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            Samantha

          

        

      

    

    
      My wrist was raw from tugging on the chain attached to it. If I could break my thumb or dislocate it like I'd seen done in the movies to get out, I would have already. The supe that locked me up here hadn't returned. Alastor. I rolled the name around in my head. It felt familiar. But for the life of me, I couldn't remember from where. It didn't matter. He'd be dead once I got my hands on him.

      He ruined my plan with that demon. I was so close to learning the truth, I could feel it. But it wasn't only him that did this to me. My gaze fell to my bindings. Ty. He'd betrayed me. And even that felt familiar. All of this was déjà vu, yet not.

      My attention snapped up to the door as I heard the click of the locks releasing, one by one. I stood, my dagger at the ready. I might not get away, but I could fight, even if it was one-handed. As the thick door pushed in to reveal Alastor and his pet, I growled and lunged for him, coming up short.

      There was a sadness in the depths of his eyes that didn't make sense, and he held a tray of all of my favorite foods. The animal trotted over to me, even with calls from his master to stop. I backed up three steps as it approached, wary of what it might do. One of its heads licked my chained wrist and whined up at me. While another nudged my leg as if trying to get attention. The last stared up at me, waiting for something.

      "Samantha, they want your attention." Souls surrounded Alastor in a tight circle as he stepped closer. I eyed the floor, waiting for him to get to the point I could reach. Not that I could lunge at him again with the large three-head dog sitting at my feet. He seemed to know that too and leaned forward to place the food on a side table I could reach. "You should eat."

      "How do I know you didn't poison it?"

      "I've discovered recently that I'm similar to my father, so I'm sure poison wouldn't be the route I would take if I were to feed you something that you didn't like."

      I took in the food, and he hadn't missed a single item that I loved. I narrowed my eyes when I brought them back to him. "What is that supposed to mean?"

      He tugged his fingers through his hair and sighed. "My father is Hades."

      I choked on the literal air, coughing hard. "You're a God? That would make this a hellhound." I ran my hand over the head begging for attention, and its tongue lolled out the side of its mouth.

      "That is Cer. He loves you too."

      "Too?"

      He nodded. My gaze dropped to the floor at his feet. He was still within range. If I could keep him talking, maybe I could get close.

      A swallow worked his throat. "You have many people that love you, Samantha. You might not believe me right now, but I'm saving you from the Leyak and whatever he has planned. Then we need to save the others."

      There was truth to his words again, and it agitated me. I wasn't sure why, but I felt like I should be doing something and I wasn't. It was right at the edge of my memory.

      "How do I know you aren't working with the demon? You are both from Tartus. Wouldn't that make sense?"

      "The only demon I would work with is Bellamy." Honesty again.

      "The False Prince?" I stepped closer, and he backed up immediately.

      He pressed his lips together and lifted his gaze from Cer to me. "He isn't a false prince. Is that what the demon is making you believe? Is that his plan? He wants to take over the Horde before he lets Osiris storm the Underworld?"

      "I'm not sure who Osiris is, but the rest sounds like what he was trying to convince me of before you showed up and ruined it."

      He tilted his head, studying me like I was saying words he didn't understand. "Ruined what?"

      I threw up my hands, the chain rattling loudly in the room. "I needed to find out how deep the plan went before I took out the threat. But you somehow convinced my brother to help you kidnap me." I held up my chained wrist as proof.

      "I made a promise to the girl I love that I would save you all. And I am going to follow through on that promise."

      A pang went through me at the mention of some other girl. It was strange as if I wanted to be whoever he was talking about. He had said he loved me, hadn't he? No. He just said many people loved me. Disappointment settled in my stomach, and I took a step back. It was irrational.

      He reached out a hand, as if he could stop me from retreating. "Are you okay? You look unwell."

      I pressed my palm to my stomach. I felt sick. But it made little sense. None of this did. Sinking to the bed, I wrapped my chained arm around my waist while my fingers still gripped my dagger with the other hand. Not that I felt like stabbing him now.

      "Samantha?"

      He was worried. I knew it from how he said my name. But how? When I didn't answer, he closed the distance and dropped to his knees in front of me.

      "What is it? Did the gem breaking make you ill?" His fingers glided over my legs and up my arms, checking for injury. I watched him up close. Didn't he know he was in danger being this close to the pointy end of my dagger?

      "What gem?"

      He reached for something in his back pocket, coming back with a key, and my heart lept into my throat. Then he worked the lock on my binding.

