pimpernickel’s hair turned white. It was hilarious. He got an A plus, of course, once the tree was turned back into a vase.”




“We heard about your premonition, Noah. Very impressive. That’s a power that only a few witches have. You should tell Cyrus when you see him tomorrow. What about you, Peter? Any powers emerging?” Aria smiled at him, and he stuffed an olive in his mouth. What could he say? How would they respond when he told them nothing had happened? That he was pure mortal. About to speak and make some excuse, they heard the front door open. Esme walked in, her eyes glassy, cheeks flushed, lips red, and hair a bit messy. Celestia laughed. “What happened to you? That must have been some date!”




Seeing everyone at the table, and Peter looking at her in surprise, she composed herself. He looked upset. She hoped it was because she went on a date. Knowing everyone was waiting, she fixed her hair, smiling as she sat down. “We went flying. After having coffee, Luc asked if I would take him flying. It’s windy today, so that’s why my hair looks like this. We flew over the forest, and then I dropped him off at his home. Hi Noah and Peter. Glad to see you.” Noah grinned. “Good to see you too. Your lipstick looks a bit smudged.” Peter kicked him under the table, and he turned. “That hurt!” Dylan groaned. “Can we get back to our conversation. Have something to eat, Es.”




Celestia gave Esme a look. She wasn’t going to ask why her eyes were so glassy, or how come her lips looked redder than usual. How did Noah know her lipstick was messed up? How many women has he been with? She knew the answer to that. Too many. Aria saw Peter’s face when Esme walked in. He was upset. Was he jealous? If so, then he needed to speak up and tell her sister how he felt. Dylan squeezed her hand, whispering low in her ear, “Let them be. When the time is right, it will happen.” How did he know what she was thinking? This was happening more often. Smiling, she nodded.




Esme excused herself to go freshen up, and as she was leaving, Peter said he wanted to unpack. Everyone looked as they walked off.  She turned as they walked to the staircase. “How was your trip through the portal this time?” Peter saw her looking at him. Her warm brown eyes were less glassy, and the gold specks in them shone. “Fine. No nausea or dizziness at all. How was your date?”




Walking up the stairs, as Esme was too tired to fly up, she stopped at the top. “Why do you care?” Peter saw her cheeks flush. “Just making small talk. Which room am I staying in?” She felt so angry. He was jealous and wouldn’t admit it. “We gave Ari and Dylan the whole top floor, so we renovated a few rooms on this one. Follow me.”




She walked so fast that he had to almost run to keep up. “Esme, what’s wrong?” Not trusting herself to stay calm, she got to the end of the hall, opening the door. Facing him, she exhaled a deep breath. “Nothing is wrong. This is your room. See you at dinner.” Peter watched her walk off and dropped his suitcase. Grabbing her hand, he backed her up against the wall, his lips crushing hers. He felt her try to push him off, but minutes later, her hands wrapped around his neck, her fingers moving to his hair. The kiss was hot and wild, and Peter couldn’t get enough of her. When his tongue entered her mouth, he tasted wine and honey. His hands held her tight as his lips moved to her neck, warm and smelling of apples and cinnamon. “You smell delicious, Es.”




Esme moaned as he sucked on her neck, her fingers threaded through his hair. “I knew it was as soft as it looked.” Peter looked up, his eyes full of desire. Smiling, he took her bottom lip, sucking it as his hands moved over her bottom.  She held his face and kissed him, her body heated, and her heart pounding. I’m in love with him. A noise had them jump apart, and they stared at one another, their chests heaving.  Esme smiled, placing his glasses right, and he cleared his throat, feeling awkward. “I shouldn’t have done that. I’m sorry.”




Before she could tell him it was alright, he walked to his room and went inside. Hearing the door close, she leaned against the wall. She didn’t know what to do. From that one amazing kiss, she knew that Peter was her true mate.




