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It was a quiet day at work. I was alone in the bookshop, with my own thoughts for company and an almost empty street outside. The tourist season was coming to a close, and Redcliffe had begun to resemble the proverbial ghost town. I recognized a few local people walking past my windows, and one or two waved as they caught my eye. I smiled and returned the gestures, my mood lifting slightly as the loneliness eased.  

Sighing heavily, I stood up and stretched my arms, wincing as I tilted my head to one side and felt the tight scar tissue on the left side of my neck. Rubbing the healed wounds absentmindedly, I wandered around the small shop, idly tidying a few shelves, returning books to their correct spaces, and checking that the window displays were neat and up to date. The bell above the door jangled, and I turned round to see my neighbour from the hair salon, Karen Jenkins, carrying two cardboard cups. My nose wrinkled as I smelled the welcoming aroma of my favourite mocha coffee from the café down the street.

“Hello, Jessica,” she said, “It’s a quiet day so I thought you might like a drink.”

Smiling broadly, I moved to take the cup she offered me.

“Thanks Karen,” I replied, “You must have read my mind. It is dragging today!”

We both stood near the counter sipping our hot drinks. 

“I bet you are missing Liz now,” Karen said, looking vaguely around the shop, and smiling at me, “How is she doing, and the baby?”

“They are well, thank you,” I replied, “Yes, I am missing her. It feels empty around here.”

Karen nodded. 

“She has taken well to motherhood though,” she said, “I saw her in the supermarket last week, and she is the picture of health.”

“Oh, she loves Amy,” I said, “Although she is missing the shop as well.”

“And you, I suspect,” Karen added, winking conspiratorially, “No chance of a baby with you and your boyfriend any time soon then?”

I laughed, embarrassed, and shook my head as my body ran hot and trembled suddenly.  

“Oh no,” I said, shaking my head vigorously and trying not to spill my coffee, “Not a chance. Jack is far too busy at work, and I have to keep this place going. Besides, we have only been together six months.”

Karen sipped her coffee and inclined her head towards the salon.

“It makes no difference Jessica,” she replied, “My Jenny has only been with Nick for a year, and we are preparing for a wedding and a baby.”

I smiled and nodded. Karen’s daughter was twenty-two and worked at her mother’s hair salon. She was four months pregnant, and her boyfriend had proposed soon after they announced their new baby. I wasn’t sure if they loved each other, or if they were doing it to please the family. I think Nick worked as a builder, or a joiner, or something like that. Everyone was normal and down-to-earth. Not like me. 

My life used to be normal. But then I fell in love with a vampire and discovered I was a witch. The last four months descended into chaos as my boyfriend accidentally dragged me into his police work, and his vampire power called out my own, hidden strengths. I had almost died at the hands of a werewolf mob boss, and it was Jack’s brother Danny, the Redcliffe alpha, that saved me. After that I had awakened my animal familiar, who just happened to be a snow tiger that existed in a magical realm accessed through my psyche. Oh yes, my life is a mess right now. My bookshop is a slice of normality, along with my human friends in the neighbouring businesses.

“So anyway, we fixed the problem with the dress and Jenny is happy again,” Karen said brightly, “Now we need to chase up some party guests and it will be fine,” she paused and frowned as she stared at me, “You are coming to the engagement party, aren’t you?” she asked, “With your young man?”

I smiled, not least because my ‘young man’ was actually over one hundred years old and lived in a body that would eternally appear to be thirty five.

“Yes,” I said, “We will be there. I’m looking forward to it.”

Karen nodded, and her gaze flicked to the scars that still showed above the neck of my red checked shirt. I felt a flush of heat rush through me again, and I tried not to show my trembling hands, slowly placing my coffee cup down on the desk behind me, gripping the cool, smooth wooden edge with my free hand.

“How is everything now?” she asked more gently, “I don’t like to pry...”

My smile wavered a little, but I put on a brave face.

“I am healed now, physically,” I said, “But it will take some time, you know.”

