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CHAPTER ONE
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MY NAME IS KATIE, AND about a month ago, I bought a small cottage in a forest. 

The cottage is far away from the city and offers me the seclusion and privacy I have been looking for. After living in my cottage for about two weeks, I met my two neighbors: Kaleb, a Werewolf, and Lucas, a Vampire. Through the course of the evening, we explore my cottage and end up finding a spellbook belonging to a Dark Fae named Alberich. It didn’t take him long to come searching for it, and after a small skirmish, I find out my new home belonged to my Great Grandmother, Arabella. I didn’t even know I had any living relatives anymore. 

Then, Alberich did a sneaky Name spell on me and kidnapped me to his camp, which he set up in the forest. While there, I met my best friend, Alina, a Light Fae, and a Queen. My friends tried to rescue me, and when I saw them fall at the hands of Alberich, I got scared and offered myself up to marry him. He accepted and sent my friends away. On the day of my wedding, Alina’s father and their army of Light Fae attacked. Alberich tried to use me as leverage and ended up dying at the hands of Kaleb and Lucas. I was married and widowed on the same day. And it turned out Alberich was dubbed King in the Unseelie Court—making me a Queen.  

Once things got settled in the Glen, I headed back to my home with Kaleb. His pack was all over my place, fixing and repairing my cottage. He has his own business called Wolf Construction—We Transform Magically—excellent play on words there. Anyway, Lucas paid for everything, Kaleb fixed everything, and I live in the cottage.

***
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TODAY, KALEB IS SITTING on my new kitchen chair, and I’m sitting on his lap, facing him. He has his hands up my shirt, splayed across my back, anchoring me in place while he devours my lips. I guess being a hundred or so years old has made him an expert kisser. I don’t know how old he is—he looks thirty-ish. And I don’t know exactly how I got to this position, but I like it. I think I may have been thanking him again for my home. I come up for air and rest my forehead against his. He nuzzles my chin and goes to capture my lips again. Seriously, if we keep this up, the wooden chair is going to catch fire.

I place my hands on his shoulders and pull back, breathless. He uses those hazel eyes, with gold flecks, to mesmerize me—and here I thought it was only a vampire trait. He tries to get to my lips again, and I angle away from him. My lips are swollen, and so are his. He might not get sore, but humans do. Plus, my face is tingling from his stubble. Reluctantly, I feel his hands slide back down out of my shirt. I think one of his hands lingers on my butt. However, I’m already moving off his lap.  

Kaleb and Lucas still don’t—or won’t?—leave me alone. Even though Alberich is gone, they still check in with me regularly. Kaleb has a business to run, which he manages in between checking on me. And, since he often stops by, he makes sure I always have beer in my fridge. I don’t usually drink it, but he does. He snags his beer and drains the last. It’s going to be dark soon, and I suspect Lucas will show up soon. 

Kaleb stands and pushes the chair under the table. I feel him come up behind me and nuzzle my neck. I bring my shoulder up to my chin with a smile. He then kisses my cheek and leaves. Out of the new kitchen window over my sink, I watch him disappear into the forest. No sooner is he gone than I hear my front door open and know Lucas is here now. I push away from the kitchen sink and greet him. We decide to do movie night. I still haven’t done it, and he doesn’t watch movies in any regular capacity. He doesn’t care what we watch as long as I want to watch it. I’m about to put on a romance movie, think better of it, and put on an action movie instead. This movie has cars racing about and undercover law enforcement setting up stings. 

At some point during the movie, when I thank him for his generous contribution to my home’s renovations, I start kissing him. Now, I’m straddling his lap on the couch, and we’re making out. His cool lips feel good on my heated ones. His hands are on my hips, anchoring me in place over his lap, and my hands are on his shoulders. He slants his lips against mine once again, and this time I feel a sharp prick on my lip and back up. Lucas has fangs. He covers them with his lips while mumbling an apology, and I rest my hot forehead against his cool one.  

Slowly, I disengage myself from his lap and slide down to his side. He puts his arm around me, and we stare at the TV. I’ve long since lost my place in this movie and do not know what is going on. I don’t exactly care because leaning against Lucas is nice—comforting. 

I go to bed after the movie—alone. 

Lucas knows his way around, and he has access to my home. So does Kaleb. It makes me feel better knowing they can get in at any time if trouble comes my way.  

***
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IN THE MORNING, I FINALLY take my cold shower. It’s summer, so I know the day will grow warm. However, all the trees casting shade over my home help keep it cool. So does the new air system which Kaleb installed. I have new ductwork for heating and cooling. I head to my kitchen for coffee and glance at the kitchen clock upon entering. It’s almost nine in the morning. The sun is bright, and the birds are chirping, and the car door is loud. 

