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Chapter 1
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Aurora groaned as she sank into her comfy armchair wearily.

David could be a complete asshole sometimes. Okay, most of the time, she muttered to herself.

Ever since Claudia had given birth, David had been downright insufferable. Even more than usual. It was as though he had no idea that babies actually required caring for or needed attention other than simply looking at them first thing in the morning.

Claudia had been far more hands on – a relief to the working girls since it made the woman absent at work – but it made David a bad-tempered asshole.

This time though, he was even more of one. He knew she was drawing closer to her rebirth, which meant that she was feeling worse. Some days she was barely able to even stand. Humans would simplify what she was going through, as something akin to dying.

Which in all fairness, they weren’t far wrong, she granted. Her kind just didn’t stay dead.

It did sound weird when explaining it to someone who wasn’t familiar with their Supernatural bestiary. She wasn’t a zombie though, despite the common stigma associated with someone who rose from the dead.

No, she was something far greater than the walking dead, something far more indestructible. All of that greatness was held within her gorgeous body.

A body that she would lose soon, she mourned then her anger flared again.

David knew why she was calling in ‘sick’ so much recently, yet he was determined to make her work every second of the day, as though to make up for any lost revenue he might suffer in her absence.

Every five hundred years, she was forced to succumb to the tiring process of having her physical body die before being reborn in another. It was a painful and unattractive process to say the least, and she was glad that nobody was able to see her in such a state.

Her resurrection could be delayed, but not through any action on her part. If her ashes were sealed within a jar for example, her rebirth would be postponed until she was freed once more.

Someone had actually dared to attempt such an act in her long history, during one of her earlier reincarnations. She had been burnt at the stake as a witch then some human had thought he could trap her in a jar. He had finally released her, only to demand that she obey him, to grant wishes like some sort of genie.

Her delayed resurrection had pissed her off so much, that when she had regained her form, she had razed him and his entire village to the ground in revenge for his arrogance. She hadn’t even regretted the ruthless annihilation of innocents.

This was Aurora’s countless rebirth and since the mishap with the man in the village, she had learnt her lesson and hidden her sanctuary away from all prying eyes. When she knew her time was coming to an end, she ensured that she was nearby, always within easy distance of returning at a moment’s notice.

Maybe she should set David on fire, she mused absently.

The thought appealed to her, but she held back on actually committing to the idea.

Bzzz! Bzzz!

She glowered at her phone as it vibrated on the coffee table across the room and she considered setting the device on fire instead of David.

At least destroying a phone wasn’t illegal, whereas setting fire to actual people tended to be frowned upon.

She pondered a few more moments before sighing, walking over to pick up her phone.

A text.

She opened it and a smile curved her lips.

.

“You are cordially invited to the best party this month.”

- Rae -

.

She chuckled reluctantly at Raelyn’s flair for the dramatic.

Despite her theatrical way of going about things at times, Raelyn’s parties were practically famous. The woman knew how to throw a party and loved to socialise.

Aurora hit the reply button, accepting the invite and moments later, Raelyn had forwarded her the details. Her phone buzzed again and she made a sound of frustration when she saw it was just David ordering her to return to the Club for yet another shift.

This one was to start in two hours and she almost outright refused. She considered her options for a minute before sighing heavily in irritation.

Two hours was long enough for her to shower and grab a light dinner before heading back. She could do the whole ‘sleep’ thing later.

~*~
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THREE DAYS LATER

(25th April 2018)

“How do you even know this many people?” Aurora marvelled as she gazed around the heaving room.

There were people everywhere, everyone seeming to know each other. Even those that were new to the party, were swiftly introduced to everyone else, until it seemed like there was no stranger left in the large room.

Raelyn grinned, the dark haired woman tucking some loose hair behind her ear distractedly, blue highlights glinting under the light cheekily.

She was surprisingly alone for once. Her boyfriend Sam was well known for favouring busy gatherings like this, using such events to make connections.

