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Jaydy

Working at the magic school as the new potions master was challenging, to say the least, but I truly loved it. Teaching students coming through senior school and mentoring those who had fallen behind was the best part. As someone who’d never had magical capabilities that were considered very powerful, I loved being able to encourage others like me. There was a place for us in this world, and I’d made it my personal mission to help them not only find it but also embrace it.

The bell sounded, and I closed my books, packed up my classroom, and headed to the staff room to have some lunch. The other teachers at the school hadn’t exactly warmed up to me just yet, but I wasn’t giving up. I’d put up with bullies most of my life. A few less-than-friendly colleagues weren’t going to get me down. I’d dealt with much worse during my formative years.

As I rounded the corner, I stopped mid-stride, hearing a sniggering female voice in the staff room. 

“So that’s how she got all her extra power... her fat ass! I knew she wasn’t powerful enough to get a job here with us.”

A few giggles later, another woman joined the conversation. “Well, don’t tell me I’ve got to turn into a fat cow to increase my magic, because quite frankly, I’d rather die.”

Their laughter made me shudder, and their words made me bloody angry. The levels to which some people were willing to stoop to bring another down never ceased to appall me. With years of practiced courage and no small amount of resilience, I lifted my chin and walked into the room, going straight to the coffee machine as if I didn’t have a care in the world. “Hey.” I nodded at the two skinny women sitting at the table with their sad, unappetizing salad bowls in front of them.

“Hey,” they responded robotically, their demeanors immediately changing. Lisa, the one on the left, turned red and looked like she’d been caught with her hand in the cookie jar.

At least she has the grace to feel ashamed of her behavior. 

I grabbed my favorite pink and purple coffee mug and poured myself a cup. I was never one to go looking for confrontation but certainly wouldn’t avoid it if it came looking for me. I was no coward, and regardless of their shallow opinions, loved the person I was and grown to become over the years.

Once my coffee was ready, after adding a healthy dollop of cream and two sugars, I headed to the table and sat down. “Are you talking about Tania or me?” I asked, lifting my eyebrows at them, waiting. I assumed they were talking about me, but big, powerful witches were more common now than they’d ever been. Thanks to Harry. I stared pointedly at the other two women sitting across the table from me.

Naomi, the bigger bitch of the two, grabbed her lunch and left without saying anything. 

Lisa remained sitting there, looking at me like a deer in headlights. 

“You don’t need to lie,” I told Lisa flatly. “I overheard what you two were talking about as I was walking in.”

“It was Naomi, mostly,” she whispered, then coughed to clear her throat. “But everyone’s been talking about it.”

“Talking about what?” I asked, taking a sip of my coffee before magicking up my lunch—a lamb wrap and a colorful fruit salad. I grabbed the wrap with two hands and took a bite, loving the burst of flavors assaulting my tongue. Marinated lamb, tomato and lettuce, with tzatziki.

“The spell,” she said, shifting nervously in her chair. “The one that made you all better witches.”

I tried not to laugh but couldn’t smother the smile that rose to my lips. “You all? You mean... the big girls?”

Harry had granted Tania’s wish, that us big girl witches would finally have magic that matched our strength and size. I hadn’t noticed it at first, but it soon became apparent that the harder I trained at the gym, the more power I had at my disposal.

Lisa nodded. “Yeah. It was Harry, wasn’t it? That cast the genie spell?”

I inhaled sharply, not sure how much I was allowed to reveal. The genie spell was forbidden in our community, but Harry’s death had been high profile. Especially as his parents were on the council, and his death had been ruled a suicide. “I’m not sure how much I can say,” I admitted. “But if you’re interested in obtaining more magic, it’s not just about size, it’s about strength too. If you want to join us in training, Tania’s gym is open to everyone.”

Lisa stood up and gave me a half smile. “Thanks for the offer, but that’s not really my style.”

“Fair enough,” I said and shrugged. 

Lisa was a powerful witch anyway. It wasn’t as if she needed more magic. She walked toward the door, then turned back to me unexpectedly. “I’m glad you’re working here, Jaydy. Just so you know.”

“Thanks,” I said, appreciative for the kind words that I assumed were an attempt at an apology but kept my walls up. I couldn’t trust anyone here. Not yet. 

Lisa left me alone with my lunch.

I finished my kebab, drank a glass of water, and downed the fruit salad as well. I’d carb load later and already had a protein shake prepared for my post-gym workout.