I shrugged and looked away. Karen knew enough not to ask any more questions. My story was that I had been attacked by a suspect in the police case that Jack and Danny were working on. It had been reported in the local press that I was stabbed and critically injured but made a miraculous recovery. 

That was the story that my human friends knew of. In truth I had my throat almost torn out by a crazed werewolf as he tried to turn me into one of them so I couldn’t be with my vampire lover. It was Jack’s blood that saved my life, but the consequences were more than any of us had bargained for. Something in the supernatural life force had connected with my animal familiar, and Suri burst forth one evening in a fury of excitement. 

I had since harnessed the power of my tiger to defeat and destroy the ancient vampire that made Jack, freeing him from her clutches. She in turn almost killed Danny, but I saved his life because Suri was attracted to his wolf. Now I was left with a metaphysical tie to the Redcliffe alpha, and one massive headache every time I thought about the situation. For now, I tried to ignore it while I was at work in my human world. 

“Hmm,” Karen said, clearly not convinced with my forced cheerful manner, “Well you know where we are if you need some help,” she sipped more of her coffee, glanced at the clock on the wall, and said, “I suppose I should get back to the shop. I left Jenny on her own but now I know you are alright I will leave you to it. Give me a shout if you need anything.”

I smiled and nodded, feeling genuinely touched that the older woman cared so much. Karen seemed to have taken me and Liz under her wing, almost like adoptive daughters. It felt nice to have such normal friends in this seaside town that turned out to be anything but normal. 

I managed to keep it together until the door shut behind Karen, but then I locked the door, let out a huge hiccupping sob, and hurried into my kitchen at the back of the building. I needed to be alone for a while, to gather my senses before I could face anybody else. Leaning on the edge of the sink, I stared blankly into my back garden as tears streamed down my face. Breathing deeply in and out, I waited for my body to calm down. All my scars were throbbing, including the claw marks on my stomach, and then I felt a familiar chill run down my spine as Suri crept forward and moved into my conscious mind.  

Staring at the rain that had begun to pour, my vision misted as I slipped into what I call my ethereal world. This is the void space between physical reality and that in which I can be with my animal familiar, Suri. The huge snow tiger is a metaphysical creature, very powerful, and incredibly hungry. Having lived for almost thirty years in a hidden spiritual world, a kind of parallel universe, she was excited to have made a connection with me at last. I am an orphan, and subsequently was unaware of my inherited powers as a witch of ancient lineage. 

It was only after I met Jack Mason and his brother Danny that my abilities began to manifest, although at the time I had no idea what was happening. My life had been normal and boring up until around six months ago. During the past three months I had discovered the werewolf pack of Redcliffe, I had uncovered the secret vampire life of my boyfriend, and I had begun to practice witchcraft under the guidance of a local coven priestess who just happened to be Jack’s professional acquaintance. It was a lot to take in, and now I was having a relapse. Suri crept forward slowly, her tail swishing from side to side and her bright eyes watching me intently, glowing in the bright sunlight of her frozen world.

“You are strong, Jessica,” my tiger said in a voice that echoed through my mind in a whisper, “Be strong for the wolf pack.”

I laughed and when I spoke aloud to the empty kitchen, my voice wavered only slightly as I held back more sobs.

“Never mind the wolf pack, Suri,” I said, “What about Liz? She still hasn’t recovered from the shock of our secret life, and I don’t know what to say to her any more.”

“The human world is not our concern,” my tiger replied calmly, “You simply inhabit it for a short time.”

I shivered and shook my head, grabbing a bunch of kitchen roll sheets to scrub at my cheeks where the tears had begun to dry and my skin was itching.

“I am human Suri,” I said, “And Liz is like my sister. I need to sort this out.”

I thought about the day that Liz walked into my kitchen just as I fought off the savage attack from a vampire that was trying not to hurt me. The vampire had been Jack’s human police colleague, but his maker, Emily Rose, decided to use her as a weapon and ordered her to kill me. Liz saw me destroy the vampire with the wooden handle of one of my kitchen knives. She was still in shock. So was I.

