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    To my 'Zell' for your unwavering support. May you find your best friend in your fated mate.
All my Love,
Mama

      

    


Definitions

Alpha- The leader, or dominant individual, or pair, in a pack or group of people.

Lycan- Short for lycanthrope, a Lycan is often mistaken for a werewolf. A Lycan can turn into a wolf, or any type of dog. A Lycan’s usual appearance is a human body and a wolf’s head.

Sigma- A rare breed Alpha, Omega mix. Some say they are nearly extinct.

Beta- A Beta is a position in a wolf pack, lower than the Alpha but higher ranking than the Omega. A Beta is someone who can mate with anyone else: Alpha, Beta, or Omega.

Gamma- A Gamma is third in command in a wolf pack, often used in training warriors, personal protection of the Luna, and can be placed in command in the absence of the Alpha and Beta.

Delta- A Delta is often the leader of the warriors because of their heightened abilities.

Omega- An omega is the lowest-ranking species in the omegaverse/alphaverse universe. Unlike their alpha counterpart, omegas are generally kind, shy, sweet, smart, and hard-working. Omegas have a strong, sweet scent. They don’t mate with other omegas, just betas and alphas. They go through heats, which are cycles of arousal when their bodies are readying for mating.

Omegala- Plural form of omega.

Rogue- A rebellious loner who follows their own rules. Without a pack.

Knotting- When animals mate, specifically canines, the penis enlarges during climax and remains enlarged to the point where he is literally stuck inside the female for as long as the mating process goes on. This ensures insemination, and the male can ejaculate several times before he shrinks down small enough to dismount.

Mind-link- The ability to communicate non-verbally. This is only possible with wolves who are in the same pack or marked mates.

Telepathy- The ability to communicate non-verbally or read other’s thoughts or minds. It is a supernatural power.

Kundalini- A life-force energy often accessed through deep meditative practices.

Illuminatus- A group of global elitists whose mission is to eradicate the earth of all supernatural beings.

Lycan Hunters- Assassins hired to track and kill Lycans.

Posse Comitatus Act- The Posse Comitatus Act is a United States federal law that limits the powers of the federal government in using federal military personnel to enforce domestic policies within the United States, removing the military from civil law enforcement.

Claires- Reference to special psychic abilities of intuition such as clairvoyance, clairaudience, clairsentience, claircognizance.

Some references can be found in Urban Dictionary or Wikipedia.

Trigger Warning: This book is intended for adults only. It contains strong language and sexual scenes. All sexual activities represented are fictional fantasy only. If such material offends you, please do not purchase it.

Sensitivity Statement: This fiction features characters from other cultures. I am not from these communities, but I strove for respectful portrayal via research and beta readers. This book has comedic references and may in some instances be considered stereotypical. Sensitive readers are encouraged to take care of themselves and their mental health first.
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Playlist

Love on the Brain- Rihanna

Rock and a Hard Place- Bailey Zimmerman

It Will Rain- Bruno Mars

Stay (feat. Mikky Ekko)- Rihanna

Impossible- James Arthur

Only Love Can Hurt Like This- Paloma Faith

Fetish (feat. Gucci Mane)- Selena Gomez

Somewhere Only We Know- Keane

Wolves- Selena Gomez and Marshmello

Thousand Miles (feat. Brandi Carlile)- Miley Cyrus

Shameless- Camille Cabello

Animals- Maroon 5

Just Give Me a Reason (feat. Nate Ruess)- Pink

Thriller- Michael Jackson

Finding You- Kesha

Can’t Help Falling in Love- Elvis Presley

Keep On Loving You- Cigarettes After Sex

All Of Me- John Legend
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Chapter one


[image: ]


Drew

It’s a somber day in Faya for the farewell ceremony of Alpha Mitch. Tris stands before us as the new Alpha of the Faya pack, giving the eulogy of his predecessor, his father.

“The Alpha of Lycu and Faya packs was not only an influential leader and one of the few Lycans left, but he was a noble father. He taught me how to live, love, and lead. He showed by example what it means to be a Lycan, a man, and a mate. No one is more aware of the huge void he leaves in his departure than my brother and me.” He tilts his head at Tru. “But we are determined to fulfill it with the same fortitude and resolve he demonstrated and instilled in us.”

I glance at Mitch’s stepdaughter, Zell, sitting quietly. She wipes her falling tears and fiddles with her fingers. The entire family is suffering this loss.

