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For everyone who is still waiting to meet their soulmate...

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One
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I stepped back and frowned, my head whirring at a hundred miles an hour. “What do you mean ‘I know’? You’ve known all along that he’s your brother?”

Luke looked down at the floor.

“I don’t understand...” I said, running my hands through my hair. “How could you keep this from him? You know where they are, don’t you? Your parents, his mum.” I gasped as I realised something. “Did you arrange all of this? A mysterious lead on Marcus’ mum so he’d go away and leave me alone with you?”

He snapped his head up and frowned. “What? No. I had nothing to do with him leaving, Cat, I swear.”

“How am I supposed to believe that?” I shook my head and backed away from him towards the door. “I only found out you were a werewolf because Marcus told me, so it’s not like you’re particularly forthcoming with secrets, is it? Seems a little convenient, and very unlike Marcus, that he’d leave me at such a time.” The more I thought about it, the more it made sense. “You did, didn’t you? You set it up so he’d leave!”

“No,” he replied, taking a step towards me. “I didn’t, Cat, I swear on my life.”

Tears pricked at my eyes as the penny dropped; I couldn’t trust a word he said. “I don’t believe you,” I said, turning my head to see where the door was. Seeing it was only a few steps away, I turned back to him. “How could you lie to me? I thought we had...” I motioned my hand back and forth between us “...something, Luke. Now you’re making me question everything.”

“I didn’t lie to you. There is something between us, Cat. You’re my soulmate, my world, the love of my life. I—”

“Don’t!” I yelled. “Just shut up. For all I know that’s a load of crap. You’ve probably manipulated this entire situation. I don’t trust you, Luke. I’m done.”

I turned and ran out of the room, but I barely made it two steps before he grabbed my arm, whirling me back around to face him. The pain and fear in his brown eyes shocked me to the extent I almost choked on my own sobs. 

“I would never lie to you,” he said, his voice low and gentle. “I couldn’t do that.”

“You’re lying to me by saying that,” I said, anger boiling in my veins. “You have lied to me. More than once.”

“Cat, I haven’t.”

I yanked my arm free and squared my shoulders, fixing him with a steely glare. “Just because you haven’t physically uttered the words, it does not mean you haven’t lied. You lied by omission, Luke. You’re not getting out of this on a technicality.”

“I’m sorry,” he said, raising a hand to cup my cheek. “I never meant to hurt you.”

“Don’t touch me,” I said, batting his hand away. “There are hundreds of things that have caused harm in the world that were never meant to happen, but guess what? They still happened and they still hurt people. Prevention is better than cure. You could have prevented this entire situation, but instead you thought you’d try and deal with it once the secret was out. Wrong move.”

“Ok, I’m sorry.” He stepped back, holding his hands up in a surrender sign. “I understand, Cat, I do. I thought I was protecting you. After everything you’ve been through lately—”

“Exactly!” I yelled, my voice breaking as I screeched at him. “That is exactly why I expected you of all people to be honest with me. I...” I couldn’t hold back the fresh bout of tears that sprung free and flowed down my face “...I feel like I could face anything with you by my side. Anything.”

Guilt bit at me, taking chunks out of my soul. I shouldn’t have been saying things like this to another man, not without knowing the full extent of my situation with Marcus, but in the midst of an argument about honesty, I realised I hadn’t even been honest with myself about my own feelings. Deep down, I knew me and Marcus weren’t meant to be, but that didn’t mean I had to forgive Luke just because we were apparently written in the stars.

“And you can, I promise you. I would crawl on my hands and knees to the moon and back for you, I would walk over hot coals for you...” He lowered his voice and said “...I would die for you. You are my sole reason for existing, Cat. I would literally do anything for you.”

I looked up at him, pity and sadness drowning me. “Except tell me the truth.”

He glanced away, his own tears now rolling down his smooth skin. “I made a bad decision based on my need to protect you, that’s all.”

“Luke,” I said, my voice quiet and tender. I took a step towards him and grabbed his hand. The warmth seeping from his skin pierced my heart, making my next words all the more painful. “My idea of soulmates is they tell each other every little thing. All the skeletons are out in the open. If that is really what we are, then this is not what I want. I can’t even think of being with someone who thinks lying by omission is ok. You don’t protect me by keeping secrets, you protect me by being there for me no matter what.”