Suri hesitated. She was unfamiliar with my human emotions, and she seemed curious about my tears. All she felt now was a desperate need to pursue the werewolf alpha, to tame him and to claim his pack as her own. It didn’t matter that she was a different species. She felt a connection with Danny Mason, and she wanted to use my human body as the vessel from which she could manifest her desires. Since Danny was Jack’s identical twin brother,  I was struggling with her suggestions. Yes, I desired him too because he resembled his brother, and I even felt a kind of love for Danny that I couldn’t explain. 

But my true romantic feelings were solely for Jack, of that I was certain. I just had to convince him of the fact. In the weeks since I defeated his vampire maker and saved Danny’s life as she had wounded him so severely, I had avoided the wolves as much as possible. Danny spent most of his time outside of work at the wolves’ lair, and I had avoided the Ship Inn that concealed the underground network of rooms and passages hidden within the rock of Redcliffe Bay. 

I jumped as I heard a shrill ring come from the phone in my shop. My senses were sharper whenever I communicated with Suri; apparently it was something to do with the power that we channelled between us. My tiger did not like technology. She hissed and retreated into her frozen forest, leaving me with the sound of her voice as she howled a warning to the creatures of her world. She was lonely, and she wanted the Redcliffe wolves for company and play. Her idea of play was not the same as mine, however. Sighing heavily, I hurried through to the shop and grabbed the phone before it rang off.

“Good afternoon, Redcliffe Books, Jessica speaking,” I chimed cheerfully into the receiver.

“Hello, Jessica,” the male voice sent shivers down my spine, and I fought for control of my senses again. This time Suri left me alone. She was not interested in dead things.

“Hi Jack,” I said, surprised, “Why did you call the landline?”

“Your mobile phone was off,” he said, “Or did the signal drop out again?”

“Oh,” I said, looking around the desk for my phone, “No, it looks fine. Oh well, what’s up?”

“You have been crying,” my lover said quietly, “Do you need me to come home?”

I laughed shakily and sat down on my chair. 

“It always surprises me how you do that,” I replied, “No, it’s ok, just a mood swing. Besides, I still have a few hours of work left.”

Glancing at the wall clock I saw that the time was barely two o’clock. It felt like I was in a time warp here, waiting to close the shop and see what magical mischief I could get into that evening. At least, that’s how my life seemed now. Perhaps I was being a little melodramatic.

“Alright,” Jack replied, “What has upset you?”

“Oh, the usual,” I said with a huge sigh, “Finding out I’m a witch with a scary animal familiar, discovering that my boyfriend is a vampire, oh and that my local friends are werewolves. Or were,” I caught my breath as the tears surged forward again.

“You are mourning the loss of your friend,” Jack said, “It is only natural for a human.”

I nodded and then remembered that Jack was on the phone.

“Yes,” I replied quietly, “She was too young to die like that.”

“She did her duty as pack lieutenant,” Jack said, “She was a hero.”

“Doesn’t make it any easier,” I said.

“No,” Jack agreed, “You need time to ease the pain.”

Sally Frost had been my friend since I moved to Redcliffe five years ago. I met her through our mutual friend Simon Bunce, who was manager of the Ship Inn. Sally was a nurse at the local hospital. It was only recently that I discovered they were both lieutenants to wolf alpha Danny Mason. Sally died defending the man she loved from a crazed master vampire. Danny took it hard. 

As the weeks stretched into a month since the whole drama happened, I didn’t   know what to think or do. I had not visited the Ship, and I had only seen Danny and Simon at the Masons’ house a few times. The energy between us was tense and awkward, as I constantly battled for control over Suri while she tried to possess my human body. She frightened the wolves, but they would never admit it. 

“Yes,” I replied with another sigh, “And a bloody good therapist. Anyway, what were you phoning for, Jack?”

“I will be late home tonight,” Jack replied, “I have to see Marcus about some, uh, private business.”

I pursed my lips. Jack was obviously in a public place if he couldn’t say the word vampire.

“But I will come straight home if you need me,” Jack said quickly, “You are more important.”