“A lot of them are from work,” she dismissed airily, her shoulder-length hair bouncing when she shrugged. “I was surprised to see that Daevion let Luna come. That man just won’t leave her alone.”

“He would only let me come if I agreed to him coming with me,” a pale woman grumbled as she came up to them.

Aurora chuckled, glancing at the albino She-Wolf.

The other woman was delicately beautiful, holding an unearthly exquisiteness to her fine features. Her skin was like alabaster, her ivory hair streaming down her back like a river of stars.

She was obviously pregnant, but that only added to her loveliness, making her almost seem to glow.

“You’ve got a babysitter for the night?” Aurora sympathised. Luna nodded glumly.

“He finds out I’m pregnant and suddenly I’m made of porcelain,” she muttered grumpily. “He wants to wrap me in cotton-wool.”

“How long have you got left?” Raelyn asked.

“About four months,” Luna estimated, sighing. “I’m terrified, but Daevion is super excited about it.”

“That’s because he’s not the one giving birth,” Aurora chuckled, looking amused. “Speaking of partners, where’s yours, Rae? It’s odd not to see Sam here with you.”

Raelyn made a face.

“He said he had to work late tonight.” Her smile brightened, giving both women a wink. “That just means I can window-shop.”

The pair laughed and Aurora glanced at Luna.

“Since Daevion is determined to stick to you, where is he? Did you manage to lose him at the door?” Aurora asked lightly.

“Daevion is...”

“Here,” a man finished as he joined Luna’s side.

The pale woman glared at him, but Aurora could see how her friend naturally gravitated towards him, leaning into his touch as his arm slipped about her waist possessively.

“Well, hello again,” another man greeted cheerfully, obviously aimed towards her and Aurora looked at Daevion’s companions.

She recognised the two men who had accompanied Daevion and Luna to the party, vague on their names but recalling their faces.

The dark haired man was just as surly and silent as he had been at the Club, but the blond man held a certain youthfulness to him that enthralled her. He had been the one to greet her and she found her lips curving up into a smile.

“Hello yourself,” she returned, cocking an eyebrow at him. “You being at the Club made sense, but what brings you here tonight?”

He grinned.

“A little of business,” he said lightly then his eyes gleamed as he openly looked her over. “A lot of pleasure.”

Her lips twitched at his boldness.

“Explain the business part,” she requested.

He gestured at Daevion and Luna as the pair spoke with Raelyn, the trio not paying them any attention.

“The ‘business’ side of things,” he explained easily and she nodded.

An Alpha rarely went anywhere without an escort, especially not when the Alpha Female was with pup. She was just surprised that Daevion was even letting Luna off of Pack lands.

“And the pleasure?” she queried.

“Oh, that only turned up the moment I saw you,” he said smoothly.

“Gods, kill me now,” the dark haired man groaned.

“Not one for the cheesy pick up lines?” Aurora teased.

The man snorted and she turned back to the blond man, pursing her lips thoughtfully. She saw how his baby-blue eyes fixed on her lips before rising to her sapphire orbs, a faint smile curving his own lips.

“Hmm, so I would assume you are....wolf?” she guessed, her voice low enough that any humans nearby wouldn’t be able to hear her.

His eyes creased, his nostrils flaring.

“Hmm, fire, ash, bird...” he mused aloud, his eyes not leaving her face. “...all woman.”

“That’s it, I’m out,” his dark haired companion announced before striding away and the blond man grinned.

Aurora sensed that he had been waiting for his friend to leave, and her eyes twinkled with amusement when he turned back to face her with an easy smile.

He cocked his head at her, interest flickering in his eyes.

“Your scent isn’t one that I’m familiar with,” he confessed. She chuckled.

“Not many people can claim to have come across my kind,” she agreed idly and he raised an eyebrow. “There are only two of us in the world, so your chances of recognising my scent, is very low.”

“Only two of you?” he queried. She nodded calmly. “Now I’m even more curious.”

“I’m more curious about your name,” she diverted easily. “This is twice that we’ve met and I still don’t know your name.”

