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      I found myself staring at the blank page and thinking, what does a fifty years old know about being a young woman in her twenties? Then, the scrappy young woman I used to be screamed, “Did you forget about me and the women that shaped you? I should kick your ass for that!”

      Since I’m kinda scared of her, I wrote this book.

      Roxanne “Roxy” Crowfoot, the main character, is the ultimate softy with a hard shell. Once you’re inside her armor, you’ll see her love and loyalty are things well worth having.
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      My job at the International Supernatural Enforcement Agency was never dull but always bordered on the ludicrous. Some days annoyed me. Today was one of those days. Not bordering on ludicrous—we were smack dab in the middle of ridiculous. However, if I'd known I'd soon be longing for the absurd whimsical days, I'd have appreciated them more.

      Whimsy certainly did not fill my heart as my partner and I approached a pile of rabbit pellets that littered a trail along the Sammamish River. Alone, rabbit leavings wouldn't be a bizarre occurrence. However, each of the pellets was the size of an adult human head.

      "Here comes Peter Cottontail, hopping down the bunny trail." Jada wasted her gorgeous singing voice on the dumb song. She was disarming like that.

      Everything about my stepsister and work partner belied her powerful nature. Her sweet face with apple cheeks and dimples. Jada's big brown eyes with thick, long lashes could be described as doe-like and innocent. Even her vibrant green ringlets bounced with her walk. Unlike supernaturals with natural green hair, Jada's natural hair was dark brown.

      Other than our required suits, our job allowed nonconformities: our hair and our own bodies remained ours. We could dye, tattoo, and pierce ourselves as much as we wanted. So, ever the rebel, my naturally white blonde hair was back to the electric blue I'd worn in my high school emo era.

      The dress code applied to all International Supernatural Enforcement Agents on duty, unless working an undercover case. Jada and I wore the same black suit, black shirt, and black tie. She wore black, sensible shoes. I wore black Doc Martens that were barely under dress code restrictions. The suits weren't just suits. They had a lot of magical extras from the days before our parents revealed to the world that supernaturals were real. Only mundanes worked for the agency then and needed magical protection from us monsters. The world and the agency changed. Now the monsters were protecting the world from our own kind.

      ...or playing shepherd to a giant space rabbit.

      I grunted and shook my head, condemning her song. As far as our friendship went, I was the grumpy one and Jada was the sunshine. At least on the surface.

      She wrapped a casual arm around my shoulder. "Come on, Roxy. It's funny."

      This would mark the fourth year the giant, planeswalking rabbit appeared near Easter. The fourth year since we'd released its more diminutive form from the Vault, a former supernatural prison for supernatural criminals...or giant, sentient lagomorphs that liked to hop from world to world throughout the multiverse, destroying cities and devastating crops. The rabbit wasn't evil. It was simply a pest of mass proportions.

      "Do you have short-term memory loss? There's never one of these guys."

      Every year when the giant lagomorph showed up, it laid massive eggs. Objectively, the eggs were beautiful with their shimmering pastel shells, and the bunnies that hatched from the eggs were adorable...at first. These creatures were born ravenous. The offspring ate all the foliage within sight like a cutesy swarm of furry locusts.

      "Also, the pellets are a real health problem."

      Jada pulled out her phone. "I'll text the MFD for a cleanup crew."

      Biological materials from supernatural beings couldn't be left lying about. Even before mundanes knew magic and magical creatures existed, I.S.E.A. had a team of druids who performed magical hazardous materials cleanup. Back then, Magical Forensic Department’s job had been to ensure that the mundane public didn't know how big the multiverse was or that the things that went bump in the night were real. There was another even more important step besides clearing biological materials that shouldn't exist. Light, or the magical power source of supernatural beings, lay in their biological materials. Light tended to stick to objects, imbuing them with supernatural properties. That's when things got weird.

      "Good choice. No one wants a planeswalking, sentient sidewalk."

      Jada didn't laugh. She swallowed hard as she read something on her phone screen. "Oh, crud."