I pause, brows knitting together. I’m out in the boonies, surrounded by forest, and I cannot see the road leading to my home. So, to have someone drive in here is odd and out of place. Turning to look through the archway to the big picture window facing the front yard, I see a familiar faded red SUV. I notice the vehicle has dark tinted windows, which is different from the last time I’d ridden in it. He parks on the dirt drive near Monster. Walking to the front door, I scowl. In the shadow of the trees, he walks to the porch, hopping up the two steps without trouble, and I open the door right as he reaches it.  

“How did you find me?” I mean, it isn’t like it’s a huge secret, but neither did I tell him where I am now. 

I also realize he must have gotten an early start to get here at this time in the morning. I hold my front door ajar, fingers curled around the edge, and my knuckles white. I want to slam the door but hold back for the time being. He looks good. His sandy blonde hair is shaggy, but it suits him. He always had a nice build, but I find myself comparing it to the other two men in my life. I look at my feet and sigh, pulling the front door wider and telling him he can come in. He tugs open the storm door and steps inside. He gazes around, issuing a low whistle. 

“This—this is nice,” he says and walks into the living room. He lives in a one-bedroom apartment in the city.

“Want something to drink? Coffee? Beer?” Kaleb would not like me giving away his beer.  

“Uh, coffee. That’s good.”

I lead the way into my kitchen, and he wanders around it, checking it out, tracing his fingers over my cabinets. He makes little approval noises, which I quickly find annoying. I turn to the new coffee pot, which is far simpler than the percolator I used before, faster too. Once it heats up, I gesture for him to sit. We’re silent for a moment, listening to the coffee machine.  

He looks at me. “You look good, Katie.”

Well, I’m a Queen, I want to say—I don’t. “You too, Sam.” It’s true. He does. “How did you find me?”

“I did some digging.” He rubs the back of his neck. “Katie, I’m sorry. I should have never... started things with Nicole again.”

Well, this is true. I wanted to be in a relationship with him. He told me how she used him, and I fell for it. 

I hold silent, chewing the inside of my cheek. Sam looks down, and the coffee sputters its last drops. I stand and get two new coffee cups from my set of four. I fill the mugs and bring them back to the table. Setting them down, I get the sugar for him, place it before him, and take my seat. I look around my new kitchen with a wistful smile. I’m glad I didn’t move in with Sam in his tiny apartment. My gaze swings back to him, and I watch him scoop out exactly two spoons of sugar. It irritates me. He lifts the mug to his lips, acts like he’s going to drink, then sets the mug back down. 

His eyes meet mine again. “I’ve missed you.”

I frown at my mug. I didn’t miss him, I realize, especially after the last few events in my life. It seems like a lifetime ago, but it has only been a month. 

“After you came to see me, I realized what we had.”

Damn. 

I only went to see him because he works in a blood bank. Gag. Don’t even get me started on my gag reflex and dating a guy who works at a place like that. However, I showed up at his place of work and told him he owed me. I cajoled him into stealing a blood bag for me. No, I don’t feel guilty; the bastard used me and was seeing Nicole on the side. I went to see Sam all so I could welcome Lucas properly if he showed up at my house again. 

Idly, I wonder what Sam would think if I told him I was married since I last saw him. I smile into my coffee mug and realize too late, Sam thinks I’m smiling for him. 

“You feel the same?”

I glare at him. “You used me.” 

Sam has the good grace to look ashamed, but he stays quiet. Frankly, I’m not surprised. He leans forward to grasp my hand, and I pull back and eye him.

He presses his lips together and studies me. “Do you want—to try again?”

Do I?  

After the two make-out sessions with Kaleb and Lucas, respectively, Sam pales in comparison. Actually, there is no comparison—Sam sucks at kissing. But try a relationship with him again?—No. I was reeling because of the death of my parents when I began dating him. Then, he cheated. 

“No, Sam. I can’t. I’m trying to build a new life.” I press my lips together at his wince, pleased he caught my drift. 

“Katie,” he pleads, his shoulders sagging, “I didn’t mean to. She texted me about getting together, and at first, I told her no. Then told her I was with someone else—you. But she kept pressing me, telling me about what we had together, and I just had to work through things.” 

“You told me you broke it off with her because she cheated on you. Then, you entertain her texts and keep in contact with her? Why are you here, Sam?” At least I only wasted four months with him. Many women don’t find out for years.

“Because it’s over. For good.” As if to make a liar out of him, his phone chimes. 

Sam ducks his head and slips it out of his pocket. I watch his lips press together, and his eyes flash in dismay. He then realizes I’m watching him, and he slips the phone back in his pocket quickly. 