The brothers were fortunate to have taken over while Mitch could consult with them, especially most recently, after a member of the Lees pack kidnapped Ryn, Tris and Tru’s mate. It caused a deep rift in the relationship between the packs.

I’m not privy to the exact details of the agreement they made, but I figure it’ll only be a matter of time before I find out. My best friend, Mica, was undoubtedly at the meeting. His stepmom, Lyssia, was Mitch’s fated mate, and now that she’s stepped down, Mica is Alpha of The Highlands and The Greens with Ryn.

Since her return and Ryn’s relocation to Faya with Tris and Tru, Lyssia has been helping Mica. It’ll be interesting to observe how it unfolds. Not that I have time to keep up with everything. I’m busy learning my new duties as Beta at The Monts. 

Well, except for... Zell.

I can’t stop thinking about my best friend’s baby sister. I dream of her. Obsess over her. She occupies every spare minute of my day. But she’s ten-plus years younger than me. 

Not that my wolf cares. Since that day on the Colorado mountain, he’s been hard to handle. Bloodlust has replaced his desire for her, ever since I denied him. I’ve tried nightly runs to satiate him, but nothing quenches his thirst. 

Sitting here watching her now, her scent drives him—and me—crazy. I swipe my hand over my face and try to concentrate on the ceremony. 

Tru is speaking now, Ryn standing stoically by the brothers’ sides. I consider the idea of having to share my mate like these three do. How would that play out? I’m not sure I’d give a damn. Although at the thought of sharing Zell, my wolf growls. Hell, I can’t imagine her with anyone else. Luckily, I don’t have to—yet. God knows how that’ll play when that day comes. I sweat and bounce my knee.

“What the hell is wrong with you, man?” Mica asks, elbowing me.

“These things aren’t my cup of tea,” I mumbled.

“You’re acting like you’ve got ants in your pants.”

More like a hard-on for his sister, but he’d kill me if I voiced that out loud. “Nah, man. I’m just ready for it to be over.” 

“Same,” he agreed.

I listen as Tru declares that those responsible for this devastation will face punishment. 

“We’ll bring honor to our father and justice to those responsible,” Tris added.

Ryn steps forward. “Thank you all for coming. It means a lot knowing you cared about Mitch and support the pack,” she says diplomatically.

Thanks to the gods, we’re finally done. Being in the same room as Zell is torture. I need to get the hell out of here before I lose my shit. I can’t have her. It would mean losing everything I’ve worked for my whole life, not to mention my friendship with Mica.

He’d make damn sure to blackball me in my new position in The Monts. He ran with the pack there and is still friends with my alpha. They might exploit agreements and treaties to oust me. If he didn’t kill me first. And he would. 

Yeah, it’s best to leave now while the gettin’ is good.

“Call me later,” I tell him. “I’m going for a run.”

Outside, I breathe deep, pulling in as much air as I can, filling my lungs. Then I blow it out, slowly regulating my systems and calming my wolf. Jogging down the path toward the river, I break off into the tree line for the small creek that feeds Moonbeam Lake.

Zell’s lake.

This is where my thoughts collide. It’s home. Like it is for her, it’s a place of solace. It’s where I can find her whenever she needs a break from everyone and everything.

Before she knew what stress was, I’d find her here, laughing, skipping rocks across the water, wading and splashing as she caught tadpoles and frogs—no Barbie playing for Zell. 

Fuck all, it’s these memories that play hell with my mind. I watched this girl grow up. When Micah and I were chasing skirts in high school, she was losing her front teeth in elementary school. I need to shake these thoughts from my brain.

But as vivid as those memories are, they’re not the ones freshly burned into my skull. No, those belong to our time together on Cheyenne Mountain, at “America’s Fortress,” the housing base for the military. 

After Ryn’s kidnapping, Zell was convinced her sister was held captive inside the mountain. She wanted to breach the security and do recon. As I sit on the bank and skip a rock, I chuckle at the absurdity of it. But then, Zell was hell-bent and sworn to protect her. So I went along. I would’ve had to hogtie her to keep her from going.  

It was dangerous. She’d discovered an opening in her research. We’d just reached it when an avalanche triggered, and we found ourselves trapped. 

Initially, I believed they’d capture us, but it quickly became clear they were going to let us die and stage it as a climbing accident. As the hours ticked by, the situation grew dire. Sharing body heat became a necessity, and with death knocking on our door, I allowed my base instincts to take over. 