      Alarm ran through me. "What is it?"

      "They asked me to collect Maria and her brother Hugo."

      "Are things awkward now?"

      Jada and Maria had been partners, but I.S.E.A. moved the witch from the field as an agent to a division called Magical Forensics Department. MFD not only came and did magical cleanup, but they also analyzed and studied magic. Jada had been tight-lipped about it. So, it was my guess that Maria, a homeschooled witch, had cracked under the pressure of the field.  She’d be more comfortable in a laboratory or poop scooping than wrangling, and sometimes fighting, monsters.

      Unlike Maria, I was comfortable with the violence and the scary creatures. Why be afraid of the monsters when you were one of them with wings and fangs to prove it.

      Goody-two-shoes as she might seem, so was Jada.

      "Did I tell you that they didn’t make her switch? She requested the transfer.” Her voice broke on the word requested.

      "Did she do it to hurt you?" Even I could hear the growl in my voice. My wolf was extra protective of Jada. She might not be a shifter, but as my oldest friend, stepsister, and work partner, she was pack. No one messed with pack.

      "No. I did the hurting." Her voice was so soft that I wouldn't be able to hear her if I weren't a shifter.

      Since we were toddlers, Miss Sunshine and Rainbows hadn't ever hurt anyone—well, no one who hadn't deserved it. Instinctively, I rallied to her defense. "Look, if Maria wasn't cut out for the field and you told her, so what?”

      Jada grimaced and wove her fingers together, hunching her shoulders as she did. "I had a crush on her, but we were partners, and I didn't want to make work weird, so I set it aside. Then I started dating Sarah and really set it aside. Maria asked for a transfer after I introduced them." She looked at her hands. "I didn't know my feelings were reciprocated. Now I don't know what to do or say to her to make it right."

      I felt sorry for them both and a bit guilty for my harsh judgment of Maria. If anything, I could relate. In high school, I'd had a crush on Jada. There were times that it seemed like she liked me that way too. It sucked big time because I never knew when to tell her. If I should tell her.

      When our parents started dating, and it was clear my dad wanted Miriam as his mate, I gave up. Stepsiblings dating would have been too incestuous for both of us. Contrarily, Maria and Jada were only work partners. One of them should've asked for a transfer and then asked the other out. Maybe that had been Maria's plan? Too little, too late, I guessed.

      "Ugh. The Seattle dating pool is too small." I threw up my hands. "Add being queer and a supernatural, and it's miniscule. Do you know what I think? Everyone should just make out. Come here. Let me jam my tongue down your throat and make it better." I stuck out my tongue.

      It wasn't comforting. I didn't do comforting. If she wanted a shoulder to lean on, she needed another friend for that.

      Fortunately, Jada guffawed and waved her hands in front of her face. "You're unhinged, Roxy."

      Quirking an eyebrow, I gave her a wry grin. "Are you saying you don't want to make out with me?"

      Pretending to be exasperated, she groaned and rolled her eyes. Then she straightened her shoulders and lifted her chin. Jada might look nothing like her literal fairy princess mother, but in this moment, she certainly presented herself as regally as Miriam. "Alright. I'd better do this."

      I made a shooing gesture. "The sooner the better. The turd pile is the least of our problems. We have a giant, magical space rabbit to catch and release."

      Jada lifted her arm and sliced downward with her hand. The air rippled in waves. She stepped into the ripples and vanished. Moments later, she returned with two people. One, a petite brunette in her late twenties with eyes so dark they were almost black, wearing lipstick that almost matched the shade of her irises. Equally dark eyeliner rimmed her eyes with sharp wings. Her nose was pierced and so was her septum. Earrings climbed up each of her lobes. All studs. No danglies allowed for agents of I.S.E.A. Anita Maria Gonzalez’s crown stood equal level with my chin, but the witch was towered over by her brother.

      Hugo Gonzalez wore his wavy black hair pulled back in a ponytail. Black-framed glasses sat upon a prominent nose. Both were dressed in white magi-hazmat coveralls with black symbols painted on, adding a layer of magical protection on top of the material. Both assessed the scene, taking everything in without comment.

