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      The cursor blinked on my screen as a migraine pulsed at my temple. I closed my eyes for a second to massage the area, and when I opened them again, I was staring at the face of my nightmare. I screamed and jerked back, falling out of the office chair I was sitting in. I picked myself back up and edged back to the desk. I peered over the arm of the chair to check if the threat was still there. Never in my wildest dreams had I expected to see him again. I had run from my past for a reason. I hadn’t seen him in hundreds of years. So why was he here now?

      “Emmaline, you look lovelier than you did back then. I know you’re there, so come out of hiding.”

      I sat back on the floor and tried to calm my heart and breath. It was coming too fast. It was all too fast, too much. I couldn’t breathe... Then I felt the magic surge. A hint of fuchsia traveled up my arms and into my eyes, calming my racing heart. I closed my eyes, counted to three, and stood to face the man I thought I had escaped.

      “Darcy. How did you find me?”

      “That doesn’t matter. All that matters is that I need a favor.”

      “You need a favor? Why now?”

      “Emmaline, you left me. The least you can do me is the honor of a small favor for breaking my heart.”

      The power inside me rose up again, and I inhaled to keep it at bay. I laughed. Power made me giddy. Power made me sick.

      “Breaking your heart? It was the least I could do for what you did to me.”

      “What I did… Emma, I did nothing but love you.”

      “Love me? No, you ruined me.” My finger hovered over the escape button, ready to close down the video chat window. But his voice did something that made me take my hand away. I sighed. Damn. This man would be the death of me.

      “What do you want, Darcy?”

      “I need you to track down your ancestor Evaline and her Dragon Shifter lover. They’ve roamed over to the human realm.”

      “Ah, yes. I thought I could feel the shift of magic. I’ll deal with it. Don’t worry.”

      “Thank you. And when you do find them, come find me.”

      I closed down the chat and whispered to the black screen, “Not even in your dreams.”
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      One year later

      The whir of the coffee machine pulled me out of my daydream.

      “Emma?” I looked up.

      “Yes. That’s me.” I shuffled over to the counter and took my warm cup of much-needed caffeine from the barista. I pressed a plastic lid down on it and took a sip.

      Mm. That was good. Now I was ready to begin my day.

      I checked my vintage wristwatch. It was 8:28 a.m. on a Monday. A day I hated. A time I hated even more. But priding myself as a morning person, I plastered a smile on my face and pushed through the mass of commuters doing the same thing as me—moving toward their place of work. Before I came here, I relished in the power of good beauty sleep, and mornings were my enemy. In fact, I once tried to make mornings illegal. It worked well for a few years until that unfortunate incident where someone who shall not be named ruined my life forever. I was forced to flee, and who knows what happened to my kingdom after that. The bustling, fast-moving city of Sydney was a big change from the pristine palaces of my old kingdom.

      But if I was going to live here, I had to adapt. And adapt I did.

      I got an internship at a national newspaper as a journalist and studied hard. Because of the age I appeared to be, no one took me seriously, but once they saw how good I was at my job, they soon fell at my feet. Well, not literally. I was still waiting for the day when they would—or when I could be bothered to make them.

      I hated using my powers and hated magic even more. That was why I prided myself in keeping the existence of magic hidden here in the human realm.

      I walked into my cramped office and immediately booted up my computer. I clicked on the mail icon and groaned when I saw the sheer number of unread emails clogging my inbox folders. This job was a cover for my real job, investigating the mysterious leads humans sent to the newspaper. Stories of the weird and the unexplained. The magical things. Things that shouldn’t exist but did. That’s why I had to put an end to Darcy’s campaign. But my boss would kill me, and I wouldn’t have a job. It was a double-edged sword. I had to keep doing what I was doing. If I put a stop to magic use and Darcy’s quest, I had no purpose in this world. I sighed and took another sip of my latte, repeating my mantra:

      “I wanted this. This is my purpose.”

      It was the only thing that kept me sane. That was hard when Darcy insisted on torturing me.