      "Fuck," he swore. His fingers ghosted over the damage I'd done trying to get away. "I'm so sorry. I'll get a healing salve. Just stay here. Okay? You don't have a way back to the mortal world without me, and you are safer in this room."

      Flowers bloomed in a pot next to the window, and I glanced over at them. Something about that tugged at a lost memory. Did I know this God? Had we been friends before my memory was messed with? Was that why I couldn't remember some things? I thought it was a spell that had failed, but what if it hadn't failed and I had forgotten people?

      "What gem?" I gripped his fingers between mine, holding him in place, demanding an answer to the question.

      "The red ruby, it was broken by the Leyak. It changed things. People." He swallowed. The sadness was back. I set my dagger next to me and brushed a strand of his dark hair from his forehead. I just wanted to ease it. His eyes dropped shut, and he leaned into my touch as if he were starved for it. My stomach did a strange little flip, and I ran my fingers down the side of his face, over his stubble that felt a little like sandpaper, before dropping my hand. "But I'll fix it, I promise."

      I blinked back tears that wanted to fall. I felt sort of trapped inside my head, like there was something just out of my reach, something important.

      "Now, stay here."
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            Bellamy

          

        

      

    

    
      The Leyak was angry.

      That was probably an understatement if the way he was tearing the pawn shop apart was a sign. I leaned against the wall, watching him lose his shit. All over the demon hunter. She was interesting, and I couldn't stop thinking about her icy blue eyes and white hair. Or the way her lips parted when she looked at me. She made me feel like she wanted me, not because of my power, but because she was attracted to me. Of course, my magic slipped its reins and tried to reach for her.

      Was she off-limits? Of course. But what demon followed those rules? I could give her pleasure the future king could never give her. Even if I was a false prince.

      "I'll find her for you?" I suggested.

      The mage glanced at me before dismissing my offer. He looked at the dragon shifter. "You, I want you to track her. Then I want you to bring her back."

      The prick just nodded his head. I should have known he would send his brute after her. He was all muscle and no brain. I glanced over at the Demi-god; he'd been silent, mostly. And his walls were sky high when it came to reading his mind. In fact, most of the demons in this room were unreadable. That was disappointing.

      All of this was actually quite boring. I released an exaggerated sigh and slumped back against the wall again. My brother would make this interesting, if he wasn't playing house with Juliana. The memory of him seemed to tug something loose inside me. I could see his girl and her men in a room with the demon hunter, dragon shifter, and Demi-god. I shook my head and narrowed my gaze at the mage.

      It was possible he'd done something to my memories. To all of our memories, but there was someone missing. Alastor. My once best friend and secret crush. I had to find him. Maybe he could tell me what was happening, why I had memories that didn't make sense.

      "I need to go hunt," I said. Kicking off the wall, I stepped forward. "I'm getting weak."

      The mage nodded absently, and I took it to mean whatever, so I slipped out of the building and strode down the street. I just needed a mirror and I could travel to Tartus. A vague feeling of knowing the area poked at me, and I turned down the next street. My feet carried me to a place I was sure had mirrors because it was in my fractured memory. A club, Fantasia. There was a room with almost all mirrors, the one my brother had met us in.

      I picked up my speed and was practically running by the time the neon sign came into sight. A large troll stood in front of the door and stepped out of the way with a grunted, “Good evening, Prince".

      My tail flicked the ground behind me as my brow furrowed. Did I know him?

      "Do you know me?" I turned on him as I passed.

      The look of surprise on his face to my question was strange. "Yes." He said it slowly, like it was a trick question. "Lex said you are free to come and go."

      "Lex the Demi-god?"

      "And the owner of this place. Are you okay tonight, Prince? Did something happen to my boss?"

      This was another piece of the puzzle. A confirmation that my memories were altered. All of them were. If the dragon and the Demi-god were still with the mage, then their memories were too.

      "I'm going to find out," I murmured, finally answering him, and entered the familiar club. Knowing exactly where the keys were kept for the VIP rooms, I circled the bar and snagged one. The vampire that was bartending nodded at me like I belonged and went about his business.

      In seconds, I was in the room and in front of the swirling mirror. Without hesitation, I stepped through into a place I used to know well, Alastor's tower room. A startled gasp filled my ears moments before I was pressed into the now solid mirror at my back, a dagger at my throat.

      "What are you doing here?" the demon hunter hissed, and it disorientated me.

      What was I doing here? I shook my head as I met her fierce glare. It was familiar, and my body did not react the way I expected. What was she doing here? Why would she be in Alastor's rooms? Did she know what happened to our memories?