He looked back at me, his eyes bright red and wet. “And I have been, haven’t I?”

“Yes, you have, you have really been amazing, but you have also been lying to my face for every second of it. That is not ok.”

He nodded. “I know. I made a poor decision. I’m sorry for that.”

Tears streamed down my face as I sucked in a deep breath. I forced myself to break the contact between us. I couldn’t help the tremble in my voice as I said the words that shredded my heart and soul in two. “I’m sorry for the best decision I’m making now.”

With that, I turned and left, galloping down the stairs as fast as my legs could carry me.

I half expected him to chase after me, but he didn’t. Part of me screamed to turn around and go back, to heal the widening chasm being carved into my heart with each step that put more distance between us, but my head wouldn’t allow it. I felt betrayed, deceived, lied to, and that only turned the widening chasm into a dark abyss filled with despair and anguish. 

My mind wandered to the story of Aron Ralston for a brief moment, leaving me likening my situation to his. How had he coped with such agony? I felt sick to the bottom of my stomach, a heavy ache lumbered in the centre of my chest, and I craved nothing more than comfort from the one person who had caused me to feel like this. This wasn’t physically cutting my own arm off, but it certainly felt like I was amputating something that was a part of me, someone who had become such a part of me. 

I knew the only way to survive was to sever this connection, regardless of how much I didn’t want to and however much pain it would cause. I had to keep going. 

When I neared the end of the road, I realised I had just over a two mile walk ahead of me. Sighing, I debated calling Sophie or Joanna. However, I’d not even finished arguing with my own stubbornness before I heard a car crunching along the road behind me.

When I turned and looked back, seeing Luke driving towards me in the Audi, I became even more at war with myself than before. My heart skipped a beat and I had to fight with myself not to run to him for a much-needed cuddle. I didn’t want to do this, but I couldn’t bear the thought of him lying to me like he had done. I felt nothing short of a fool. 

He pulled up alongside me and opened the car door. Stepping out, he pointed inside and said, “Take the car, please.”

I allowed myself to make eye contact with him for the briefest of moments before shaking my head. “No, I’m fine.”

He looked up at the dark clouds hovering low in the sky. “It’s going to rain. Please, take the car.”

I bit my lip in an effort to stem the flow of tears threatening to spring free. “I don’t care. I’m fine. Just leave me alone, Luke, please.”

As I turned my back on him to carry on walking, he blurted out, “I bought it for you.”

I froze. Even my heart stopped for a brief second. I spun around to face him, blindsided, and confused. “What?”

“No more secrets, right?” he said, shrugging his shoulders. “I bought this car for you, Cat.”

I opened my mouth, but no words came out. What was I supposed to even say to that?

“You loved it, I could see it in your face, so I bought it, for you.”

I shook my head. “Why are you telling me this now? I don’t know what to say, Luke.” I glanced over at the car, its beautiful black paintwork gleaming at me, beckoning me to it. As I remembered how comfortable the seats were, I struggled not to dive inside and enjoy them. 

“I’m not expecting you to say anything,” he said, walking towards me. “I’m just laying it all out on the table, no more secrets, no more ‘omissions’. I don’t know where my parents are. I haven’t told Marcus about our mum because I knew he didn’t know she was with someone else. That fact could have hurt him more than anything.”

“More than thinking she’s dead or being held hostage? By wolves, might I add.”

“Potentially, yes, it could have hurt him more. You’ve seen how he hates me, Cat. What do you think he’d do if he knew the truth?”

I couldn’t answer that because I genuinely didn’t know what Marcus would do if he found that out. “Ok,” I said, sighing and calming down, slightly. “I understand why you haven’t told Marcus, but you could have told me, Luke.”

“I know,” he said. “And I can only apologise that I made a terrible error in judgement.”

I pressed my lips together and sighed. “I need some time, Luke. You’re going to have to give me that.”

He pressed his lips together and stared down at the ground. 

I sighed and fought back the swell of emotions swirling around inside me. “I’ll speak to you when I’m ready.”

He looked back up at me. “I’ve been watching you,” he said, his eyes full of desperation. “From the minute you got here.”

I didn’t know how to take that. I hesitated for a moment before asking, “Are you telling me you’ve been stalking me?”