      He was my enemy in more ways than one. Ever since my ancestor, Eva, banished the former ‘archaic’ laws of our secret world, much to my chagrin, the world in which all supernatural beings existed, my former kingdom, all magical and supernatural beings, were now free to come and go between that world and this one. But only under one condition—they don’t harm humans. And they had to answer to—you guessed it, him. Darcy. My vampire ex-boyfriend.

      Darcy loved magic, also much to my chagrin. And he encouraged the free use of magic within the human realm. See where I’m going here?

      I clicked on the first email and began reading.

      My boss had heard reports from several sources of large wolves or dogs seen roaming the forests of New Zealand. The weird part was, these large dogs weren’t killing anything—not even pets or livestock or native animals, and only appeared to come out at night. What was also strange was wolves weren’t endemic to New Zealand.

      Straight away, I thought of wolf shifters who had crossed through the veil. But wolf shifters weren’t nocturnal that I knew of. I had seen them out during the day. My ancestor Eva had befriended one named Henry and made him the new king of the eastern side of the supernatural realm. I had never heard of a creature that fit the description in all my immortal years. I had to investigate… and try to ignore Darcy at the same time.
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      Two days later, I landed in Auckland, and as I grabbed my carry-on luggage from the plane's overhead compartment, I turned on my phone. It beeped several times, telling me I had numerous missed calls and unread text messages. As soon as I saw they were from Darcy, I groaned and tossed my phone into the bottom of my bag. Modern technology was a curse as well as a blessing. I needed my phone, laptop, and tablet for work but could do without the added annoyance of my immortal ex. I didn’t read a single message he had sent me, but I’m sure they were all about me flying off to investigate the mysterious wolves of New Zealand.

      He probably thought I was interfering. I was—so he could just deal with it. I had tried to work with him in controlling the supernatural creatures, but lately, more and more humans were becoming aware of us. They had seen things that were… unexplainable. This couldn’t go on much longer.

      When I walked out into the airport terminal, I collected my suitcase at the carousel and headed over to hire a car. Before I had stepped off the plane, I placed my sunglasses on. This was for two reasons—one, it was sunny. And two, I didn’t want people to see my pink irises. I could control them most of the time, make them appear blue and human-like, but sometimes, my magic slipped. This happened especially when I was tired. And today, I was running on only one coffee, which meant I was tired, and my human glamor was in danger of slipping. And because I was tired, I wasn’t thinking straight. I slid my sunglasses up onto my head when I greeted the car hire salesperson. Big mistake. As soon as I set down my suitcase beside the stand and looked up at the man behind the desk, he gasped audibly and dropped the pen he’d been holding onto the desk. It had happened before, and I usually covered myself with humor.

      “Oh, are my dark circles that bad? I apologize. I don’t normally subject myself to anyone without at least three coffees in my bloodstream.”

      “I—” He chuckled awkwardly and scrambled to find his pen and the car brochure. “So how can I help you today?”

      “I’d like a good reliable vehicle. One that’s suitable for driving into the mountains and forest areas.”

      “Uh… certainly. We have a few cars that will suit your need. Uh…” He was still staring at me, so I slid my shades back over my eyes and smiled at him with closed lips. This got him moving.

      “We have a Mitsubishi ACX, a Range Rover, or a Honda CRV available.”

      “Perfect. I’ll take the Range Rover,” I told him, placing my credit card down on the counter with a slap.

      “Um… sure. Do you have your driver’s license too?”

      “Oh. Certainly.” I handed him my driver’s license with a confident smile. The young man, who had to be at least twenty human years old, studied my driver’s license. Probably trying to discern that I was of legal age. I was actually way beyond legal. Over three hundred years past legal, to be exact. But since coming to the human realm, I’d had to get fake IDs made. In human years, I was meant to be eighteen. The young man took a copy of my license and handed me papers to sign before handing me the keys to the Range Rover.

      “Thank you so much. I appreciate it.”

      “You’re welcome.”

      I took my license back and picked up my bags before heading outside to the parking lot. I glanced back over my shoulder as I headed out the door to see the young man had stopped staring at me. But that was due to a bit of a distraction spell I may have cast over him to make him look the other way and make me appear human. I hated using magic, but sometimes, it was hard to avoid. Humans weren’t as aware of things that were different as supernatural beings were, but they were still aware.
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