      When I didn't respond, she pressed the dagger harder into my skin. "You should answer me."

      "I came to see Alastor," I admitted. "What are you doing here? The mage is looking everywhere for you."

      "The mage." Her lip curled in disgust. "He altered my memories."

      If he was here right now, I imagined he would face the pointy end of her knife instead of me. "That is why I came to see Alastor."

      She dropped her hand but didn't step back, which really just had her pinning me to the mirror with her body instead. We were barely separated, and each breath we took was felt by the other. My scent filled the space involuntarily as my cock twitched in my pants. Then she was kissing me, her weapon clanging to the ground before her hands threaded into my hair at the base of my neck.

      And I was weak, because I gave in, kissing her back. Flashes of what felt like memories shot through me, of her in my arms, of being inside her memories and knowing her as well as I knew myself. I groaned and deepened our kiss, letting the barrier I always held in place drop between us. Brushing against her mind with mine, she gasped, and I caught the sound with my lips. Then I trailed hot, open-mouthed kisses along her jaw to her throat. She arched her neck for me, and I nuzzled against her familiar scent.

      Mine, everything in me whispered. And it felt like she had heard me because she pressed fully against me with a whimper.

      The urge to sink my teeth into her skin rode me hard, but I resisted. However, I wasn't strong enough not to touch her. My hands ghosted over her curves before settling on her ass and pulling her closer. My head swam at the sensations.

      Vaguely, the sound of the door opening snagged my attention, but not enough for me to stop this madness. It was Cer's nose on my hand that snapped me back into myself. I lifted my head to see Alastor leaning against the closed door behind him, his arms crossed, watching us. A slight smile tugged at his lips, and he pushed off of the door as soon as he had my attention. Spirits flowed around him, and I watched him warily. He hadn't had the ability to control spirits the last time I saw him.

      "Bellamy," he greeted. "I see you two can't resist each other even without your memories intact."

      "What do you know about it?"

      Sam stepped back, putting much-needed distance between us as she dropped to the bed. Although, joining her there sounded like a great option. Alastor crossed the room and knelt in front of her, taking her wrist in his hand. She was hurt. Who hurt her?

      "The mage, he changed what you remember and what you don't. But it seems it didn't erase me completely. What do you remember of me?"

      "You're a prick. But I need help and you have answers."

      He nodded absently and spread a slave onto her wound. "I see."

      "Who hurt her?"

      "She did it herself, trying to get free. Our girl is determined and strong-willed. So it shouldn't be a surprise that she would practically gnaw off her own hand to be free."

      "I didn't try to do that," she replied.

      He chuckled. "But you would have, eventually."

      She shrugged like he was right.

      Familiar. Everything felt familiar or as if I was finally losing my mind.

      "Do you know how to fix what is wrong with me?" I asked.

      He shook his head and glanced over at me. "Not yet."

      "I think I have some fragments of memories. I can remember five of us in the club, and my brother was there. And I feel connected to you and her and even that Demi-god and the dragon. Did I?”

      "Claim us?" His tongue swiped over his lower lip, wetting it, and I tracked the movement. "Yes. It is a pity you don't remember forcing yourself on me."

      His smile made me question if he was joking or not. I had wanted him when I was younger. I remembered that. "I don't force myself on anyone. I have no need."

      "No, you're right, it was more of a cat-and-mouse game we played."

      "Wait," Samantha said, interrupting our back and forth. "You need to back up a few steps. Our girl? And claimed us? What were we to each other?"

      Her cheeks were pink and flushed, her lips still appeared well-kissed. And those combined made me want to finish what we started. Instead, I looked to Alastor for his answer, because I wanted to know too.

      He released an exaggerated sigh. "Beautiful girl," he brushed her hair from her face, "we are all in love with you, and most of us are free with each other too. Bellamy marks people with his bite. At least he can if he has potent feelings for them. It is a link of sorts that he said can track any of us. Does it still feel the same?"

      I sucked in a breath and held it, attempting to feel the connections inside of me. They were there, muted slightly but not gone. His words might feel foreign, but he wasn't lying.

      "It is there."

      "Good. We might be able to use it." He finished wrapping her wrist with all the tenderness of someone in love and then stood up.

      "I can't be gone long. I'm only supposed to be feeding."

      "Feeding?" Samantha asked, her brow furrowing. "Do you need to eat? You can use me." She stood up and tracked her fingers along her neck, like I was a vampire or something.