“Work. I have to cover a shift for a coworker.”

“Are you done with your coffee?” I ask immediately. Okay, I admit it; I am disappointed in his lie, and I’m not sure he and Nicole were through with each other while he was dating me.  

Sam jerks slightly, and his lips part like he’s about to reply. Then he looks at the coffee mug but pushes it toward me. My eyes narrow at him when he makes eye contact.  

“Seriously, Katie. I came here to say I’m sorry. I want to try again. We had something. I’m done with Nicole.” He sounds sincere. 

I look away. I want to at least believe he is sorry, but he’s not. I’m done with him. Kaleb and Lucas would kill him, anyway. I stand and gesture to the front door. Like a whipped dog, he precedes me to the front door. I open it and hold it like I did when he first arrived, minus the white knuckles. 

“You still have my number? Call me after you’ve had a chance to think about it. Okay? I’ll be waiting.”

He says it like I’m going to change my mind and come back running. It annoys me. He leans in to kiss me or give me a peck on the cheek, but I stop him with a glare. It’s then I notice his eyes look different, like he wears contacts—also something new. However, before I can verify, he straightens and jerks his chin in goodbye before walking to his vehicle. I watch him back out, and the SUV’s front tire grazes Monster. The decoration topples over, and I slam the door, hearing the storm door rattle in response. I stomp back to the kitchen. 

Sam’s oppressiveness is heavy in the kitchen, and I’m extremely agitated. He may have been sorry or even contrite, but he never took responsibility for his actions. I put my hands on my hips, stretching my back and looking at the ceiling for a moment. Through my kitchen window, I catch the sight of someone walking in the backyard, and seeing Kaleb out there, I frown. He shows up every day at various times to make sure I’m all right. 

Wonderful.

The moment he comes inside, he tries to hug me, but I back away. I don’t want to be touched right now. Stupid Sam!—making me all edgy and crabby!

“Who was here?” Kaleb asks. His nostrils are flaring, and he notes the two coffee mugs. 

“Just a friend... from my past,” I say, trying to deflect, reaching for the mugs. 

I pour out Sam’s full mug and move to put the coffee mugs in the dishwasher. I do not want to discuss Sam. He’s in my past, and I need to make him stay there.

“A male friend?” 

I hear the jealousy, and I’m instantly irritated. “I can have other people in my home. I didn’t know the remodeling of my cottage came with conditions.” Dang, I’m snarky—I might need a nap.

Kaleb rocks back like I struck him, and I am instantly sorry. “I can smell when people are here, Katie,” he informs me quietly.

As if I could forget. He’s a werewolf with excellent smelling capabilities. He told me it was how he found me in the Glen. He could smell my scent up to the camp line, where Alberich put up his magic shield. Comes in handy for a werewolf, I guess. 

Sucks for my privacy.

I don’t like his tone, and I’m irritable again. “You just can’t come in here and kill every man who takes an interest in me!” I shout.

“Like Alberich?” Kaleb asks in a low, dangerous tone. 

I blanch and step back. Did I say kill? I’ve crossed a major line, and it’s not fair. Kaleb swears and turns away from me. 

“Kaleb!” I whisper as my heart lurches. Sam has made me crabby, and I have no right to take it out on him. “Kaleb,” I entreat again, my breath hitches. His hand is on the kitchen doorknob, and I see him warring with himself. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that. Sam is someone from my past, and he found me.”

“Are you in danger?” He looks over his shoulder. 

I shake my head, exhaling a breath. “No. Sam won’t hurt me. It was a rocky relationship. I wanted one, and he never let go of the woman who dumped him. It lasted four months. Then I found the cottage.”

“You were going to move in with him?”

“We discussed it.”

His hand leaves the doorknob, and he turns to me. I can’t help it; tears fill my eyes. These tears are not for what Sam and I could have had. These tears are because I snapped at one of the only two real men in my life who care about me so much; he would give his life for me.

I continue, “Then, I found out he was texting her, and I called him out on it. He said he’d been seeing her while seeing me. I thought we were exclusive, and... well, I guess not. At that point, we’d been seeing each other for four months and had discussed moving our relationship into a living arrangement.” I bite my lip and look away. 

Kaleb takes a few tentative steps toward me, and I take a step back. I want him to hold me, but I don’t want him to touch me right now. 

How messed up is that?

“When my parents died, I received a small inheritance from them. It wasn’t much, but I figured it was enough to live off for a while. Then the relationship turned, and I started looking for my own place and found this cottage.” I look at my hands and turn them palms up. “You know the rest.”