The next two periods of teaching potions went quickly, and I was soon done for the day and on my way to Tania’s gym—Strong Geelong. I pulled up at the front and secured my usual parking space. I smiled as I pulled in, looking forward to the energy of the workout ahead. I opened the car door and heard the characteristic thump of bass thrumming through the air. 

The music coming from inside the gym was pumping hard, as usual, Ramstein if I wasn’t wrong. Which could only mean one thing. “Yep, George is here already.”

A smile lifted my lips as I grabbed my training duffel, a container of chicken from my cooler bag, as well as a protein shake, then headed inside. It was the night before Tania’s wedding, so I didn’t expect to see the bride-to-be, but her gym was open. Of course. Not even a “little thing” like a wedding was going to close Tania’s gym.

Daniella was behind the reception desk, wearing her trademark grin.

I waved my hand in greeting. “Hey, Dani.” 

“Jaydy! How was your day?”

I shrugged as I swiped my membership card. “It was a day,” I said simply. The cruel things that Lisa and Naomi had said were still sitting in the back of my mind, living rent free. I didn’t want to admit to it, but what they’d said really bugged me. Learning to live with the insults didn’t mean they hurt any less. “Hey, Dani,” I said, deciding to ask her how she felt before losing the rest of the night to Naomi’s vitriol, “How’s your magic been since... you know.”

Dani beamed at me, then lowered her voice conspiratorially. “You mean since the genie spell gave us all the power to match our booties?”

I laughed, unable to contain myself at her open and candid attitude.  “Yeah, exactly.” 

Dani shrugged. “I haven’t tried much, you know. I don’t have a magical job, so I don’t really need more magic, really. But I did—” She glanced away, looking around as if she didn’t want anyone to overhear our conversation.

“What?” I asked curiously, leaning forward so that she wouldn’t have to speak as loud. “You did what?” I needed something interesting to occupy my mind. 

She leaned over the counter and whispered with a sheepish grin, “I renovated my whole house!”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “Really?”

She grinned at me as if shy and proud all at once. “I’ve been wanting to do it for years, but didn’t have the money. But now...” she trailed off.

I clapped my hands and grinned at her, glad she’d been able to use her newfound levels of power to improve her life. “Good for you, girl. You deserve to enjoy it.” The music in the gym shifted to a more upbeat, faster tempo, pulling me in. I waved to Dani, glancing over my shoulder as I headed to the squat rack. “See you later!” I called. “And I want see photos later.”

“Anytime,” Daniella said before returning to her duties at the desk.

“Jaydy!” George called out, waving from the corner where he was doing some deadlifts.

“Hey, George!” I greeted him, then got to work, lifting heavy. I was in training for the next Strong Woman competition in a few weeks. Tania wasn’t much into competitions herself, but I loved them. The people, the atmosphere, the sense of achieving my personal goals. I’d even won a couple of times, but that wasn’t the point—not for me—but now... I wasn’t even sure I should be competing. After all, my new infusion of magic gave me a decidedly unfair advantage. 

Not that I’d stopped training altogether, I couldn’t. I loved it too much. It was my me time, and I liked taking care of my body as much as my mind. Loading up the bar, I put an extra five pounds on. It was more than I’d ever lifted before. Getting beneath the bar, I bent my knees, centered myself, and pressed up. 

The weight was too much, and the breath was stolen from my lungs. Closing my eyes for a moment, I readied myself to call out to George and get him to take the weight off me, but it wasn’t necessary. My magic rallied, shocking the hell out of me. Building a solid base in my gut, it moved out and down. I felt myself getting stronger, my muscles bulging as I stood up, before I went down into another squat. My thighs burned, my gut tightening as my core engaged.

Opening my eyes, I saw George standing, watching me intently, spotting me from afar.

“You all good?” he called out.

Sweat beaded on my brow but I managed a shaky smile. Pushing for one more squat, I put the bar back on the rack with a satisfied sigh. My legs shivered with pain, then power. The wave was like ecstasy, and I wanted more. I waved George over, my heart pumping. “Can you spot me? I’m going heavier.”

The huge power lifter nodded. “Of course.”

Then we got to work.
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Jaydy

The next day, I stood in Tania’s parents’ newly manicured backyard and watched my best friend walk down the aisle. She wore a stunning but simple, elegant white dress and held a bouquet of strikingly beautiful orange and purple flowers clutched in her hands. My eyes burned as tears swam, temporarily blurring my vision. I covered my mouth, suppressing my sniffles while trying not to sob out loud. Tania would laugh at me for being so emotional, so I tried not to let the tears of happiness swimming in my eyes fall and ruin my bridal party makeup.