“Storm,” he answered simply, seeming to pick up on her evasion but choosing not to comment on it. He offered her a wicked grin. “Though I wouldn’t mind that name being changed to Lover.”

She couldn’t help but laugh at his confidence, executed with such an innocent expression and all without missing a beat.

His smile didn’t waver as he waggled his eyebrows at her.

“That’s not a ‘no’. I’ll take it,” he accepted easily.

“Oh, that you would,” she purred huskily as she moved close enough to place a hand on his chest, feeling his heart pound hard beneath her palm. “You would take it over and over again, for hours on end.”

She smirked when she caught his low growl, saw him swallow hard at the promise.

“But you’re too young for me,” she pouted.

She drew back, but was surprised when his hand shot out to catch her by the waist, tugging her flush against him. She sucked in a breath when his other hand slid down her spine slowly, his height enabling him to gaze down at her with a half-smile that made her quiver.

“Believe me, I’m plenty old,” he murmured and she felt a rare, faint blush rise to her cheeks. “I believe you owe me your name.”

“Aurora,” she answered a little breathlessly.

Why was she so flustered? She was a grown woman of many thousands of years. Some...pup shouldn’t be making her feel this way.

“Aurora,” he repeated softly as though savouring the taste of the word on his tongue. “Beautiful name for a beautiful woman.”

“Are you as...wild as your namesake?” she asked in return.

It was a bad play on words, and certainly not the best quip she could’ve come up with, but she doubted it would bother him particularly much.

She was right, his eyes flashing the yellow of his wolf and her interest in him grew.

She’d had Supernatural lovers of all races in the past, including wolves, but there was something about this one that tickled her fancy.

Maybe she should give him a run for his money, she mused.

“I can be,” he answered lightly, but she could see his wolf lurking in his eyes.

Despite his light-hearted demeanour, she had no doubt that he could be as untamed as his animal counterpart, and just as feral as his namesake.

“I still haven’t heard you say ‘no’ yet,” he pointed out idly.

“I’m thinking,” she protested mildly and his lips twitched.

“Hey, Aura, have you seen Summer?” a brown haired woman asked as she popped up next to them.

Aurora felt Storm’s chest vibrate with a smothered growl at the interruption, but she stroked his chest gently as she looked to Eleanor.

“Summer?” she repeated quizzically. “I think I saw her talking to Seren. Is everything okay?”

“Yeah, I just needed to ask her about swapping a shift,” Eleanor dismissed with a smile then seemed to realise that Storm was there. “Oh hey, don’t I know you?” She snapped her fingers at him in remembrance. “You were at the Club with that dark haired fellow. The gorgeous one.”

“My brother?” he queried, gesturing at Daevion.

Eleanor barely glanced at the man still talking with Raelyn before shaking her head and Storm looked puzzled.

“The other one,” she exasperated.

Aurora tilted her head, her lips twitching as she realised who the other woman meant.

“You mean him?” she asked lightly.

She pointed to the surly man who was stood close enough to have certainly heard Eleanor’s comment. He was observing the room with obvious disinterest, but Aurora saw his dark eyes flicker over to them briefly, lingering on Eleanor before moving along.

Eleanor followed the gesture then her eyes widened comically wide as she blushed to the roots of her hair.

Aurora grinned.

“Hey, Storm, what’s your friend’s name?” she asked innocently.

“Xavier,” he answered amusedly, seeming to enjoy the woman’s embarrassment just as much.

The man lifted his head at the mention of his name, looking at them impatiently, and Aurora beckoned.

“Hey, Xavier?” she called to him. “Eleanor would like to...”

She stopped with a laugh when her friend dashed away with a squeak of mortification as though the hounds of Hell were on her heels, her face a deep red.

Xavier followed her escape with his eyes, his gaze pensive, before he slipped into the bustling crowds of birthday guests, loping after the fleeing woman.

“Seems like you guys all go after what you want,” Aurora commented lightly.

Storm chuckled, his grip having not loosened on her at all during the conversation.

“We try,” he agreed.