Kaleb is near me. He doesn’t touch me, but I can feel his heat. I can smell him. He always smells good, like pine trees. 

I look up sharply. “You know what? I don’t even care. He’s so far a part of my past, I don’t even care about it anymore.”

Kaleb meets my eyes. “I think you care something about it.”

It sounds like he’s pushing me, and I snap, “Okay, yeah!” I’m not quite shouting, but it’s close. “Yeah. You know what I care about? I was looking for a relationship. A relationship built on trust! Someone to grow my life with. You know what I got? A cheater! A cottage. A Great Grandmother who’s a witch. Two hot guys who are supernatural,”—he smiles, and I ignore him—“and then, I get kidnapped, gain a friend, and get married and widowed on the same day. And the two guys in my life kill my husband in front of me.” I wither then and slump down into a chair.

Whew! Was I truly holding all that in?

Kaleb is careful not to touch me and sits beside me, facing me. “And you’re a Queen.”

“Ugh. Don’t remind me. I’m human. I’m not Fae.” My life this past month has been so weird, and I guess I’ve been bottling it up.

Kaleb finally reaches over and covers my listless hand. He’s so warm, and it’s so comforting. 

“Katie, you are one of the strongest humans I’ve ever met. The first time we met, you weren’t even scared.”

I make a face. “You’re really cute,” I grump grudgingly.

Kaleb’s lips quirk. “Then you helped me with my wound. You brought a vampire into your home. Lucas and I were not the perfect guests, and you put us both in our place. You let us come back to visit—even after knowing what we were. Humans don’t do that. You faced Alberich and Davorin head-on and made a good friend in the process. I admire your strength, tenacity, and attitude.”

His hand squeezes mine, and my eyes cut to our joined hands. I love this werewolf, and it makes my heart squeeze. 

I stay quiet, and he continues, “I think I fell in love with you the first day I met you.”

My lips part, and my heart pounds. Who needs Sam?—Sam, who? I have a warm, steady, powerful man in my life who professed his love for me. 

“I love you too,” I say, and he moves in to kiss me. I angle my head up. “I love Lucas, too.” My eyes don’t leave his. I can’t profess to love him without him knowing I love Lucas, too.

Kaleb sits back, lips pressed, and dips his chin slightly.  

“You two are both a part of my life, and I fell in love with both of you when you were willing to fight to rescue me from Alberich.” I pull my hand from Kaleb’s and it feels cold. “I love you both, and I don’t know what to do about it.”

Okay,” he finally says. “I can live with that. For now.” He stands, leans over, and kisses my cheek. Then, he turns and leaves. 

What in my Queen Fae Hell am I going to do?

***
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I’M STILL EDGY AND have been all day. Sam’s visit is bothering me. Why did he seek me out now? How did he find me? He said he dug around, but it seems odd he’d do it in the first place. Leaning back in my chair, I chew my lip and stare at the floor. Why now? Why did Sam come now? Something is niggling my brain about this. I know I was his rebound, and he never did leave Nicole, even after professing he was in love with me. I almost slept with him that night because he told me what I was waiting to hear.

Stupid, I know. 

However, I did not sleep with him. Nicole had texted him. Sam hid it from me, but when he was in the bathroom... I know, I was that person. I peeked. It was like ice water all over my body. I slipped his phone back on the sofa where he left it when I heard the toilet flush. He came out later, and I pretended to watch the TV. I saw him eye his phone, and me as he sat down and put his arm around me. I didn’t confront him then, since I was upset. However, I left shortly after—after pretending everything was okay and I was ‘just tired’ and ‘not feeling well.’ He acted concerned, and I waved off his insistence on driving me home.

I tap my fingers on the kitchen table. Why does it come to mind now? Now, I’m truly agitated. Extremely so. I’m also shaking. I stand and walk around my house, hopefully to ease my tension. Sam seemed off, but in my excitement at hearing those three little words—I ignored it. Now, looking back, what made him tell me then? I’m so agitated I fail to notice my front door opening. I spin in surprise and sag my shoulders. It’s Lucas. I try to give him a smile for a greeting and fail. I don’t want to smile. 

Stupid Sam!—making me all crabby again!

“What’s wrong?” Lucas asks. He pauses at the door and sniffs. “You had a guest?”

I’m instantly irritated again. “Yes,” I say defiantly. 

“Who?”

“None of your business,” I tell him vehemently. “You don’t need to know just because you paid for everything here!” 

Lucas steps back with his hands up, giving me a wary look. 

Shit!

I have absolutely no reason to be treating him this way. “Lucas, I’m sorry!” I walk to him and take his cold hand. “I did have a visitor today. He showed up unexpectedly, and it’s made me all edgy.” 
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