I was so pleased for Tania, honestly unable to even articulate how happy I was. She was such a good woman, and she deserved to be treated well—more than well. She deserved the world. She should never have been left sitting on the shelf for so long, unloved and unappreciated. Those two wolf shifters who were now claiming her hands were the luckiest guys around. And yet, I knew it was Tania who felt like the lucky one. She’d told me as much.

I thought I’d managed to get my emotions under control, but my eyes welled with tears once more as I stared at the bride.

Tania’s hand gripped her father’s meaty arm, the pair completely taking up the wider than normal aisle. They were glorious, with huge smiles stretching from ear to ear. 

The packed wedding ceremony was simple but sweet. I listened to every word, my heart thumping too fast in my chest. Tania’s men really were so handsome, strong, and completely in love with her. Leo and Mason were awesome. They stood there, on either side of her, chests puffed and proud. My soul sang at the thought that they would—all three of them—take care of each other for the rest of their lives. It was breathtakingly romantic.

The reception afterward was being hosted at Tania’s parents’ home too. So, after the ceremony was finished, the bride and her grooms went to have their photographs taken. The rest of us were directed to a standing area for drinks and canapes while the chairs were magicked away, and the backyard was set up for the reception.

I wandered over to where they’d placed a bar and asked for a glass of white wine. 

The bartender smiled and with a snap of his fingers, a glass appeared in front of me. 

I could have done that myself technically, but it was nice having someone magically summon me a drink instead. “Thanks,” I said with a smile to the warlock bartender before taking the drink and turning back to stare out over the reception area. The whole backyard had been decorated with matching flowers, a white marquee tent, and beautiful antique furniture. The area looked every bit as swanky as an expensive hotel, with the added bonus of being an intimate and special family gathering.

“Hello?” a male voice said from an area to my right. 

I turned, not sure if the man was speaking to me, but not wanting to be rude if he was. There were two men standing there looking at me, not just one. They were both dressed in black suits for the wedding, as the dress code was formal, but I wasn’t sure which one had spoken. Despite my best efforts to contain myself, my jaw dropped as I studied them. 

They were staggeringly gorgeous. One light, the other dark, but both sexy as sin. And they were wearing their suits, not the other way around. And both were staring straight at me with an intensity that almost took my breath away. I swallowed hard and lifted my chin, dredging up my courage. There was no one else around, so they were definitely speaking to me. “Can I help you?” I asked.

The larger, blonder, more Viking-looking guy stumbled forward with his hand out. “I... we wanted to introduce ourselves. I’m Chase,” he said.

I stared at his hand for a moment and decided I should be polite and introduce myself too. “I’m Jaydy.” I reached out and shook his hand, a frisson of electricity passing through me at the touch of his skin against mine. I gasped audibly and quickly pulled my arm back, curling my fingers into my palm in shock. 

What the hell was that? 

The Viking rubbed his hand against his thigh, shivering in an obvious way from head to toe. 

The air between us was suddenly buzzing with electricity I hadn’t expected, so I tried awkwardly for a joke to help break the tension. “I’d assumed you were from the wolf shifter side of the family... but with a zap like that, are you sure you aren’t a warlock?”

The guys glanced at each other and shared a strange look I couldn’t interpret. 

I pulled my gaze away from them with a concerted effort. My stomach lurched and my throat thickened with emotion. I wasn’t sure what was wrong with me, but suddenly, I was having trouble breathing and felt the urgent need to run. I began to back away as calmly as I could manage. “Ah, there’s a few of Tania’s cousins I’ve been meaning to catch up with. So, if you’ll excuse me, I might just... go.” I moved to take another step away but stopped when the darker-haired guy spoke. 

“We are wolf shifters, you’re right,” said. “We’re brothers and pack mates of Mason and Leo. We grew up with them.”

The way they were looking at me was making me uncomfortable. Men like them didn’t normally bother speaking to the someone like me. I was a not skinny, single, over thirty-year-old witch, and without a particularly huge amount of power. 

Well, that isn’t so true anymore. 

Thanks to the sudden increase in my powers from the genie’s granted wish, I’d landed a new job, and my life was kind of turning around for the better. But not enough that two men who looked like that would ever waste time talking to me.

Unless...

I stopped trying to creep away and consciously tried to relax and put on my professional face. “Is this about a spell?” I prompted. That was likely the reason they’d come to me. 

Maybe they need help, as Mason and Leo had? 

“Tania’s more powerful than me,” I admitted, “but if you need my help with something, I’m happy to listen and see what I can do.”