Hearing voices, she quickly walked away, going into her room. She didn’t want to explain why she was still in the hallway. Once inside, she walked over to the full-length mirror. Her eyes were glowing, and her lips were very red and swollen. They still tingled from his kisses. Moving her blouse aside, her eyes widened upon seeing the red mark that Peter had made on her neck. A hickey. He knew what he was doing, and his kisses didn’t feel like they were from someone who didn’t care. Why was he lying? Tears filled her eyes, and she wiped at them as she walked into the bathroom. If he wasn’t going to confess what he felt for her, she wouldn’t force him, no matter how much it hurt. Sitting on her bed, she sighed. Her true mate was someone she couldn’t have.
















Esme didn’t come back downstairs. Aria went up to ask if everything was alright. She told her she was tired and felt a slight cold coming on. Aria noticed she had a scarf around her neck. “Take a sleeping potion, and get some rest. You want to be better for Goldie and Harrison’s engagement party.” Esme thanked her, and she left. Aria had a feeling she was lying. She had been fine earlier.




Sitting across the table, Aria noticed Peter picking at his food. He had been quiet when he came down and barely spoke to anyone. What was going on? Esme said she was getting a cold, and Peter wasn’t talking. Something had happened between them. She just knew it.




Noah was teasing Celestia, who was getting more frustrated. “If you don’t stop being so annoying, I’m going to dump a bucket of ice-cold water over your head. I mean it. Find someone else to bother. I’m sure one of your women friends can suffice.” Noah saw her eyes turning sea green, and he laughed. Why did he enjoy riling her up? She was barely legal, and yet he liked her reaction. “They don’t get riled up like you do, brat. Here I thought you missed me.” Rolling her eyes, Celestia sighed. “I didn’t miss you. I’m too busy doing other things. Stop calling me brat, you player.” His eyes widened, and she stood up, excusing herself.  Hands up, Noah looked around the table. “What did I do?” Dylan shook his head. “If you don’t know, I’m not saying. How about we go into the living room and play some cards?  Pete, want to teach Ari and Sere how to play poker?”




Looking at his brother, he shook his head. “Thanks, but I think I’ll turn in early. Feeling tired. Dinner was good. Thank you. Night everyone. Be careful, ladies, Noah cheats.” Walking off, Erik turned to Dylan, who shrugged. Noah looked upset. “He’s lying. I don’t cheat.” Serafina laughed, and Erik whispered, “Yes, he does.”







Walking up the stairs, Peter was mumbling to himself. “How could I do that and say I shouldn’t have? What is wrong with me?” To be honest, he didn’t feel bad about kissing Esme. He had wanted to since the moment he saw her, and after they did, he told her he shouldn’t have. The hurt in her eyes felt like a knife in his heart. Why didn’t he just tell her the truth? That he wasn’t magical and not worthy of her if he was only mortal. Instead, he hurt her feelings. Remembering her lips and the soft moans, his pants tightened. He needed to take a cold shower and get relief. It had been a while since a woman had made him feel this way. No, that was wrong. Only Esme made him feel this way. All the other women had just been casual flings. Walking into his room, he groaned. How was he going to deal with this?
















Goldie and Harrison were having their engagement party in the Magic Council’s ballroom. Cyrus, the Magistrate, had decided to open it up to the public for special occasions. It was decorated in the colors of Goldie’s people, and large lanterns floated above, adding a romantic glow to the room. 




Small round tables filled the room, and a chandelier hung above the large dance floor. Tables lined the walls, and trays upon trays of food and desserts filled them. A large four-tier cake was on a table, and it sparkled with edible flowers, beads, and sparklers on top. A large banner congratulated Goldie and Harrison on their engagement.




Dylan, Aria, Peter, and the others had come together. Esme wasn’t with them. Luc had called and asked her to go as his date, and she agreed. When she had woken up this morning, she resolved to move on. If Peter thought kissing her was a mistake, then she’d let it be. So what if he was her true mate? She would find a way to change that and move on. Maybe Luc was right for her? When he called and asked her to go with him, she accepted immediately. 