It was consensual. In fact, she pleaded, telling me she couldn’t die without having sex. I’d long suspected she was a virgin. Mica is an overprotective, overbearing big brother. Anyone interested in Zell would’ve had to go through him.

I toss another rock. I’ve had a lot of sex. What I had with Zell was more. Something else entirely. Thinking about being with her sends fire through my veins like a drug. The closeness is pure adrenaline, only rivaled by sinking my canines into the flesh of another living animal and feeling its last heartbeat. I blow out my breath. 

My wolf is wild without her. The taste he had set him on a tangent. I am not sure I can control him much longer.

She doesn’t have her wolf yet, but she’s close. Is it possible we’re destined for one another? That would solve a ton of problems as far as her family goes, but I’m not sure it fixes a damn thing between us. I can’t stop thinking of her as a child, and that pisses her off. 

She told me if I cared about her, I’d “grow a pair” and tell her brother. That’s Zell. She calls it like she sees it. I tried to explain that doing so wasn’t easy. There are things she doesn’t understand. But she wouldn’t listen. She’s shut me out and refuses to speak to me. Still, I keep tabs on her through her social media, and I track her. But that’s a dangerous game with my wolf so volatile.

I roll a rock between my fingers, considering my options. Is she right? Does it only require “manning up?” I study my reflection in the water under the shining moonlight. I look like hell. Feel like it, too. This constant pull toward her, knowing logically it makes no sense, has me in a constant state of turmoil. My bloodshot eyes testify to my lack of sleep. 

The rock splashes into the water when I skip it, distorting my reflection. It’s a metaphor. I’m between a rock and a hard place. Standing, I shed my clothes. It’s time to run. The crack of an animal in the wooded underbrush turns my head. I inhale deeply. 

Fresh blood.

Time for a fix...
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Chapter two


[image: ]


Zell

It’s so hard to sit through this ceremony and watch the guys emanating their pain over the loss of their dad. Agony radiates from them. Usually, I’m more adept at blocking the energy, but it’s so powerful and the emotions weakened my defenses. Between the loss of Mitch, the state of Mom and Dad’s relationship, and the Drew shit, my system is off. I’m struggling to maintain.

Wiping away tears as quickly as they fall, I sense Drew watching me. I know his energy as soon as it comes to me. He thinks he’s being slick. Spying on me since Colorado. But I know when he’s near and when I have his attention. It’s like he’s fighting to stay away, still holding on all the while.

I’m so over it. He made his choice. Friendship with my brother means more to me. I don’t want a man who can’t take responsibility for his feelings.

I watch my sister with her two fated men, curious about the outcome of their choices—for all of us. This can affect more than our territory. I have a foreboding sense of imminent danger going beyond the destruction of the packhouse. A fate far worse than losing one of the last Lycans awaits us. My mind wanders to memories from the night of the fire.

It was such a beautiful evening for the Lycan ceremony to establish Tris and Tru’s rightful places as Alphas of the Fay and Lycu territories. The celebration of Ryn as their Luna was underway when vamps from Europe attacked. Mom was gone. That’s how they ambushed us. Everyone banded together and fought, but it wasn’t until Mom returned and channeled her newfound elemental energetic powers that we could defeat them.

Mitch disappeared into the packhouse chasing the lead vamp. It was engulfed in flames. Mom went after him with Dr. Karl, but they couldn’t save him. Which brings me to the other thought that niggles my brain—where is the body? 

Dad and the other wolves put out the fire quickly. Still no bones. Not one shred of evidence that he was ever in that packhouse. It’s like he vanished, and yet, no one questioned it. Or if they did, like me, they’re not voicing it aloud. Yet, the nagging feeling remains with me, and it shows how discombobulated my mom is that she’s not asking questions.

Ryn moves to take hold of Tris’s shaking hand as he steps away from the podium, and Tru takes over. I can’t imagine the strength it takes to offer support to not one, but both of them. Most fail to notice her burden, but I feel it.

That’s the problem. I feel everything everyone else feels. I know what they think, and I empathize with their emotions. Lately, I see their thoughts and glimpse their memories. Dr. Karl calls it mindwalking. I call it crazy as fuck. 

Apparently, Grandma passed down more of her psychic abilities than just the claires. After Mom’s sigma results, it became clear we needed genetic testing for our Omega tendency. However, Ryn’s ergokinesis astonished everyone, prompting Doc to bring in reinforcements.