“Yes!” The Viking said, a little too forcefully. “Yes... exactly. That’s why we’re here. That’s what we need.”

“Sorry about my brother,” the other, darker guy added, his casual confidence as hot as an inferno. “We know this is a wedding and everything, but could we perhaps grab your number?”

“To ask for my help with a spell?” I asked again, wanting to get it straight in my head as to exactly what they wanted, given the strangeness of this whole interaction. The dark-haired guy’s smile in response was one for the record books, and I had to lock my knees so as to not collapse. 

“Yeah... Or...”

“Or, what?” I asked, suspicion rising within me, making me anxious. I crossed my arms over my chest defensively, closing off my welcoming body language and staring at them hard. When both of their gazes dropped in identical perfect timing to my breasts, I dropped my arms away just as fast. 

Damn it. 

My face flushed with heat. I was wearing a beautiful, formal dress for the occasion, but I’d forgotten how low-cut it was, and just how well-endowed I was.

“Or a date maybe?” the Viking asked, coughing to clear his throat. “Or two?”

The brothers grinned at me. 

I took a tentative step back and pursed my lips before answering. “Look... guys, I’m flattered, but trust me, I’m not your type. I’m pretty boring, among other things.”

The men followed my lead, moving forward as I walked backward. It was like they were kind of stalking me, as if their wolves were on the prowl and I was in their sights.

“We doubt that very much,” the dark-haired one said, and I realized I still didn’t know his name.

I began to panic. They were advancing, their eye contact unbroken. They were serious, and I felt well out of my depth. “Oh, no. You see... ah.”

“Jaydy!” 

I turned to the sound of a familiar male voice booming my name. “Jack!” I cried with relief, hugging Tania’s huge father when he came up to me. “It’s so nice to see you.”

Jack turned to the wolf shifters. “Thanks for keeping Jaydy company, boys.”

They nodded at me and spoke in unison. “It was nice to meet you.” Then they very slowly walked away and strangely, they seemed disappointed.

“You okay, Jaydy?” Jack asked, poking me with his elbow. “You looked like you wanted some help, not that you really needed it. Your magic could blast those two away in an instant.” Jack shook his head at the shifters as they walked away. As a lifelong warlock, Jack had a natural dislike of the shifting side of the paranormal.

I tried not to laugh at him. He now had two wolf shifter sons-in-law, so he really needed to ease up on his prejudices. I grinned up at the giant of a man and changed the subject, just glad I could finally breathe again. “It’s nice to see Tania happy, isn’t it?”

Jack grunted in acknowledgement. “Yeah, even if it is with two wolf shifters.”

I laughed at his tone. “You love Mason and Leo. I’ve seen how you are with them.”

He shrugged. “Yeah, well luckily those two are different.”

My gaze tugged away from Jack and back toward the two wolf shifters who were still lingering nearby. “Yeah... I suppose there’s always an exception to the rule,” I answered vaguely, feeling oddly distracted.

Jack slung an easy arm around me. “Let’s go find my wife,” he suggested. “She’ll be torturing the chef, I’m sure.”

I let Jack pull me away from the men and kept myself busy all night. I’d had my heart broken before, and I wasn’t about to offer it up on a silver platter to be smashed again. I couldn’t bear that level of agony. Not twice. Once was more than enough for several lifetimes, as far as I was concerned.
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Damon

Going home alone after the wedding was one of the hardest things I’d ever done. That curvy, gorgeous, blonde witch was our mate, and we should have been balls deep in her perfect body by now. If she’d been a shifter too, we would have been. She would have known who we were to her from the moment our gazes first met.

Instead, it was after midnight, and we were sitting in our newly renovated kitchen together. Just Chase and I, as always. I felt so angry, I could barely think straight. It was as if a dark storm cloud was roiling in my mind, and I couldn’t shake it. Its shadow lingered over me and within me, frustrating the hell out me.

“Hey,” Chase called out to me as he wandered into the kitchen. “Do you want a beer?”

I shook my head, then realized he couldn’t see it from where he was. “No. I want to run.” We’d already consumed our weight in beer tonight. It had been the only thing that had kept me seated and remotely sane while I’d been forced to watch my mate dancing away with her friends on the dance floor.

Damn, she was hot. 

I’d gotten up several times, a growl catching in my throat as I fought to keep control over my shifter. I wanted her so desperately, I could almost crawl out of my own skin.

Chase stepped back into the living room, a single beer in hand for himself.