      Getting straight to work, Maria produced some chalk and started drawing a circle around the giant pile. The witch was on her hands and knees, doing the grunt work of what looked like a containment spell. Even though she was the youngest of five, Maria didn't act like the youngest. Her brother, in no hurry to help, didn't act like the eldest.

      Hugo sidled up to Jada, smirking at the pile of giant pellets. "That wascally wabbit is at it again."

      I snorted. I didn't like a lot of people outside of my pack, but the Gonzalez family had so many siblings, they were like a pack of their own. They made work lighter. It was too bad that Jada and Maria had a rift. Hopefully, the little witch would get over her crush on Jada, and they'd be bosom buddies again soon.

      Since Jada was ignoring him and watching the witchcraft taking place, Hugo made his way to me. "I see you field agents did nothing to start the cleanup."

      Rolling my eyes at his teasing, I replied, "Um, not our job. Besides, what were we supposed to use?" I spread my hands, indicating the lack of tools and magic.

      "You're part angel. Can't nephilim smite the poo away?"

      "We're trying to capture and release the alien presence. Do you think razing everything in sight might alert the space rabbit that we're on its trail? Not to mention the Supe Council and our superiors chewing my ass out."

      "True." He glanced around as if looking for something. "But you could have done something. Don't they provide doggy doo-doo bags along the trail, Jada?"

      Worrying her lip, Jada didn't respond. Hugo's gaze bounced between her and his sister. He looked like he was about to make a comment.

      I stepped into his field of vision, blocking his view of her. "Hey! We tried." I pointed at the pellets. "See that dent? We filled fifty bags and called it a day."

      Distracted, Hugo laughed and mock-looked around. "Where are the bags?"

      "That knowledge is above your pay grade." I crossed my arms, daring him to challenge me. Perhaps I also might have flashed a little fang with a grin.

      He swallowed hard, the tinge of primal fear changing his scent. Hugo was a powerful witch, but I could tear him to pieces before he had a chance to conjure a protection spell.

      Yes, witch lab rat. I'm the big bad wolf.

      Not that I would harm him, but he needed to lay off Jada. Whatever was going on between her and Maria wouldn't be fixed by smart-ass commentary. You couldn't tease them back into being friends again.

      "As riveting as I find your back and forth," Maria began in a dry tone, "I'd like to get this waste collected to study. We can learn a lot about the Easter Bunny's migration patterns and predict where and when it will show up on Earth next time around. We might even be able to redirect it to another planet with a lower risk of upsetting the natural balance."

      Hugo grinned. "Like a planet with giant sequoia-sized carrots?"

      "It's possible." She gestured at the containment spell. "Start helping."

      The older witch patted me on the shoulder. "Watch this."

      The two drew the spell together, chanting in a combination of Spanish, English, and Kairska. The last language was older than every mundane language on Earth. Kairska came from the world the witches had left. The world they'd also destroyed.

      The language spoken out loud made my skin itch and tickled my ears, and thanks to a gift inherited from my grandfather, I could understand what they were saying.

      The witch siblings were calling upon the magic of the land and the sky—the Mother and the Father, loosely translated from Kairska—to help them deliver the giant pile of poop to a place where they could study it.

      The entire pile disappeared. The witches performed one more spell and the chalk markings swirled, rose in a cloud, and then also disappeared. Poof! Gone.

      Witches freaked me out.

      When the two were done, Hugo grinned. "Poop scooped."

      Jada took them back to the lab and then rejoined me.

      "Did she even speak to you?"

      She wiggled her flat hand and shrugged. "Only regarding the case."

      "Well, that's better than icing you out completely." I slung an arm around her shoulder. "Let's go hunting wabbits."

      

      It was golden hour, which meant sunset was approaching. We hadn't found the "wabbit" in question. I'd get the scent and then lose it. We did, however, find several drying wet patches and puddles on the trail. Deducing from that evidence, we figured the wayward bunny was taking dips in the Sammamish River.