They walked in, hand in hand. Normally, she liked to go slow when it came to dating, but she figured holding his hand would be okay. Luc smiled down at her, his golden eyes glowing. “You look beautiful tonight.” Smiling, she thanked him. She had chosen a ruby dress that complemented her fair skin and dark hair. It was low-cut and showed off the curve of her breasts. On her neck was a choker with a garnet encrusted in gold. Her lips were red enough and didn’t need much lipstick, and she added some eyeliner to bring out the gold in her brown eyes. 




Peter had on a black suit and a blue shirt. He had his glasses with him as they were mostly used for reading. Wearing them had gotten comfortable, and he sometimes left them on. Looking around, he saw Esme walk in with Luc. So that’s the werewolf? His eyes almost fell out of their sockets when he saw her. She looked beautiful and sexy. What the hell was she wearing? Luc better not even think of touching her. Taking a deep breath, he downed a purple drink that tasted like rum. He had no right to think that. She wasn’t his, and after what he said, was sure she’d never give him a second glance.  Still, he couldn’t take his eyes off of her.








  
  
  Chapter Three

  
  




Esme walked over to the others, ignoring Peter, who was staring at her. “Evening, everyone.”  Luc, this is the rest of our family. You’ve met Aria, her husband Dylan, and my other two sisters, Celestia and Serafina. You also met Erik. Those are Dylan’s two other brothers, Peter and Noah.”


Luc smiled, shaking hands with Noah and Peter. “Good to meet you.” Taking Esme’s hand again, he smiled at Aria. “Nice to see you again. Esme’s been telling me how well you cook. Maybe you can give me some of your recipes to use at the restaurant. As a werewolf, I make a lot of meat dishes. Some of the customers don’t care for it. Any help would be great. Nice to see you, Dylan. You’re the first mortal I’ve ever met.  We didn’t get time to talk last time. Maybe we can meet up? I have a lot of questions.”


He seemed to be a nice guy. Peter watched as everyone talked with him. He’s not right for her. I know he isn’t. Why do I even care? It’s not like we’re a couple. Still, it bothered him. He didn’t want to shake the man’s hand, but everyone was watching. Esme looked beautiful, but he felt the need to cover her up as the wolf kept checking her out. Why was the dress so low-cut? The creamy tops of her breasts made him want to give her his jacket. She shouldn’t be showing him anything. Those are mine!  His heart pounded fast as he realized how much he wanted her. Holy fuck, I’m in love with Esme. Needing to get away and sort it out, he excused himself, walking over to the refreshments table.


Taking a green drink, he chugged it down, feeling the burn. It tasted like whiskey but fruity. “Not having a good night, are you, Pete?” Groaning, he turned to see Noah grinning. “I’m fine. What do you want? Aren’t there enough females for you to play with?” Noah chuckled, seeing Celestia talking to a group of her friends. She was wearing a teal blue dress, and her hair was up with tendrils flowing down the sides. She was smiling and talking animatedly, and he wondered if she was seeing anyone. Shaking his head, he saw Peter staring at him. “I have my sights on a few. No worries, brother. What I want to know is what you think about Esme’s new guy. Seems decent enough.”


Going for a second drink, Peter composed himself. The last thing he needed was for Noah to see how much it bothered him. Sipping it slowly, he shrugged. “Not sure he’s right for her. Remember what happened when Aria tried dating a werewolf? The guy ended up dating Celestia, too. Dylan said the house was almost destroyed. You know, at first, everyone makes a good impression. We don’t know that much about him. Why did he come to Magic Hollows?”


Noah looked at his older brother. Peter wasn’t the jealous type, but this seemed to be hitting a nerve. He’s in love with Esme. It’s about damn time. Putting a hand on his shoulder, he leaned in. “They just had a few dates. I don’t think it’s going to become serious. People wondered why we were here when we first arrived. Don’t worry, Pete, Esme isn’t going to end up with him.”


Giving a nod, he walked off, leaving Peter to think about it. What if she did? Then he’d never get to tell her how he felt. Maybe she would be better off with the wolf. At least he was a magical.  “I’m just a mortal. It wouldn’t be enough to keep her happy.” Sighing, he felt a tap and, turning, saw Daffodil Flowerwink smiling at him. Great, just what I need.