“No, it’s alright,” I said, “Really, there’s nothing you can do. Go and see Marcus. I might visit Crystal if she is at home.”

“Very well,” Jack said, “Phone if you need me.”

“I will,” I replied, “See you later.”

“I love you,” Jack said.

I hesitated.

“I love you too.” I replied.
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That evening I was restless. I closed the shop and paced around my kitchen, not sure what to do with myself. I thought about phoning Liz to see if I could visit her and the baby, but something stopped me. Normally I wouldn’t even bother phoning, I would just drop by at her house. But our relationship was strained now that she knew my secrets. I had the worst timing really. She was pregnant with her first child when I began dating Jack, and she was distraught when I almost died from my werewolf-inflicted injuries. She visited me in hospital after the event, and at the time she was told I had been stabbed. That was my human cover story.

It was weeks after, when I battled with Emily Rose, Jack’s vampire maker, that Liz discovered the truth about all of us. She was struggling with her new-born baby and taken an hour out to come and see me at home. Instead, she walked into my kitchen and watched me kill a vampire that was being controlled by Emily Rose. After that, the whole truth came out. Now she didn’t know what to do with me. I barely knew myself.

Suppressing my tears, I thought about the other people I could contact for support. There was Jack of course. But he was my romantic interest, and all he could do was hold me and tell me everything would be alright. I didn’t want that right now. There was his brother Danny. As I thought about the werewolf alpha my body ran hot, a shiver raced down my spine, and Suri crept forward into my conscious mind, coaxing me to follow up on this train of thought. Shaking my head, I spoke aloud.

“Not gonna happen, Suri,” I said firmly, “I do not need your mind games right now. And I do not need Danny Mason.”

The tiger hissed, swiped her huge paw at me, then turned and ran into the forest once again.

My second back-up friend option behind Liz would normally be Simon. But now I knew that he was in love with Danny, and that he was a werewolf lieutenant, I felt awkward around him. Not only that, but Suri had tried to seduce him using my body, and that did not end well. Simon was strictly homosexual, whereas Danny was more bisexual bordering on straight. Simon struggled to believe that I was almost powerless against Suri. He was wary of me now, and I didn’t blame him. I was wary of myself, and I did not want to be near the wolf lair again for a while. 

After Simon I automatically thought about Sally and a lump rose in my throat. She would never again come with me on random shopping trips in the nearby city or have a drinking session in the Ship on a Saturday night, or even stay at home watching girly movies and eating popcorn. I remembered her funeral a few weeks ago, the way her mother broke down at the grave side, how her father had tried to remain strong while the tears poured down his cheeks, and how her younger brother had clung to his parents like a child despite his height and physical build of a manual labourer. None of them knew the truth about Sally. They thought she died in a freak accident. Shaking my head, I pressed the back of my hand to my eyes, blinking tightly to squeeze out the tears that still came so easily.

My mind wandered to Marcus Scott. He was a new friend, and we had started out quite shakily. I met him at the pub when he was with Jack one evening, not long after we started dating. Marcus is a vampire, which, of course I only found out later. He is a millionaire businessman with a fancy house in the countryside just outside of Redcliffe. 

The first night we met he tried to bite me and drink my blood. Danny intercepted and saved me, but after that I seemed inexplicably drawn to the man. It seems now like it was another facet of my as-yet undiscovered witch powers, but whatever the cause, Marcus was a dangerous man to be around. We had since been caught in compromising situations when my powers overwhelmed me. Marcus seemed excited whenever I tried to fight him, and he only came back for more. He was an old friend of Jack and Danny’s and taught Jack how to be a vampire in his early days during the first World War. I tried not to think about that. It was too difficult for my mind to process.

Who was left? I had surprisingly few trusted friends when all was said and done. I had no family. Well, I had my mother. She was dead, but I could speak to her in spirit. I didn’t believe in the psychic world before all of this. I had been sceptical of mediums, even though Liz had dragged me to couple of stage shows in the past. But then my mother started visiting me in dreams, and once I realised who she was and began to speak to her, it started to feel natural, even normal for me. 