      Jada had offered to use a small piece of one of the rabbit's pellets she'd saved to create a link to the space bunny and just track him through her planeswalker gift. We decided against it. Experience had taught us that if we just popped up on Peter, the bunny would get spooked and disappear. It took a lot more time and magical energy to track him hopping from one universe to another and back to this one than to track him on Earth.

      My dad was nephilim and so was I. Instead of an angelic father and a human mother, Gran had been a wolf-shifter of the Salish coastal descent. Kirsten, my mother, was a wolf-shifter of the Nordic variety. In this case, my ancestors mattered. Different belief systems created different shapeshifters. Different magics and curses had been passed down to lil ol' me.

      I'd pushed out of my head how Kirsten's ancestors had gained the power of shapeshifting into wolves and the price I was destined to pay for that. Besides, I'd shifted a billion times over my lifespan and Fenrir had never come calling for his due.

      The old gods hadn't had as much power before the Mythic Games, a niggling voice reminded me. I told that voice to shut up. There were treaties to observe, and the Supernatural Council of the Americas had my dad and stepmom on it.

      Normally, on duty, it was required of agents to wear their suits, but I was sick of tracking in my human form regardless of the risk.

      "I need to be a wolf."

      Jada grimaced then nodded her agreement. If something happened to me out of my suit, we would both be at fault. I would get written up for taking it off. She'd get written up for not reporting it. I didn't give a crap about I.S.E.A.'s rules, but Jada did. I smiled in appreciation that she let me do my job my way.

      I stripped off my clothes and handed them to her. While I shifted from one form to another, my mind and senses were blind. Coming into the other form always felt akin to waking from a nap and not knowing how much time had passed. All senses went askew until your mind settled into your new form. At the very least, shifting could make you feel slightly disoriented like that. At worst, you could not come back and be stuck an animal forever. It was rare to lose your human half, but it had happened. Shifters never spoke of the rare occurrences to outsiders—even if we loved and married them. It was our greatest secret and biggest fear.

      Another secret shifters carried. What happened during the shift. My mind, or spirit self, touched Heaven—as in the realm or world of Heaven. I didn't know if it was because I really wasn't human at all or that the angelic part of me returned home. It happened to my dad, too. My mother said she touched Asgard when she shifted.  What I experienced sounded a lot like when witches used astral projection—but I couldn’t control it. No shifter could.

      As all of my muscles screamed in agony and my bones popped and cracked, I left my changing body behind.

      Before me vast plains of ice and snow stretched. Blue, snowcapped mountains bordered the plains in the far distance, and a pitch-black sky dotted with constellations that I didn't recognize hung above. The wind howled and bitter cold enveloped me.

      This was not Heaven.

      As soon as the realization hit,  I was several feet shorter and could feel cool pavement under my paws. It smelled of fresh grass and running water. No ice. No frozen plains. My tongue lolled as I panted in relief. I shook my furry head, as if I could shake off what I'd seen.

      It hadn't been Heaven or Asgard. I'd been to both. I'd been to where I'd seen before, too, but it didn't make sense. I didn't have a drop of Frost Giant blood in my heritage—did I? I shook my muzzle, banishing the thought. No way. If not that, what had drawn my mind there?

      "Are you ready?" Jada asked.

      Wolves didn't bark, but I huffed in answer and then began sniffing the ground. Not only could I use my extra-sensitive, complex sense of smell, but in wolf form I could also see residual magic so faint even other supes couldn't pick it up. The scent was there, but more clearly, smatterings of magenta light spotted the trail and marked low points of the river. I took off, following the magical trail. The scent and magic grew stronger. A huge magenta splotch colored a copse of trees close ahead.

      Gotcha.

      I stopped to shift back to human form, hesitating before inciting the magic for the transformation to take place. What if I ended up in that place again? I shook the fear off like water on my fur. It didn't matter. I wasn't materially there. I kept an image of my grandfather's palace in my head as I shifted, hoping that would help my mind manifest there. No such luck...