He ran a hand through his hair and sighed. “Stalking is a strong word. More like making sure you were ok.”

I frowned but let the technicality go. “Why? When? I never saw you.”

“At nights, I’d watch you sleep. When you were with Marcus, I’d make sure he wasn’t trying to hurt you. I had to do it, Caitlyn, I had to know you were safe when you weren’t with me.”

I thought back over the first few weeks of my time up here. I remembered waking up in the night with the feeling of someone in the apartment, more than once.

“That night I got out of bed, that was you in there, wasn’t it?”

He nodded. “Remember when Marcus kissed you on the balcony?”

My heart skipped a beat. How did he know Marcus had kissed me on the balcony? I thought back to that night, when I’d been so swept away in the moment and Marcus had suddenly stopped an amazing kiss before suggesting we move things inside. “That was you?”

“I needed to know he wasn’t draining you dry. This thing between us, Cat,” he motioned his hand between us “...I let it in years ago and now you’re actually in my life, it consumes me day and night. You consume me, twenty-four seven. Even though we’re not together I can’t stop how I feel about you. You’re like a magnet, pulling me towards you. I don’t have the strength in me to stop it, I couldn’t. I wouldn’t even want to stop it.”

His words washed over me, making me feel warm and loved. These were words I’d wanted to hear from someone, what any woman daydreams of being told, but this wasn’t exactly how I’d ever pictured it happening. If anything, I’d imagined it being Marcus saying these words, not Luke. But the fact it was Luke, my heart cracked in two. Everything felt so...natural with him. Deep down in the core of my soul, I knew it was him, and always had been him. But that didn’t take away the sting of his betrayal. 

He held up a glass vial full of a dark coloured liquid. “Don’t forget this.”

I held my hand out for the glass vial. When he placed it on my open palm, a violent shudder ran through me, exciting every cell inside me. I knew this was my power. “I know you had good intentions, Luke, but what on earth made you think you could do this? You were playing with my life. You can’t just go around messing with people’s lives like some sort of God.”

He sighed. “I did what I thought best at the time. I knew we would be in each other’s futures at some point. What if I’d left it there and someone else got hold of it? Someone who didn’t have pure intentions.”

I laughed. “Don’t paint this as anything other than you helping yourself. The only pure intentions you have are for yourself.”

His eyes glazed over with water. “My only intentions are for you. Everything I do is with you in mind.”

His words hit me square in the chest, filling my heart with a deep yearning. The things he was saying to me would have melted me normally but hearing them now, whilst I felt so betrayed and angry, only meant they were tainted with his lies. 

“I’ll take the car,” I said. When his eyes lit up, I held up my hand. “But I want you to come and collect it tonight. I’ll leave the keys on the inside of the front wheel. Please don’t disturb me, Luke. I need some time.”

He pressed his lips together and looked away. He closed his eyes then let out a long breath. “Ok,” he said, opening his eyes. The hurt and despair flooding through them made my heart ache but I couldn’t give in. He nodded. “I’ll do as you’ve asked.”

I brushed past him as I got into the car, trying my hardest to ignore my body craving to have his arms around me. “Thank you,” I said.

I closed the door and drove off but even in the midst of everything, I couldn’t help but glimpse at him in the rear-view mirror. Shoulders slumped, hands jammed into his pockets, eyes watching me, my heart shattered into a million pieces. 
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I parked up at home, left the key on the inside of the wheel as I said I would, and instead of heading into the house, I decided to go into my apartment. I needed a few minutes to myself before putting on a front for Mum and Hannah. 

As soon as I opened the door, every part of me filled with a desperate urgency to turn around and get the hell out of here. Freezing cold air hit me square in the face, my breath misting into a cloud in front of me. I’d turned the heating off because I’d been staying in the house. Damn my practical self. 

Nothing about this apartment seemed friendly or like home anymore and it wasn’t just the temperature or the darkness looming in the hallway. It felt alien, wrong, unnatural, as if the bricks themselves were screaming at me to leave. 

“It’s just cold,” I said, forcing myself to walk inside. 

I flicked the light switch on, illuminating the hallway with bright light, but even then, a heavy, obscure presence still seemed to hang around, using the light as a mask.

The further I walked in, the more my body seemed to react. Goosebumps appeared on my arms, then all along my neck and shoulders. By the time I reached the end of the hallway, a violent shudder ran down my spine.