Oh, I was a changed woman these days. I had not spoken to my mother for over a week, which seemed unusual given recent circumstances. Never mind, she would reappear at another inconvenient time, I was sure. Tonight, I needed something physical, someone real to talk to and be with for support. Picking up my phone, I rang my new witch mentor, Crystal.

“Hello, Jessica,” Crystal said in her pleasant voice, “Come round if you like.”

I smiled. She knew me too well already. 

“Thanks Crystal,” I replied, “I’ll be there in twenty minutes.”

Crystal’s real name was Christine Waters, but she used Crystal as her magical name, for purposes of witchcraft. We do not practise Wicca, the religion that most people are familiar with. Ours is an older form of energy work, and it doesn’t really have a name. Humans are obsessed with labelling things, putting people and objects into categories of usefulness. I was learning fast that this simply cannot be true. 

There are so many more facets to our world, both physical and non-physical, but we have been conditioned and taught to ignore or fear the stuff we don’t understand. I still have a lot to learn, but I am on a fast track since I met Jack and Danny and got involved in their supernatural battles. 

Crystal was a calm, confident person. A lawyer by trade, she could switch from cool and collected to wild and free in the space of half an hour. She regularly held coven meets at her home in the Plymouth suburbs, and I was getting to know my fellow witches at these events. Soon we would all join in a celebration of Mabon, the second harvest festival, followed by Samhain, or Halloween to everyday people. I was a little excited about these gatherings because it was something new and different to experience. 

Right now, I was going to Crystal for some guidance and support. She would listen to me, she would sympathise, and she wouldn’t judge or try to influence me one way or another. Perhaps we could even do some trance meditation so I could properly be with Suri for a while. I didn’t try to plan anything. 

Gathering my handbag with its usual assortment of keys, purse, lip balm and hairbrush, I threw my phone in and headed out of the kitchen door, down my garden path, and out to the road where my red Ford Fiesta was parked. Then I got on the main road to Plymouth, pushing out all thoughts of my soap opera life while I enjoyed the freedom of taking myself out of the town and away from home for a short time.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


3


[image: ]




As I drove along the coast road towards Crystal’s house my skin began to tingle as I felt the flow of power emanating from her home. Now that I was fully aware of my witch heritage it seemed almost impossible to ignore the energy field of everything around me. It was quite overwhelming at times, but I was learning how to lessen the effects so I could continue to function as normal. 

When I first met Jack, we had literally felt sparks fly when our skin touched, and at the time I had naively brushed it off as static electricity. Now I knew better. Apparently, Jack had his suspicions but decided not to question it. He was too infatuated with me to give up. Now I had inadvertently caused the same effect with his werewolf brother, but with Danny it was far more about physical urges, and that was very hard to ignore. Even thinking about the wolf alpha made my body react in a very embarrassing way, even though I was alone in my car. I heard Suri chuckling from somewhere in her frozen kingdom. She had heard my thoughts and felt my reaction, and she enjoyed it. 

Crystal met me at the door with a warm smile and open arms. I stepped into her hallway and immediately felt a sense of peace. She had an incense stick burning in her living room, the lighting was dimmed and accentuated with candles, and I could feel a calm, soothing energy wash over me. Her walls were painted in calming shades of lavender and pale gold, and she had various plants and vases of flowers surrounded by crystal tumble stones and rougher geodes. 

My attention immediately went to the large amethyst crystal cave in one corner of the room. I approached it slowly, reaching out my hands and welcoming the rush of calm, healing energy that emanated from the huge rock. I finally began to relax, and even Suri seemed to sense the peace of this place as she lay down in her mountain cave, content for a while. 

“How are you coping, Jessica?” Crystal asked as she followed me into her living room.

I shrugged and turned to look at her, dropping my handbag onto the floor as I sat down on the sofa.

“Oh, you know, not very well,” I said blithely with a wry laugh.

Crystal disappeared into the kitchen. I heard the clanking of mugs and my nose wrinkled as a sweet, herby smell penetrated the room. It mingled with the lavender incense, and the whole effect was quite heady. I began to relax almost immediately. Crystal returned and handed me a red mug filled with a hot, sweet-smelling brew. I peered into the mug and frowned.