I tore off the restrictive jacket I was still wearing and pulled at my tie. “Do you want to come?”

Chase frowned at me. “You’re still upset about Jaydy?”

I glared at my brother. “Of course, I am! Are you mad? We should have wooed her, brought her home.”

“She didn’t like us,” Chase stated flatly. “We’re going to have to take things slowly with her and get her used to the idea. And besides... I didn’t ask you, but do you even care that she’s my mate too?”

I shrugged, pushing aside that part of the equation that I’d steamrolled over at the wedding. 

“What does that mean?” Chase pushed, squaring his shoulders with an annoyed look on his face.

I made the same gesture again as my irritation continued to skyrocket. “It means I don’t know. I don’t care about that. All I want is my mate.”

“Our mate,” Chase corrected adamantly, driving home the point he was trying to make.

I growled loudly and tore off my shirt, my wolf rising inside me hard and fast after being kept down for so long. “Yes! Our mate!” I practically yelled at him. “I don’t care about all that shit! Leo and Mason share Tania, so why the hell wouldn’t we Jaydy?”

Chase stared at me. 

Then it occurred to me that my little brother might be the one with the problem. “Are you serious?” I demanded. “You don’t want to share a mate with me?”

His eyes widened slightly, then he began to laugh. 

I was about to lose it. Tonight had been one of the most frustrating nights of my life and my fucking brother was laughing at me. I tore off my stupid suit pants and marched toward the back door. “I’m going.”

Chase grabbed my arm as I tried to storm past him. “Go,” he encouraged. “Get all this whatever it is out of your system. But I have no issue with sharing a mate with you. Got it?”

I managed to nod, then ran out the rear door. Our house backed onto the edge of the forest, like most of the shifter’s homes in town. The back fence was low, and as I began running for the boundary, my wolf took over with wild abandon. Fur sprouted through my skin, and my body transformed into my wolf between one breath and the next. Now on all fours, I ran for the fence and jumped. I soared over the pickets, but not stopping there, I ran and ran until my lungs burned and my paws ached. 

I’d thought about my mate for years now. Ever since turning thirty, which was three years ago. I’d wanted a Fated mate, but hadn’t known if that would happen for me. I’d dated shifters from our pack and humans from town. Anyone my wolf suspected might be a possible match. However, they’d all led to disappointment and once or twice, a little heartbreak. But the moment I’d seen Jaydy, I’d known. Balls to bones... I’d known. She was mine. 

When Chase had shaken hands with her, she’d felt it too. I’d seen it in her face—the surprise and the shock. She’d even commented on the feeling. The frisson. The zap of attraction. The acknowledgement of what we were to each other. 

And yet, she’d rejected me... well, us. She’d gone back to the party and danced the night away without any admission of what she’d just experienced, or how much we needed her.

Was this how Mason and Leo had started their relationship with Tania? With rejection and blue balls? It was hard to believe that, given they were so madly in love now.

I jumped a log and darted around a tree, running until I at last reached the river. There, I drank from its flowing waters, and when my ridiculous heart continued to race like it was participating in a marathon, I jumped into the cold water and swam for a while, soaking away and chilling the heat from my head, heart, and bones.

When I was finally settled enough, I turned around and made the slow trek back home. I had so many questions that needed answers. How were we going to convince Jaydy to give us a chance? Especially when her first response had been abject horror. She seemed to think the only reason we’d wanted to talk to her was for her magical abilities. Was she blind? She was fucking gorgeous! She was perfect for us. There was so much of her to love. I wanted to kiss every inch of every curve of her beautiful body. I was certain that once she agreed to start dating us, she’d fall head over heels. 

Fate will take care of that. It has to.

And how did I really feel about sharing a mate with my brother? I searched my subconscious by mentally looking under all the rocks where men tended to hide their feelings, but all I found was a deep relief that I’d finally found her. That we’d found her. She was within reach. We knew who she was...

Chase and I were close and always had been. We owned a home together and even worked together. He was a good guy, and a much calmer, more relaxed man than I was. In many ways, it seemed like a great idea to share the workload of being a husband to a woman like her. She was obviously beautiful, big, and powerful, but she was also a witch.

Maybe having two of us will mean she’ll never wander or feel unfulfilled?

I could only hope. I didn’t know what Fate’s plan was for us was, but it was abundantly obvious she had a sense of humor. We were the second set of brothers to fall for a single witch. How many more pairings could there be within our pack? Not that it mattered right now. Other wolves’ romances weren’t my problem. All I knew was that I wanted Jaydy, and I wanted her now. But I didn’t even know where she lived, so that made the night’s impromptu quest impossible. 