As the apartment opened out in front of me, I turned to the left-hand wall, switched the heating on, ramping it up to twenty-five degrees, and flipped the main lights on. The boiler kicked in and I debated what to do first—have a long soak in the bath or murder a cup of tea. 

“You really should pay more attention to your body, Miss Summers.”

I jumped and spun around to see a beautiful redheaded woman sat at my kitchen table. Her piercing blue eyes were completely devoid of any warmth or emotion. She reminded me of a lion with her flat, soulless stare watching her prey, ready to pounce without a shred of mercy. She sat ramrod straight, her hands on the table in front of her, palms down. Glossy loose curls tumbled down to her ample chest, drawing attention to the exquisite rose gold lace dress she wore. 

“I’ve been waiting a number of days for you to come back,” she said, her voice cool, casual, but clipped and assertive. “But with an endless life, I have nothing but time.”

The penny dropped. Redhead, immortal, and with an interest in me, that meant she could only be Tatiana.

“Tatiana,” I said, narrowing my eyes at her. I tried to calm my racing heart by fixing a front that showed nothing but contempt. “What do you want?”

“I was curious,” she said, cocking her head to one side. “Of the new love interest in my ex-fiancé’s life. I had to see for myself what was so special about you.”

I waved a hand over myself. “As you can see, nothing,” I replied. “So now you can go.”

Her pink lips tweaked into a sadistic smirk. “Oh, quite the contrary. There is definitely something very special about you. I can see why Marcus wanted you in his life.”

“Marcus. Yes, let’s talk about him, shall we?” I walked towards the table and pulled a chair out, sitting down opposite her. Surprise flickered through her eyes for the briefest of seconds. “I might be wrong, but I think you still love him.”

She didn’t move a muscle. Her poker face was exceptional. But her eyes gave her away—the smallest hint of uncertainty tinged with sadness filtered through them. “Marcus Davenport is no more my love interest than this table is. He is inconsequential to me.”

I smiled. “So inconsequential that you have travelled God knows how far to meet me, and from what I hear, you want to either turn me, or kill me, in front of Marcus. Those are not the actions of someone who doesn’t care.”

“And if you knew the rest of the story, then you would know that I swore revenge on his next love.”

“I know. He told me. But don’t you think after three hundred years, it’s kind of...well...sad. A bit beyond pathetic really.”

She quirked an eyebrow up and tilted her lips into the smallest of smiles. “I find you rather amusing. For someone so powerful, with no access to their magic, you are either very bold or very stupid being this close to me and speaking with such indifference.”

I grinned at her. “And what I find amusing is that you and Gordon are so desperate to get a hold of me, yet, here you are, more than capable of grabbing me and taking me to fulfil Gordon’s contract, but you aren’t. I wonder why?”

“I have my reasons. Sometimes the fun in hunting is watching the prey quiver. The blood tastes so much better when adrenaline has been coursing through their veins.” She opened her mouth, revealing her canines, and ran her tongue over one of them. Her eyes sparkled with delight. “Delicious.”

“Ah, but you can’t taste my blood. It will burn you up from the inside out. You know that. Stop trying to misdirect me.”

Her smile vanished in an instant, her eyes returning their flat, lifeless stare. “Do you love him?”

“I don’t see what business that is of yours.”

She glared at me for several seconds, but I refused to waiver. “Fine. You win,” she said. “Marcus was my first love, we were betrothed. He will always have a place in my heart. But the betrayal of him choosing my death over my life will always overwhelm any other feelings I have for him. The pain...” she closed her eyes and sucked in a deep breath “...of having to live without him, whilst facing the agony of being a newly made vampire, that is a pain that not even a thousand years can dull.”

“And that’s why you want to carry out the revenge you swore on him.”

She shrugged her shoulders. “Why does he deserve happiness when I’ve had nothing but misery?”

I frowned. “But you’re with Gordon.”

“Our relationship was born merely of convenience and loneliness. Nothing more.”

“Was Marcus your soulmate?”

A sly smile tweaked at her lips. “The fact that you’ve asked me that means that he is not yours.”

I ignored her comment and asked, “Was he yours?”

She glanced away. “That is of no significance. The pain still resides deep within me.”