“What tea is this?” I asked suspiciously.

“My special brew,” Crystal replied calmly, “It will help you to relax so that you can work out which issues to focus on first in your tangled relationship circle.”

She laughed at my cynical expression.

“Jessica,” she said lightly, “Do you seriously think I would hold illegal substances in my house?”

I laughed in reply. Christine Waters, the successful lawyer, works closely with the police, hence the reason she was friendly, or at least acquainted, with Jack. She had explained to me that witches were wary of vampires simply because of their volatile mood swings. I was fast learning what she meant, but I was in too deep now and there was no escaping my love for Jack. 

Crystal seemed slightly more comfortable with Danny, but as soon as one or both men began displaying characteristic behaviours, she would throw up her magical defences and send them away or remove herself from the situation. She certainly did not approve of all the trouble they had caused for me, but she also understood that it had been preset by higher powers. My journey was to be a complicated one, and I just had to deal with it one step at a time.

The tea seemed to be working. I did calm down, my thoughts slowed, and things began to seem a lot less complicated than they had during the day. Crystal talked to me about the upcoming celebrations for our Mabon festival, and then the pagan new year, Samhain. I felt excited to be a part of these gatherings. 

Crystal wanted to take me shopping for a gown, a ceremonial robe, as she called it. I quite liked the gypsy skirts and velvet dresses that she wore outside of work, but I couldn’t see myself in them. I was a jeans and t-shirt girl, and for work I preferred more formal dresses, skirts, and blouses in primary colours. Perhaps it was my discovery of being a witch, or my pre-conceived ideas of what a witch should look like, but I was eager to experiment and so I happily agreed to meet her on my day off the following week. 

We managed to last for a whole hour without mentioning my dramas and dilemmas, and I was on my second mug of Crystal’s homemade tea when she asked the question.

“How are you managing your snow tiger?” Crystal asked quietly.

I looked up sharply, my heart skipping a beat. It sounded strange to talk about Suri aloud as though she were a real creature. I mean, she is a real creature, but not physical, and I am still struggling to work out the practicalities of my having a spirit animal as a familiar.

“Um, ok I think,” I said, coughing round a lump in my throat.

Crystal inclined her head and regarded me thoughtfully.

“She is a strong animal, Jessica,” she said, “I can feel her power even now as she rests in her hidden lair.”

I nodded, blinking away moisture that had sprung to my eyes. Leaning forward, I put my empty mug down on the coffee table and straightened up to look at Crystal. 

“How do you manage yours?” I asked, “I mean, surely there’s a way of calming down all this...energy?”

Crystal nodded once and shook back her long, black hair.

“Yes,” she replied, “I first met Samuel when I was sixteen. He was hard work.”

I frowned.

“Samuel is a cheetah, yes?” I asked. 

“Yes,” she replied, “He inhabits a world very similar to Suri, but his resembles an African desert landscape. They mimic their real-life species, but they have their own powers and quirks. Samuel can be playful at times, and it took me a lot of patience and training to calm him down. Luckily, I managed to pass it off as teenage hormones.”

“Hmm,” I replied, “Well, you know about Suri. I mean, you know about her and Danny, don’t you?”

Crystal nodded.

“You don’t need to be embarrassed with me Jessica,” she replied, “Your tiger desires the wolf alpha, I know. And Jack told me what happened when you healed Danny after your battle with Emily Rose.”

I closed my eyes and remembered the events of the last month. When Danny lay dying from vampire-inflicted injuries, my snow tiger had come forward and persuaded me that we could save him. I was so upset about Sally, and so worried for Danny, that I agreed immediately without question. Suri used my body and my power together with the combined energies of the werewolves, and we performed a magical ritual that gave Danny the strength to heal. 

It was an amazing experience, and still felt like a dream now. The result was that I somehow became tied to Danny in a very intimate way. We had kissed, and we wanted to do so much more, even though his brother was present the whole time. Since then, I had avoided Danny as much as possible, because I literally could not trust myself around him. Suri was very persuasive, and she wanted me to have sex with him so that she could access his wolf through me. 