Dr. Karl specializes in supernatural research. When Mom returned from her forced vacation/protection trip, we went for additional testing. Turns out she’s elemental, meaning she can channel all four elements and manipulate them. I can get inside people’s heads. Well, theoretically speaking, anyway. I haven’t mastered it, although I’m researching it. There’s not much on it. 

I’ve found a place in Machu Picchu managed by a woman named Sage who knows about it. Now all I need is to convince my parents to let me travel to Peru for a “spiritual journey.” I need to discover and hone my powers while we’re being hunted by the Illumantus. Easy peasy, right?

The ceremony concluded, and a wave of energy rushed over me. I turn just in time to see Drew leaving like his ass is on fire. Good. I hope he’s just as uncomfortable as I am. Maybe now he’ll quit following me around town, showing up in places he has no reason to be and inserting himself into situations he isn’t a part of. 

He’s only here today because of his relationship with my brother. His numerous responsibilities as beta at The Monts will leave him with limited free time. It’s also one of his arguments why we won’t work together. He claims he could lose his standing in the pack. 

So fucking stay with your pack, Drew! What the hell are you doing showing up in my territory? Keep your ass at home and date your hoes.

“Doin’ okay, Bug?” Mom asks, coming up behind me, jolting me from my thoughts.

“Eh. It sucks,” I answer.

“Yes,” she sighed. 

I grab her hand and squeeze it. She’s suffering. The pressure on her to step in and restore order is taking a toll.

“You need some time away, Mom.”

“I wish,” she answers with a small, sad smile. She blinks away the tears threatening to fall and then grabs me in a tight hug. “Love you, Bug.” 

“I love you, too, Mama.”

I’ve always been a mama’s girl. Ryn was more of a daddy’s girl, but I’m inseparable from my mama. Even now, thinking about traveling to Machu Picchu and being separated from her turns my stomach. 

I stand up straight. This needs to be done. It’s important that I discover my powers. And I need to heal from this impossible heartache I picked up in Colorado. Maybe the distance will give me solace since the man himself refuses to.

“I’m gonna head to Moonbeam Lake to sort things out, Mama.”

“Okay, Bug. I get it. Be careful, though,” she warns.

I nod and give her a quick, reassuring hug, then make my way through the crowd. Down the path that leads to the shortcut across the Rattlesnake River, I walk through the woods to Moonbeam Lake. It’s a shortcut I created when I was little. The river isn’t easily accessible, but I found a place where it narrows. Tris and Tru helped me create a rock path across the river for an easy crossing.

Unless the river’s high, there’s no issue, and I step lightly. The sun is already setting, and the light is filtering through the trees. Even though I haven’t got my wolf yet, I know she’s close to making an appearance. 

I don’t have a problem with the lower visibility because I have heightened senses. Mostly, I think it’s because of my ability to feel things before I see them. Ordinary people refer to it as empathy, but that’s a label. It’s much deeper than that.

It’s an ability to read energy and learn to suppress it. When it presents, someone slapped on a fancy name to make everyone more comfortable in accepting a supernatural ability. Society thinks it’s unnatural or demonic or whatever bullshit title they put on it. Even “normal” people have supernatural abilities. They just choose to suppress them so they can fit in.

I feel him before I see him. Drew. He’s here at my fucking lake. 

Damn him. Why can’t I get one moment of fucking peace? Why is he here? If I’m so damn unforgettable, and if he’s so damn addicted to me, then why won’t he grow a pair and tell my brother and everyone else to get over it? I don’t care if he’s ten years older than me. 

Does age really matter in love? It didn’t matter when we were on that mountain, fearing death.

Crack.

Damn. The brush under me snaps, and I know he hears it. I freeze and watch in awe as he shifts into his beautiful black wolf. People comment that my brother and Drew look alike when they shift, but I can tell the difference. Drew’s wolf has a leaner build than my brother’s, and his coat is shinier.

In mere seconds, he stood before me like the predator he is. I don’t react like the prey I am.

“What the fuck are you doing?” I put a hand on my hip and stare him down as if he couldn’t rip me to shreds. “Are you for real right now? You’re seriously going to tell me you couldn’t scent me after you’ve been stalking me since Colorado? Shift back. I’m not dealing with you like this.”