I softened slightly. She may have made herself a monster, but emotions were still there underneath. “That’s a no then. Don’t you think your energy and time would be better spent trying to find your soulmate rather than being hung up on your ex’s new girlfriend?”

“Soulmates are not easy to find. If I was meant to meet mine, I would have done so by now.”

“Not necessarily. He or she might not have even been born yet.”

“I’m really not particularly bothered to be quite frank. I am not one for romance and skipping through daisy fields hand in hand. That part of me died when my humanity did.”

“But you still have some sense of humanity, or you wouldn’t feel the pain you do.”

She narrowed her eyes at me and leaned forwards, her voice low and authoritative. “Stop analysing me and trying to appeal to a side of me that doesn’t exist. It will do you no favours.”

I held my hands up in a surrender sign. “I’m just trying to help, nothing more.”

“I know what I am, and what I am not. Whether Marcus is my soulmate or not, the pain of living without him is still as real today as it was then. What is even more painful is that I know he feels nothing for me.”

“If I’m perfectly honest with you, I don’t think Marcus feels anything for anyone except himself, and his mother.”

Tatiana studied me for several seconds. “All is not well with you two?”

“I am not going to comment on that, but you know we are not meant for each other.”

“It would still pain him to lose you.”

“Perhaps. But the length of our relationship compared to yours is nothing. We have been dating for a very short amount of time. You two were engaged. He hasn’t even told me he loves me.”

She let out a long sigh. “I will not lie, Caitlyn. I am at war with myself with regards to you. I hate to admit that you are quite a likeable young woman, but I always keep my promises. I cannot allow Marcus to think that I am not a woman of my word.”

I nodded. “I understand. When you make your mind up, you know where I am.”

“That’s a very brave statement.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “It’s realistic.”

“Your mongrel is outside. You two seem awfully close of late. I can barely pick out Marcus’ scent over the stench of that mutt.”

The thought of Luke being a matter of metres away had my heart galloping to insane speeds. Butterflies filled my stomach, and my soul sang with joy. However, I needed more time.

“My, oh my,” Tatiana said, a wide grin spreading over her pretty face. “The way your body reacted to the mere mention of him. He’s the one, isn’t he? He’s your soulmate.”

I broke eye contact with her and looked away for a second, thinking of a reply. Making eye contact with her again, I said, “That is the proof you need that killing me will not affect Marcus like you hope.”

“Perhaps not...” she said, “But I do hate werewolves. It would give me great pleasure to cause such an inconvenience to one.”

I tried to ignore the feeling of dread filling my stomach. I couldn’t allow her to pick up on any fear. “As pleasant as this chat has been, Tatiana, I’m sure you didn’t wait here to discuss love and such things.”

“No,” she replied, clasping her hands together in front of her. “You are quite right. I came to give you notice.”

My heart skipped a beat. “Notice? Of what?”

“I thought I would extend you the common courtesy of letting you know that the Elder Court have employed me into a contract. I will be executing the details of my contract at eight a.m. If I were you, I would enjoy the company of my mother and best friend until then.”

I inhaled, almost choking on my breath. My heart stopped. “What?”

“They have unfinished business with your mother, and that best friend of yours is nothing but an abomination that needs to be extinguished.”

My jaw dropped. What the hell was this? “What?”

“I will serve the papers in the morning. Enjoy your remaining hours with them.” She stood up and flicked her hair over her shoulder. “I’m afraid this is the end of our...chat. Good day, Miss Summers.” She walked towards the door, sashaying her hips. “You’d best tell your dog to say out of my way. The Elder Court is also very interested in him and the history of his bloodline. Impurities are not acceptable in our world, you know that.” She gave me a wink and disappeared.

I sat there for what felt like an age, stunned and shocked. Part of me wanted to run outside and call for Luke. I needed a hug, needed his security and safety, and I wanted him, but I couldn’t yet. Still, the fact I knew he was around in case something had gone awry gave me a small amount of comfort, enough to keep me going for the time being.

Tatiana’s words rattled around my brain. She knew who I was and where I lived. But she’d left me untouched. Why? To heighten my fear, leave me hanging on the edge for when she might reappear? She’d also given me a heads-up as to her contract and graced me time with my mum and best friend. Again, why? What did she have to gain from this? In less than ten seconds, she could have knocked me out and fulfilled her contract. If she’d kidnapped me, she’d have fulfilled Gordon’s contract for him too by having me and my blood at Keres’ disposal. 