      The icy plain stretched before me. The howling wind didn't mute the howl that shuddered through my astral form. A call home. The pull was stronger than any alpha call I'd ever heard.

      Then I was back in my body with Jada shoving my clothes into my newly reformed hands. Past her green curls, something shimmered in the golden sunlight. Knowing what lurked amidst a copse of trees, my heart leapt into my throat at the sight.

      I cursed softly under my breath, stuffing my legs into my pants.

      "What?"

      I cringed, forgetting Jada had fae hearing. I swore it was as good as the hearing my wolf form possessed. Maybe better, because fae could read minds if you didn't keep your guard up. Being of mixed magical heritage like me, Jada had a fae grandfather and that ability. I did not want her digging in there, even on accident, so I fortified my mental defenses.

      "That."

      Her gaze followed where I pointed between evergreens.

      Together, we approached slowly, discovering a pale blue egg. Silver swirled and eddied on the surface of the shell That wasn't the only remarkable thing about the egg either—it stood about ten feet high and six feet in diameter across the widest horizontal point.

      I finished dressing while Jada examined the egg.

      "Look at those markings. They move," she gushed. "The real thing is much prettier than the dyed ones."

      "So pretty until it cracks." Finished dressing, I nodded to the egg. "That thing is a ticking time bomb. We need to get it to the safe world before we've got a ravenous litter to hunt down and relocate."

      "If we move it, we could lose the trail of the rabbit."

      "Magical Forensics again?" I asked.

      "If I time it right, we can come in right as we're carrying it into the safe world."

      Not only could Jada walk the planes to anywhere she wanted, but she could also walk to when she wanted. I didn't like time travel.

      "You'll need our help," I said, except my voice didn't come from my mouth. I hadn't spoken or thought the words. My voice had come from behind me.

      We turned to see ourselves. Time travel paradoxes in science fiction movies weren't true, but it felt really freaking weird to look at yourself.

      A version of me spoke. "You two decided—well, a version of you two decided that you'd go ahead and pursue the rabbit and go back in time before that egg erupts into a hundred space bunny babies and devour half of Woodinville. So, we'll handle it."

      "The rabbit isn't too far ahead, but that egg is about to burst," Other Jada said, adding, "This isn't our first try."

      Thank whatever god would listen that this event wasn't a pivotal moment in time and that we'd had plenty of do-overs.

      Future me scowled. "What are you waiting for?"

      My Jada and I exchanged a look. We'd established a safe phrase so that we knew something that looked like us was actually us—or us from another point in time—and not a skinwalker or some other nasty. We'd learned to confirm the hard way our rookie year.

      "Oh, for Heaven's sake!" Future me griped. "You really don't think we're you? Fine. Strawberry scones and tea. Now go!"

      Having what I needed, I saluted past me and let them get to it.

      We tracked the rabbit from the paved trail into a wooded area. Crashing noises and thumping confirmed that the space bunny was nearby. The bunny wasn't running away after sensing our presence, like he normally did. Judging by the steadily increasing volume of the crashing sounds, he was heading straight for us.

      "Ready?" After hunting this thing all day, I couldn't keep the excitement out of my tone.

      "Getting there." Her hands sliced through the air. She'd open a Nowhere door, a.k.a. a portal to mundanes or a wormhole to I.S.E.A. agents, to a world ready for something this rabbit's size. We had to trust our future selves were doing the same thing for the egg.

      Trees came crashing down in our direction. Jada pulled me behind where she'd created a path through time and space. Ahead, the massive white bunny the size of a ranch home hopped out of the woods straight at us. It had done this maneuver before last year in an attempt to scare us away from her eggs. It had worked before, but we were on to her tactics now.

      I crossed my arms over my chest. Beside me, Jada whispered, "One Mississippi...two Mississippi..."

      The rabbit leapt...

      The rebel in me wanted to keep my eyes open out of spite, but when a rabbit the size of a house jumps at you, there is no amount of spite that will keep you from flinching and shutting your eyes. When I didn't get crushed by a ton or two of bunny, I opened them.