To anyone watching this exchange, they’d think I’ve lost my mind. What petite young woman scolds a full-grown wolf in the middle of a forest after sunset? 

Me. That’s who. 

Especially when I’m totally pissed and beyond fed up with said wolf.

Drew shifts to his human form, and I try not to whimper at him in his manly glory. Fuck my life. The recurrent dreams of that dick buried in me weren’t torture enough?

“What the hell, Drew?” I screech, turning my head and covering my eyes.

“What are you doing out here at this time of night by yourself?” he questioned me gruffly, crossing his arms over his bare chest.

“Excuse you? You’re not my father. Or my keeper. In fact, you’re nothing to me. Remember? Your request. Your choice.”

“Zell,” he warns.

“No. Don’t “Zell” me. And quit following me.”

“I was here first!” he shouted adamantly.

“This is my place, and I’m not just talking about here. It’s everywhere. You think I don’t know you’ve been stalking me all over town? Aren’t you some bigwig now in The Monts? Mr. High and Mighty?”

“Damn it, Zell, stop. I just want you to be safe.”

“I’m fine.”

“Hmmm.”

He thinks I can’t handle myself, which sets off my fiery temper.

“What happens if Big Brother catches you stalking his baby sister, Drew? Then what? How are you gonna explain that? Tell him off? Explain your fetish to me?”

Oops. That went too far. Drew grabs me by my shirt and pulls me to his hard body. I close my eyes as his hot breath washes over me.

“A fetish? That doesn’t cover it,” he mumbles in a whisper across my lips before releasing me and stomping to his pile of clothes.

I turn my back and take a deep breath, trying to steady my nerves. It’s so intense between us. What used to be easy is now messed up. If I had any doubts before this interaction, he’s just sealed the deal.

Machu Picchu, here I come.
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Zell

My insides quiver long after I watch Drew disappear into the darkness. The stillness of the water and the crickets chirping of the crickets surround me. Some may find the calmness eerie, but it settles my nerves. I look at the moon and wonder what she has in store for me. I’m almost afraid to guess since my sister has two fated mates and my mom is both a Twin Flame and a Sigma. Hell, that’s before all her super-supernatural abilities. I can’t help but feel the Moon Goddess is going to break me into some sort of societal taboo, just like my mom and sister. I shudder at the dread of what that could mean, considering the extent of the intertwined, forbidden love our family created.

I’m not like my mom or my sister. I have zero desire to be the center of attention. Unless it’s Drew’s attention. But that won’t happen. He chose his world over me, and he’s made it very clear I can’t be a part of that. Because of my brother, his job, and our age difference. So many excuses.

My brother will get over it. His job? He’s good at it, bottom line, so I don’t believe it’d be at risk. Besides, I would leverage my family’s influence, if need be, to save it. But of course, he would never hear of it. 

As far as our age difference goes, I’d say that boat sailed the moment we had sex. At this juncture, it’s a moot point. So, really, the only issue in my mind is the moon. Fate. What does fate have in store for me? For him? For us?

It’s not lost on me he hasn’t met his mate. He’s creeping up on thirty. It’s almost unheard of in the Wolfpack to be unmated at that age. We sometimes mate with other shifters and, even more rarely, humans. I gaze upon the bright moon hanging over my lake, and wonder, could it be that he’s not ventured far enough to meet his mate? 

Something tickles my intuition, but I brush it off. I can’t give anymore headspace to that man. He drives me crazy. I need to focus on controlling these powers, so I’m not drained every time I walk into a room full of people.

I turn my thoughts to my parents and consider options for convincing them I need to travel to Machu Picchu. On a normal day, it’d be a tough sell. But we were just attacked by a hive of European vampires, not to mention the Lycan hunters kidnapping Ryn and Tru under the orders of the Illuminatus. This is going to be damn near impossible.  

I pull my knees to my chest and wrap my arms around them, resting my chin on top, and think through a plan. I need an ally. Someone whose advice my parents will take. Ryn would go to bat for me, and it wouldn’t hurt to have her on my side to argue the case. The girl’s so argumentative, she should’ve been an attorney. Yeah, I’ll have to meet with her before I put my plan into motion.

No sense talking to Mica. He’s like a bull, and he’ll be on team “Hell No.”

Scott could probably help persuade Mom, but he usually stays out of these situations. I’ll let him know though, so he can balance her energy lest she burn down the damn house.