I made my way back to our huge house, jumped the fence once more, and shifted back to my human form. My skin chilled immediately in the cool night air, so I walked inside through the laundry entrance and locked the door behind me. From the silence that filled the air, I had to assume my brother was already asleep, so I had a quick, hot shower and went to bed myself. 

Jaydy’s vibrant smile haunted my dreams, and I woke in the morning light to a pounding headache. Despite the pain, I was strung out as fuck, so I dealt with myself, then crawled out of bed looking for some ibuprofen. Chase was already in the kitchen, cooking up breakfast.

“Morning,” he offered.

The smell of the frying bacon turned my stomach, so I grabbed a cold bottle of water from the fridge and the pain killers from the cupboard. “Morning,” I muttered back, feeling sorry for myself.

Chase continued with breakfast, seemingly calm and at peace, completely unlike me.

I found a seat on one of the kitchen stools and downed my bottle of water. The cold hit my belly hard, but I swallowed it down, needing the hydration after all the beer yesterday. My whole body felt like shit, and I hated it.

“I’ve got a plan,” Chase said suddenly, serving up the eggs and bacon and placing a plate in front of me. He’d made toast, baked beans, and tomatoes too.

I swallowed hard and picked up a fork. “Thanks.” I needed the energy and the calories as a shifter, but the smell was still making me feel ill. The first bite of greasy bacon was both heaven and hell. My stomach rebuked my efforts to balance the alcohol from last night, but at the same time, I managed to not toss my cookies. I didn’t stop. I just kept forcing more food down my throat like I was pouring gas into the car. 

Chase stood over me with an expectant look on his face.

“What?” I finally asked, my mouth half full of eggs.

“I said I have a plan,” he repeated, crossing his arms over his chest, “to get Jaydy.”

I sat up straighter and lifted my head, my shifter rising up inside me to give me a temporary wave of strength. That was a plan I wanted to hear. “Tell me.”

“We go to her and ask her to do a spell for us, just like Mason and Leo did with Tania. It worked for them and will give us the time and space to get to know Jaydy, and her to know us. It’s a win-win.”

I frowned at him, my brows furrowing. “What sort of spell are you thinking?” It wasn’t like we needed money or a house or anything.

His face sobered, then he finally spoke. “Tabitha,” he said simply.

I actually dropped the fork I was holding. It clattered onto the plate before falling to the marble counter. “Do you seriously think she’s powerful enough to help Tabby?” I’d thought about asking Tania to help us with Tabby when we’d first learned there was a witch willing to help us shifters, but I’d dismissed the thought just as quickly. Tabby’s injuries were old and severe. If her shifter genes weren’t strong enough to heal her, what hope did magic have?

Chase shrugged, leaning on the counter as he grabbed a piece of crispy bacon between his fingers and crunched down on it. “I don’t know, but she said last night that she’d try if we had something we needed help with.”

Tania was on her honeymoon with Mason and Leo at the moment, so at least Jaydy wouldn’t be able to try and push us onto her friend if we did ask. “Okay,” I said, nodding my head and shoveling more food into my mouth. “When should we go?” It was a Sunday morning, so we didn’t have to work.

“Today?” Chase suggested, raising a hopeful eyebrow.

I laughed, hope, and happiness bubbling up inside of me of me in turn. “I like the way you think.”

Chase grinned and grabbed his own breakfast, devouring it at breakneck speed.

I took another sip of water, then a thought occurred to me, and my chest was suddenly tight. “Do you think we should talk to Tabby or Mom and Dad first? You know, before speaking to Jaydy about her...”

Our baby sister had been badly injured as a child. She’d survived, mostly thanks to her rapid healing and shifter genes, but she was permanently paralyzed from the waist down. It was a tragedy and something we wished we could fix with all our big brotherly hearts.

Chase inhaled swiftly, then sighed. “I’ve thought about that too, but I think we should talk to Jaydy first. There’s no point in getting Tabby’s hopes up if magic can’t do anything to help her. It’s best we figure out what the chances are before we say anything.”

“True,” I agreed. Tabby was a beautiful girl, who had a kind soul and a sassy attitude to match. She didn’t deserve the fate she’d been dealt. It was a cruel hand. I cleaned up my plate and washed the dishes before retreating to my room to get ready for the gym. I had no idea if Jaydy would turn up the day after a wedding, or when, but since we’d failed to get her cell number last night, finding her at Tania’s gym was the best bet we had.
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