What meaning did any of this have?
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Urgency took a hold of me finally and I ran into the house. “Mum? Hannah?” I yelled.

Hurtling into the kitchen, I saw them both sitting at the kitchen table, drinking cups of tea and eating cream filled scones. 

Mum raised an eyebrow at me. “Is the devil himself chasing you?”

I shook my head, leaned down on the table, and stared at her. “Much worse. I can guess what the Elder Court is, but what I don’t know is why it wants the two of you.”

The half-eaten scone in Mum’s hand fell, splattering into crumbs and chunks on the kitchen table. Her skin paled to an ashen white. She glanced at Hannah. Her throat bobbed up and down.

“Mum, talk to me!” I said, grabbing her hand. At the touch of her skin, I gasped. She was stone cold. “What’s going on?”

She shuddered and looked at me. “Sit down, Caitlyn.”

I sat down next to Hannah, who had paled to a shade whiter than milk. “Hannah, what’s going on?”

She stared at her hands, wringing them together, and whispered, “You need to listen to your mum.”

“What do you know of what happened when you were a child?” Mum asked.

I pursed my lips and thought about it. “Only really what Keres told me. You knew when I was born that I was something different, and by the time I started school you had to run and hide, so you asked Keres and the Elders to put a binding spell on me.”

The faintest of smiles tugged at Mum’s lips. “She’s still as full of as much poppycock now as she was back then.”

“I’m guessing that’s not true then?”

Mum shook her head. “We knew by the time I was six months pregnant what you were, Caitlyn. My magic had become so unstable I couldn’t even light a candle without either setting the room on fire or flooding it with water. At that point, Keres hadn’t gotten her dirty paws on me yet to determine what you were.”

“What did you do?”

“We hid. One of the Elders was your father’s grandfather. Your dad trusted him and went to him with our situation. He was well aware of Keres’ greed for power, and he knew this would tip her over the edge. He advised us on what to do and gifted us a potent spell.”

I frowned. “A spell for what?”

Mum flickered her eyes over to Hannah. “There are certain bloodlines in gargoyles that are sought out for protection. Sort of like bloodlines for racehorses. Hannah’s parents were already pregnant with her. Edwin, your dad’s grandfather, spoke to them and told them of our plight. When I approached them with the spell, they were more than accepting for their child’s destiny.”

“That’s how Hannah got her extra shot of magic?”

Mum nodded. “The level of magic boost Hannah had was something that is reserved for bodyguards of those of the highest order...the Elders themselves. No one knew of her strength until she had a temper tantrum in her terrible twos and flattened an entire supermarket. At that point, the Elders realised one of their own had been untrue. It didn’t take long for them to figure out it was Edwin when they realised who Hannah’s family was friends with.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Dare I ask what happened to Edwin?”

“He vanished,” Mum replied, sighing. “We don’t know if it was by his own doing or the Elder Court. Unfortunately, when he vanished, it left an empty seat in the Elder Court which Keres then filled.”

I shivered, hoping by some miracle it was his own doing. “What happened next?”

“I’d been performing daily spells on myself whilst pregnant, and once you were born, on you. It was to hide your magic but with every day that passed, the spell wore off quicker and quicker to the point that by the time Hannah had her incident, I was having to perform it twice a day.”

I glanced at Hannah who still sat with her shoulders slumped and her gaze fixed on her hands. “Hannah, you ok?”

She nodded but didn’t look up at me.

I took her hand and squeezed it. “It’ll be ok. I promise.”

She nodded again, still not looking up at me.

I looked over at Mum and offered her a smile. “But you and Dad didn’t split until I was six. What did you do for the next four years?”

“I did something I didn’t want to do. I called in a favour from my mother. She had a talent for creating spells I never understood. She created a spell that would bind your magic, but she had a catch.”

Things started to make sense in my head now as to why I’d never known my mum’s side of the family. “What was the catch?”

“If the binding spell on its own didn’t work, that me and your dad would split.”

I gasped. “What? That’s ridiculous.”

Mum shook her head. “We never saw eye to eye but that didn’t change the fact she loved me. With the power in your veins, Caitlyn, we were walking targets. If the binding spell didn’t stop Keres coming after you, then our only chance was to run and hide. Separately.”