“I thought that was you, Peter. You look very handsome. Here alone?” She smiled, and her hair changed to blue, matching his shirt. “Thank you, Daffodil. No, I came with the family. I was having a drink. You look very nice too.” He wasn’t going to say beautiful because, though she was very pretty, he wasn’t attracted to her. “Nice party. I’m happy for Goldie and Harrison. Heard they’ve been a couple for a long time. Good people.”


Daffodil picked up a flute filled with a gold and pink liquid, which sparkled. “Yes, I’m happy for my cousin. They found each other and are madly in love. I hope to have the same thing someday. What about you?” The way she was looking at him made him uncomfortable. Music started playing, so he figured it was better to dance than have to talk. “Want to dance?” Her hair turned purple, then red, and her violet eyes glowed as her wings fluttered happily. Goldie had wings, too, but didn’t always show them. 


Grabbing his hand, she pulled him along. “I’d love to! Great song. I’ll show you how to dance to it.” Peter barely put his drink down. Couples were lined up, males on one side, and females on the other. Glad he didn’t have to hold her, the music began, and they moved forward and back, moving sideways as each person danced with a different person, coming back to their partner. At one point, Daffodil took his arm, and they danced around in a circle, moving back. The dance reminded him of something they did in the eighteen hundreds at a ball. It was fun, and he found himself relaxing and laughing.


Sliding down, he went to grab the other person’s hand and looked up to see Esme. Her eyes stared into his as they held hands, moving out and in toward the center. He wanted to tell her how beautiful she looked, but was at a loss for words. “You look handsome tonight, Peter. I didn’t know you and Daffodil were an item. What do you think of Luc?”


Dancing down the middle while others clapped, he saw her waiting for a response. “We’re not an item. She saw me having a drink, and then the music came on. Luc seems like a good guy. Surprised that’s your type.” Her brown eyes darkened, and her cheeks flushed. “Who do you think is my type, then? He’s nice, respectful, fun, and handsome. Do you have someone else in mind?”  Peter wanted to tell her that yes, he did have someone else in mind. Him. He was the one for her, but instead, he shook his head. “I’m sorry if I offended you. It wasn’t my intention. Have a good night, Esme. You look beautiful.” 


He walked off as the music had stopped, and she saw Daffodil following, a smile on her face. Suddenly, she wanted to go home and cry. A warm hand had her turn to see Luc smiling down at her. “You alright?” Shaking her head, she put on a smile. “I’m fine. Let’s go get some food.”






That night, Luc kissed her, and though it was nice, her mind drifted to Peter. Why couldn’t he be the one she was kissing? He’s such a good kisser.  She was still thinking of Peter and how he kissed her when Luc’s hand moved lower. Esme pushed it away. His eyes glowed yellow. “I’m sorry. I lost myself for a moment. You’re so soft, and you smell amazing. My wolf took over. Forgive me?” Nodding, she said she did, and when he asked her to lunch tomorrow, she accepted. Once in the house, she leaned against the door. It was quiet as everyone was still at the party. She had feigned a headache, and after wishing Goldie and Harrison happiness and love, Luc brought her home. Sighing, she walked up the stairs, seeing a light on in Peter’s room. Why was he home? She had seen Daffodil hanging on to him the whole night and thought he was still at the party.


Peter couldn’t take one more minute of Daffodil clinging to him. She kept stroking his arm, telling him how muscular he was and that he must work out. When another female approached him, she gave the female a dirty look, saying he was hers. That was his limit. He turned, letting her know he wasn’t and that he was leaving. She looked upset, but he didn’t care. Saying his goodbyes and wishing Goldie and Harrison congratulations, he came home. He was in bed reading a book on magic that Serafina suggested when he heard footsteps.


Walking out of the room, he saw Esme. She looked upset. Hearing the door open, she saw him. He walked over to make sure she was okay. Taking her hand, he looked



















