It was complicated. I couldn’t quite understand how it all worked, but I could not take a chance. It was wrong. It must be wrong. Surely, I could not desire my boyfriend’s brother, and use such a crazy excuse to sleep with him. Opening my eyes, I focussed on Crystal’s intelligent gaze.

“I really want to sleep with Danny,” I said, coughing again, almost as though I didn’t dare admit my feelings, “And I know it is wrong. I can’t do that to Jack.”

Crystal kept her expression blank. 

“Danny has dropped all pretence with you now,” she said, “Hasn’t he?”

I nodded.

“Yes,” I replied, “At first he was coy, even sensitive to my feelings, but now, after everything that happened, he just stares at me like he could eat me.”

She didn’t smile. She nodded.

“The alpha is showing his true colours,” she said, “He no longer needs to hide himself from you. In fact, I would go so far as to say he is flaunting his power to attract you more.”

“Then why is he avoiding me?” I asked.

She smiled gently.

“Perhaps he is avoiding Jack,” she said, “He knows his brother can be volatile. They fight over the most ridiculous things sometimes. Have you not learned that yet?”

I was quiet for a moment. Suddenly I felt selfish. Of course, Jack and Danny needed some space. Yes, they were identical twins, they shared a special magical bond, and they would never see the other one hurt by an external force. But I had seen them at loggerheads. In fact, there had been a fight one afternoon just a few months ago, when we were trying to track down Emily Rose. 

It was a tense morning when Danny found me in the woods with Marcus Scott. I flushed with remorse when I thought about what I had almost done for a second time with the vampire. What kind of woman was I, that I could so easily cheat on the man I loved? Danny intervened, but his power attracted Suri’s attention. She thrived on his anger, and the raw, animal energy had drawn her out. She manifested as a ghostly apparition in the brothers’ living room, after I begged her to stop them from killing each other. After that I noticed a distance between Jack and me, as he struggled to accept that I had no knowledge of my abilities and my animal familiar before I met him.

“Maybe you are right,” I said, “What can I do?”

“That is your decision,” Crystal replied, “Suri is headstrong. She will not back down until she gets what she wants. She also feels your personal attraction to Danny, and she is using that to her advantage. This is a situation where talking it out might not be the best course of action.”

My heart skipped a beat, and I raised my eyes to look at her.

“You think I should sleep with him?” I asked incredulously. 

She shrugged and sipped her tea.

“Perhaps,” she said, “Yours is a complicated relationship. It isn’t human. Vampires are rarely known to be monogamous. What makes you think Jack will remain faithful?”

I shook my head as my body ran hot then cold, and I shivered as a chill ran down my spine.

“I don’t know,” I replied, “Am I being naïve?”

“Maybe,” Crystal said, “You still have a lot to learn about living with supernatural creatures. You have a lot to learn about being one, too.”

I took a deep breath and let it out slowly.

“So, I take it one day at a time, then,” I said.

Crystal nodded.

“Yes,” she replied, “I think that is the best way to handle everything. Give Danny the space to mourn for his lost lieutenant, but don’t shut him out if he asks you for help. It will be uncomfortable, but I know you care about him, and you cannot hide the fact. Your friendship is just a little more physical than it would be with another human.”

I swallowed nervously.

“You keep talking about us as non-human,” I said, “But I am still human, surely. I mean, yes, I have this animal familiar living inside my subconscious somewhere, but physically I’m just a normal person, right?”

Crystal stared straight at me, and in the soft lamp light of her living room her eyes seemed to glow like jewels. It was eerie, but she was incredibly beautiful in a frightening way. My breath caught in my throat as I stared at her, unable to look away.

“You are both,” she replied, “You are human, yes, but you are a witch, Jessica. If you take some time to study your craft, learn how to utilize your powers and those of your animal familiar, you will become far more than a mere human. But it takes time, patience, and lots of practice.”