Still, I need someone with clout. Mitch would’ve done well in this scenario, but even if he approved, I doubt he’d want me leaving with everything going on.

I need time to figure things out. Dr. Karl said it will grow more intense as my wolf comes in, and she’s stirring.

That’s it!

Dr. Karl!

Mom loves her. She totally respects Dr. Karl’s professional opinion. If I can convince the doctor that this is a suitable way to call forth my powers with minimal detriment to me and others, she’ll likely agree to pitch the idea to my parents.

I smile and take in a deep, cleansing breath, grounding myself. Calmness washes over me and soaks into my system. I feel more relaxed and in harmony. It’s a solid plan.

Stretching, I head to the packhouse, hopeful the other guests have left. Now that I’m settled, I have no desire to kick-start my anxiety again. I chuckle to myself as I descend the path to the river shortcut. 

That man. Does he believe because I don’t have my wolf, I don’t know he’s watching me? Does he have amnesia? He saw me get all my claires on board. He knows perfectly well that I sense what the human eye can’t. Blending with claircognizance, which gives me immediate intuitive insight. 

I almost yelled out but ignored him and continued home. His days of stalking me are nearing an end, and he’s none the wiser. I’d love to be a fly on the wall when he gets the news I’m on a jet plane headed for Peru. The director explained my journey would be on a two-to-three-month timeline, depending on my progress and dedication to the techniques. I hope Drew’s job keeps him busy for that long.

This will be a time of healing for me in various aspects. I put up a front around everyone, but that man shattered my heart and shredded my soul. No healing can get done with him up in my grill twenty-four seven. I’ll use this time away as a good old-fashioned spiritual journey. One I’m ready to embark on. 

I blow out a breath, hoping Dr. Karl is as persuasive as she is smart.

Ryn, Tris, and Tru gather around a fire pit on the deck as I approach the packhouse. Probably making s’mores, if I know Ryn. I remember the ceremony and how mature they seemed. This gathering, roasting marshmallows, is a paradox. 

It was a regal ceremony. Fit for an Alpha Lycan of Mitch’s standing. He would be delighted to see them here doing this. Beneath his power, he was a kid at heart. Memories of growing up with him flood back, and my eyes tear up. I can’t believe he’s gone, and I’m still unsettled at the thought of his lost body.

“Hey, Bug! Where ya been?” Ryn calls out. “Want a s’more?”

I laugh. I knew it. “Nah, I’m fine.” I plop down in a chair in front of the fire, watching the flames dance, pop, and crackle. 

“Suit yourself,” Ryn says, tossing it in her mouth, chocolate oozing from one corner of her lips.

“Mmmm. Fuck, baby girl,” Tris groans, wiping it off with his finger. He licked it slowly, his eyes smoldering as he pulled her to him, whispering in her ear.

“Gross,” I moan, reminding them I’m here.

Tru rises, adjusts himself, and says, “’Bout time to head home, I think.” 

“Agreed,” Tris says. “Good to see ya, Bug. Take care.” He follows his brother down the stone steps.

“Are you sure you’re okay?” Ryn asks, hugging me goodbye.

“I’m okay. But I may need some backup.”

“Backup?” she asks, pulling out of the hug, looking at me warily.

“Mmm. Hmm. I have a plan to leave for a couple of months. To learn how to harness my powers. There’s someone who specializes in my abilities who I’d like to learn from, and I need help convincing Mom and Dad to let me go.”

“Ohhhkayyy. It sounds legit. Why do you think you’ll need backup?” 

“Given the current circumstances, I think they may be leery. I’m not sure they’ve recovered from your kidnapping.”

“That’s fair. But that’s not all. Is it?” she drills me further.

“It’s in Machu Picchu,” I whisper.

“Peru?!” she shouts.

“Shhh,” I hushed her, looking around to see if anyone had heard. “Yes. It’s very secluded. Totally off-grid.”

“Fuck, Bug. I don’t know.”

“Please, Ryn. Please back me up. I rarely ask for help, but I need this. Desperately.” I begged her with tears in my eyes. I hate being emotional, but seeing Drew twice tonight has my nerves frayed.

She twirls her hair for a moment. “This isn’t just about your powers, I know. It’s about what happened on that mountain...” She raises her finger to silence me as I open my mouth to object. “And I know you’re still not ready to talk about it, and that’s fine. When you are, I’m here to listen. I’ll be there for you, and I’ll back you up when you talk to Mom and Dad.”
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