“But how would she know if it was working? And what if it didn’t but you stayed together anyway?”

“My mother is a very wily, cunning witch. There is no point in trying to deceive her. I’ve been there, done that, and worn a hundred t-shirts from it.”

“So you did as she asked?” I said, my eyes welling with tears. “How could you?”

“True love lasts an eternity, Caitlyn, and it reaches beyond what you see in front of you. Twelve years compared to forever is nothing.”

“I can’t comprehend that, Mum. I’ve no idea what forever even looks like, and I never will do. Twelve years is a long time for a human.”

She nodded. “But you’re not human.”

“I may as well be.” I pulled the glass vial from my pocket and set it down on the table. “But I think it’s time that ended.”

Mum’s emerald green eyes filled with concern. “Kitty Cat, I love you, but unbinding yourself right now is not the answer. I don’t particularly want to spend my last hours with you watching you writhe around in agony.”

“Ditto,” Hannah said, finally looking up at me with half a smile tweaking at her lips.

Tears sprung to my eyes. “But I can’t do this without you guys. I need you with me when I do it.”

Mum reached over and grabbed my hand. “No, you don’t. You’ve got Luke, sweetpea.”

I pulled my lips into a thin line. “Yeah...I don’t think I do.”

Mum frowned. “Why? What’s happened? Where is he?”

I let out a long breath. “Turns out he has a couple of secrets that I need some time to process.”

“Ooo,” Hannah said, finally coming to life and leaning forwards. “This sounds good. Do tell.”

I rolled my eyes. “Trust you to come alive when there’s gossip.”

She grinned. “So what is it? Is he into some hardcore S&M or something?” She gasped. “He’s got an even sexier twin brother, right? Or an absolutely huge di—”

“That’s enough out of you,” I said, narrowing my eyes at her whilst trying not to laugh. “Nothing sex related, Hannah, or twin brother related, sorry.” She pouted and slumped back in her chair. “It appears he and Marcus share the same mother.”

Mum covered her mouth with her hand as she gasped. “They’re half-brothers?”

I nodded. “I’ve seen pictures of her with Luke’s dad, and there’s a huge oil painting of her with Marcus and his dad and sister. Unmistakably the same woman.”

“Wow,” Mum said. “Definitely didn’t see that one coming. Does Marcus know?”

I shook my head. 

“Does Luke know where she is?”

“He says not.”

Hannah leaned forwards again. “You don’t believe him, do you?”

I pulled my lips into a thin line. “That obvious, huh?”

“Kitty Cat,” Mum said. “He’s your soulmate, he won’t lie to you. It would physically pain him to even do so.”

My jaw dropped. “How did you...how?”

She grinned. “Sweetpea, it’s that obvious.”

My heart skipped a beat. “I don’t...I don’t even know how to feel about that.”

Mum frowned. “Why wouldn’t you be happy? It’s an incredible thing to find your soulmate.”

“Are you forgetting the fact that I have a boyfriend? Or that said soulmate has lied to me? How am I supposed to trust him?”

“You’re listening to your head, not your heart,” Mum replied. She tapped her chest, right over her heart. “This doesn’t lie. Let it guide you.”

“Right into trouble you mean?”

“No. Right into your future, your destiny.”

I sighed and looked away. I couldn’t deal with this. “It’s not relevant right now. The issue here is you and Hannah.”

“We’ll be fine,” Hannah said. “The Elder Court take weeks to bring together a trial, let alone sentencing. I’m sure you will find a way for us by then.”

I allowed myself half a smile. “Hashtag no pressure.”

Hannah laughed. “You got this. I know you do.”

“And if I don’t?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “Then I’ll come back and haunt you.”

I started to laugh and then realised what she said. I narrowed my eyes and said, “That would imply they are going to kill you.”

She pulled her lips into a thin line and swallowed, her throat bobbing up and down. “That is what will happen to me. They see me as an abomination, something that shouldn’t exist. If natural order had taken its course, I wouldn’t be like this. But one of their own got involved and here I am.”

Panic swamped me instantly. “But they can’t do that! Can’t they just take the magic from you?”

Hannah shook her head. “It doesn’t work like that for gargoyles.”

I couldn’t imagine my
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