“Hey, Storm. I didn’t know you were going to be here today,” a caramel skinned woman said brightly as she joined them.

Aurora bit her lip to hide her laugh at Storm’s frustrated growl, a sound he made no attempt to hide this time.

“Hey, Aura, how’s work been?” Sarabella asked lightly. “Is David still an asshole?”

“Even more so since Claudia gave birth,” Aurora scoffed. “How’ve things been with you, Belle?”

“Work is work,” the She-Wolf dismissed. “Hey, Storm, Fury was looking for you. He wanted to see if you fancied joining him for a run this weekend.”

“You’re his Mate,” Storm grumbled. “I don’t see why he needs to run so much. You’re meant to be his outlet now.”

“He needs to run when I’m refusing the bedroom fun,” Belle said sweetly and he sighed, running a hand through his short hair restlessly.

“I’ll go find him,” he sighed grumpily before disappearing.

“You gonna take him for a ride?” Belle asked, nudging Aurora with a grin.

Aurora chuckled.

“We’ll see if he’s still interested in a few months,” she said dryly. “I’m not gonna look the same...”

“Your scent will still be the same,” Daevion grunted, joining their conversation.

Raelyn was no longer present, making it somewhat safer for them to speak freely, and Aurora glanced at him.

He was focused on Luna, his hand firm on his Mate’s waist, but his eyes flickered to her briefly.

“New body wash it is then,” Aurora joked then shrugged, wrinkling her nose. “I don’t know though, he is young...”

“He’s not much older than you,” Daevion interrupted, this time with a hint of impatience in his voice.

Aurora smirked.

“I didn’t know wolves were immortal,” she remarked idly and he finally looked at her.

“You’re not a vampire,” he said evenly. “Or a dragon.”

“I’m not,” she agreed pleasantly.

“Aura is the oldest person in this room,” Belle chuckled, Luna nodding in agreement.

A tall, brown haired man slunk past, several piercings lining his upper ear and a leather jacket left unzipped to reveal how tightly his top was pulled across his chest. Even the way he held himself, the way he walked, leant credence to his personality and Aurora eyed him interestedly, chewing her lip contemplatively.

Everything about him screamed ‘bad boy’ and she never could resist one of those!

“Dragon,” Belle supplied helpfully and Aurora perked up.

She hadn’t had one of those in centuries.

“Excuse me, ladies and gents,” she excused brightly. “It seems that I have a prior engagement.”

Luna and Belle just laughed as she hurried after the bad boy, catching up with him easily.

~*~
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Chapter 2
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FOUR MONTHS LATER

(29th August 2018)

Aurora wriggled into her blanket with a mumble of pleasure, stretching out on the sofa contentedly.

Her companion for the evening had just left, her belly was full of good food, the room was pleasantly warm and she was now wearing her most comfortable pair of pyjamas. It was raining heavily outside, but being tucked up on the sofa just made it feel even better.

The sex had been adequate, but he’d tried, she mused as she flicked through the TV channels distractedly.

Bang! Bang!

She jumped at a sudden hammering on her front door and sat up with a frown, looking towards the sound.

She lived on the outskirts of town, her nearest neighbour being a psychic woman called Jane and her brother Lewis. Only a small patch of woodland separated them, but they were still away from the general population, for the exact reason of there being less people.

The distance from town, combined with how late it was, ruled out the chance of it being a salesman or religious preacher.

Maybe a takeout driver had gotten lost on his way to Jane’s house again? Aurora guessed. Or maybe Jared had forgotten something.

Grumbling about forgetful men, Aurora dragged herself from the sofa to trudge towards the front door, eager to return to the comfort of her sofa and her blanket.

“I’m coming,” she exasperated as the banging continued almost desperately.

She turned the hall light on before unlocking the door with muttered grumbles. She opened the door, only to step back in surprise when a sodden woman fell into the house, sprawling onto the floor weakly.

“...help...” she choked out, trembling hands reaching out to Aurora, and she breathed in sharply.
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