      Scanning the copse afterward, the giant rabbit had wreaked havoc on the trees and brush. This wouldn't be my problem. I.S.E.A.'s Mage Unit, Agent Doyle and his Not Druids, were all about making trees grow.

      "Ready to go move the egg?" she asked, slicing her hand through the air.

      "Ugh. Not particularly."

      Jada's responding grin lit up her pretty face. "At least we're not in the timeline where we have to chase the babies."

      "Ugh. Don't jinx it." I threw up my arms in mock exasperation and then shared in her grin.

      She laughed. "I'm part fae, remember? I wouldn't ever manifest something. At least Director Tan would love that report."

      "She does love when our jobs are miserable," I agreed. "She must miss field work."

      "That's why Roanhorse, her partner, retired. He missed all this giant space rabbit chasing glory."
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      After work, I always breathed a little easier when we reached the aluminum gates of the pack property. The land and the sprawling farmhouse atop a hill. Evergreens hid most of the house from the road, but I caught glimpses of it in the dying light as I drove up a winding driveway.

      Seattle was an expensive city and so were the suburbs. Jada and I lived rent-free on a self-sustaining farm with hunting grounds and among shifters, a couple of witches, and a few fae. It wasn't always a haven, especially after my parents split, but Miriam and Phyr and their people moving in changed the dynamic.

      We pulled into a garage with tons of cars, jeeps, and SUVs. I saw my aunt's motorcycle and a few that belonged to other shifters. A few brooms and cauldrons hung on the wall. Exiting the car, tiny creatures that could be mistaken for lightning bugs—if the Pacific Northwest had lightning bugs—flew in our direction. Pixies, or as Miriam called them, light sprites, lived in her witch garden and loved Jada. No. Love would be too weak a word.

      Jada was fae royalty. Her grandfather was High King Oberon of the Unseelie Court. The pixies were cute and sweet, but they were not to be underestimated. They could wield magic and flit between worlds as easily as a planeswalker, even if they could only carry themselves across the multiverse. This made them excellent couriers and spies. Which worked for us—as long as Jada stayed in favor of the king. Their loyalty to Oberon was unwavering.

      A few landed in her hair, playing in the bright green curly locks. Some sat on Jada's shoulders, reclining much like the way one would sit on a shore of a creek—if that shore moved. Others did an aerial dance around Jada, rejoicing that their princess returned to the castle. A typical welcome home for my friend.

      There was no fanfare for me. The sprites gave me the distance I established as a moody teen, which was fine by me. I would get annoyed with their preening and singing.

      On a path not far from the driveway, Miriam approached. Her white antlers gleamed in the lighted pathway. Her skirts floated around her thick frame like a dream. A wicker basket hung from her arm. Miriam was ethereally beautiful even in small tasks. What was even better than how gorgeous my stepmother was is that she loved us unconditionally. Sometimes that meant firmness but always care.

      Once, in a fit of jealousy, my mother Kirsten had thrown my stuff all over the front yard of Miriam's old house. I was embarrassed and angry. Without considering my feelings, my father accused me of saying something to piss Kirsten off, which honestly was accurate. I'd told her he was dating Miriam just to get a rise out of her. Back then, I'd liked making my mother as miserable as she'd made me for cheating on my dad. Was it toxic? Oh, hells yeah. Was I just a hurt kid with no therapist, especially one capable of dealing with the supernatural politics that had made my life a hell worse than actual Hell? Also, yes.

      That day, Miriam had seen past the tough smartass act and had hugged me. She'd made tea and snacks and resolved the issue. Though I'd never admit it, not even now, that day I'd begun secretly wishing she was my mom for real.

      Presently, her smile felt like a warm hug. The stress of the day melted in her calming presence. I didn't care if it was her magic. Even if her fae light acted a little like a drug that made you want to adore her, Miriam had proven time and again that she actually gave a shit about me. "Did you two get that wascally rabbit?"

      We filled her in on our day as we walked together to the main entrance to the multi-story farmhouse. Inside, Jada broke away.