I nodded and a pang of excitement shot through me. It was almost like a voice inside my head was screaming for me to get on with it and discover what we were capable of. I didn’t know who the ‘we’ was. I knew that it was not Suri. It was yet another spiritual entity, and one that I did not have the strength to explore currently. But maybe later, when everything had settled with Jack and Danny, I could explore my witchcraft and see where it took me. 

I returned home that night feeling a lot lighter in my heart and with a slightly clearer mind. Crystal couldn’t fix my problems, but she had certainly given me the advice I needed. I was no longer in the human world. I had to stop thinking like one, and I couldn’t keep hiding from Danny and the wolves. It was time to return to the Ship. 
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I knew Jack was in my house before I even approached the door to my kitchen. His energy permeated the air around me, luring me in and drawing me close without conscious thought. The presence of his car parked in the road at the back of the building was a confirming factor though. His large BMW 4x4 dwarfed my tiny Ford Fiesta as I parked behind it level with my gate. At first glance my heart skipped a beat when I thought perhaps Danny was at my house. He and Jack had identical cars, with the only difference being one digit on their number plates. 

Common sense told me that Jack would be here, not his brother. And then I felt his energy. It sent cold shivers up and down my spine, and I felt something uncurl in the pit of my stomach, sort of like butterflies but more serpent-like. Jack’s vampire energy called to something dark and macabre hidden deep inside me, while Danny’s werewolf power was hot and excitable like the animal of his lineage.   

Taking a deep breath, I shook back my long, auburn hair, and walked purposefully up my garden path, treading carefully on the slick paving stones after the heavy showers of rain that kept falling at intervals. Stepping into my kitchen, I heard the TV upstairs. Jack was in my living room. I dropped my handbag onto the wooden bench that sat along the wall adjacent to my back door. Kicking off my shoes, I left them near the door, checked that the locks were secured, and then I headed up the stairs to face my vampire lover.  

Flipping on the light switch, I found Jack sitting on the sofa watching a panel quiz show on TV. He blinked and lifted his head slowly, trying to focus under the bright electric light as it hurt his sensitive eyes. He managed not to flinch, but I felt his discomfort, and it gave me a bizarre sense of satisfaction. I walked into the room, smiling, and sat down on the edge of the armchair that sat at an angle to my sofa. I waited until Jack could look at me properly, and then I spoke.

“Hi, Jack,” I said.

“Jessica,” he replied, “You seem... happier than you did earlier.”

I nodded.

“Yes,” I said, “Crystal helped to calm me down and set a few things straight in my head.”

“What sort of things?” Jack asked.

“What to do about the werewolves,” I replied, “More specifically, your brother.”

Jack pursed his lips, and I could feel him struggle as his natural jealousy flared. He did not want to be angry with his brother, or me, but he could not help himself. It was in his nature to be possessive. 

“And what do you intend to do with Danny?” he asked carefully.

I sighed heavily and looked straight into Jack’s bright blue eyes.

“Nothing in particular,” I said, “For now. He needs to explain what exactly happened between Suri and his wolf when we healed him.”

Jack nodded.

“You forged a metaphysical bond with him,” he said, “It is simple. You are a part of Danny just as much as you are a part of me now.”

I shook my head.

“But you know we both want more from each other,” I said, holding his gaze, “I can’t be shy about it any longer.”

“Very well,” Jack said, “So, you wish to sleep with my brother? Sate your thirst for his flesh so that your tiger can feed on him?”

I frowned.

“You seem to know a lot about this,” I said, “Doesn’t it bother you?”

Jack laughed, but it was an unhappy sound, and my body reacted with a pang of alarm. Suri crept forward, her hackles raised, her tail swishing slowly and her nose twitching as she assessed this new potential threat to our safety. One thing I had learned very quickly was that my snow tiger could fight through my body if I gave her the option. I was not a violent person, and I had never trained in combat or even been in so much as a drunken brawl before, but I knew how to fight using her animal instincts. I silently asked her to retreat. I told her I was dealing with the situation. She hesitated, sensed the vampire, and accepted my request. 
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