      "I have a dinner date with Sarah, Mami," she announced, kissing Miriam on the cheek.

      "You should bring her by the house. We have coven business to discuss at some point. Ostara is nigh," her mother suggested over her shoulder as she and I made our way from the foyer down the hall that led to a massive kitchen.

      Jada's voice traveled from the stairs. "Sure."

      Miriam muttered something about vague answers in High Fae, but her annoyance faded as we entered the kitchen. I was in elementary school when I realized that most kids didn't live in a household of more than twenty people who weren't related. I'd only known how shifters lived before that, and it was shocking to me that only parents and their kids lived together, or on rare occasions, a grandparent or aunt lived with them.

      The kitchen was a great room of sorts with a couple of six-burner stovetops, multiple ovens, a restaurant-grade fridge, and a pantry that rivaled doomsday preppers' storerooms. The table seated thirty people and it could extend magically, thanks to Miriam.

      There, a tall, horned fae with skin like a bronze statue, ladled something out of a large pot. Phyr, my stepdad, gave my dad—an equally tall but broader and hulky man—a taste. Gabriel nodded and hummed his approval. It had taken the pack, who had a strict sort of monogamy mate-for-life culture, time to get used to my parents, but the three of them together always felt natural to me. Maybe because I'd been sixteen when it all started, and I'd felt like an outsider in my own home until Phyr and Miriam became a part of it.

      My dads grinned in my direction. Correction, they grinned at Miriam. I got noticed after they each kissed her.

      Gabriel grinned my way. "Oh hey, Box O Rox! Didn't see you there. How was work?"

      Feeling surly because he didn't even pretend to have noticed I'd come in with his wife, I replied, "I had group sex with a bunch of Valkyries. Before you judge, my actions saved the planet. All in a day's work at I.S.E.A." I slumped into a chair at the table. Yes, I could've been more mature, but my dad could've been a lot of things over the course of my life. He should've said hello to his kid first, or at least noticed I'd walked in the room, but I never came first to him. It made me feel fifteen years old all over again despite inching toward thirty.

      Gabriel scowled his disapproval but didn't vocalize his thoughts.

      I didn't begrudge Miriam or Phyr, but before they came along, he put the pack first, doing damage repair after my mom was abjured. Then, when he started dating them, his priorities shifted. Saving the world and being the hero to supes became Gabriel's modus operandi. He almost screwed up his relationship with Miriam multiple times due to his ego. I hoped he didn't mess up their relationship now that he was a state senator. My dad liked power. Heck, all my parents, except Kirsten, did.

      A grin touched the corner of Phyr's mouth as he approached with a ladle. Amber eyes assessed me for injuries. Phyr played it off, but he worried about Jada and me much more than our biological parents did. Well, that wasn't true. Miriam loved us but…she wasn't always in this world, so to speak, and literally. She spent half her time at Eastside Charm School in her faerie and the rest of her time was divided between her duties to the Rosemary and Oleander coven and her spouses.

      "If that's how you save the world, there was a time that I would've applied for the job."

      I wasn't into males of any variety, and it was not okay to think of your stepdad as anything but a handsome older fae, but when Phyr said things like that, it was not hard to imagine he'd cause a multiverse-wide competition or two to gain his employment in that capacity.

      "You'd cause a riot, Papa." I chuckled softly as I kissed his offered cheek and then took a sip of the sauce from the ladle he offered next. "Mmm…red coconut curry. Nice."

      "It will have an even better flavor when the Thai basil from my garden is added upon serving," Miriam assured.

      "I have no doubt." I meant it. If it were up to the shifter cooks of the pack, we'd eat grilled meat and basic sides forever.

      Fortunately, Phyr and Miriam took turns on the cooking roster, which explained why all my parents were home. Phyr ran several bakeries in the area and made magically enhanced treats. His groom's cake had looked and acted like a real dragon before it burst into pieces of cake that floated to the guests. Not only had the cake been magical, but it had also tasted delicious.

      More of the pack started
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