      "I don't need your blood," I scoffed. "I need sexual pleasure. Are you offering that, love?"
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            Samantha

          

        

      

    

    
      My hand dropped from my skin as awareness spiked through me like adrenaline. Pleasure. Flashes of memory provided proof it wouldn't be the first time our bodies touched. But he shook his head and glanced away.

      I almost scoffed out loud. A demon had refused an offer of blood, that something had driven me to even suggest. I had known he wouldn't hurt me. That made little sense, he was a demon. But I couldn't shake the images. He gave me the feeling that we were connected. I had felt it in front of the mage, too, and it had irritated him. He hadn't liked me watching Bellamy, the false prince. But even the title felt wrong.

      All of it felt like I didn't know my own mind, like I couldn't trust my thoughts, but which ones? The ones that felt like memories, yet I couldn't remember actually living them? Or the reality the mage wanted me to believe?

      "If this is a memory spell, how do we break it?" I asked, looking to Alastor, because he seemed to remember things we didn't, if he wasn't trying to fool us. Something told me he was trying to help, though.

      "I don't know if it is a spell. If I could go to the dragons and ask questions about the ruby, we might know more." He sighed and tugged his fingers through his hair. "But without Raiden, they might not talk to me."

      "So let's get the dragon," Bellamy suggested, a slight edge to his voice. One that felt wrong.

      "How?" I asked. The dragon-shifter had been like a second hand to the mage, he'd still be with him, and I had a feeling if I went back, I wasn't leaving again.

      A smile tugged over the demon's lips, revealing his fangs. "The mage has sent him to track you, so he will find you. We just need to have you in a place he would look."

      We both looked at Alastor expectantly. Swallowing, he nodded slightly. "He has a warehouse, it is more like a home for him, where all his treasures are held. He might not search for Samantha there, but he could still remember it."

      "Then take me there," I said.

      Alastor watched me, an internal debate clearly guiding his thoughts.

      "I won't run." Not if I would get answers. "Bellamy will go back to the mage, and you can take me to the dragon's home."

      "Raiden, you call him Rai. He is your brother's best friend," Alastor informed me.

      Tyler. He hadn't lost his mind when he was asking about him. It had been mine that was lost. "He helped you, Ty did, to get me here."

      “Yeah, he has been helping all of us the whole time."

      "I thought he betrayed me," I said.

      "He said it was worth the risk," Alastor replied.

      "Can you contact him and have him come too? If the dragon, Rai," I said, stopping to try out his name. "Was his best friend, maybe it will help his memories."

      "Sweetheart, if Raiden forgot you, I'm sure he doesn't remember his best friend." Alastor absently reached down to pet Cer at his feet. The souls that were continuously floating around him had seemed to calm with the new plan. Or maybe it was the lack of threat to their master.
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        * * *

      

      Bellamy had split off from us and headed back to the pawnshop, which wasn't far from the warehouse Alastor was taking me to. He went to enter our numbers into his phone, only to find us both already saved, as well as Lex and Raiden. We could just call him. I had suggested it, but Alastor wasn't sure it would work.

      It was how I ended up picking the lock to the dragon's home and letting us inside. My lips parted as I took in the large room. One side had a basic living area, with a couch, armchairs, TV, and a small kitchen off to the side. Another two doors split off from the main room, one leading to a bedroom and another to the bathroom. I wasn't sure how I knew that without looking, but I did. The other side of the room had an enormous pile of treasure. Mostly shiny things: gold, gems, and expensive-looking watches.

      Slowly making my way around the pile, I examined everything, touching none of it. I paused as my gaze caught onto something I recognized. An art project from the third grade that I had done. More proof we knew each other. It sent a flutter of butterflies in the pit of my stomach. I couldn't connect the brute he had been with the idea of caring so much that he'd steal my schoolwork. Because why else would he have something like that?

      I moved on. My attention snagged on something else. I knelt down and moved a few items off of it, but it was so familiar. I'd sold it in a garage sale when I was a kid for some extra money. Three dollars was a lot of money to me back then, but parting with the music box had been hard. I flipped it over, looking for the engraving that would mark it as mine. SJO. Samantha Jade Orion. My finger traced over the letters.

      My heart caught in my throat. I turned it back over and opened the lid. The tiny princess danced in the middle, and the inside held some small trinkets I remembered. Half of a best friend necklace, some butterfly clips, a hair band, and a plastic ring. It was the last thing that punched the air from my chest.

      I held the tiny ring between my fingers. It couldn't be. Could it? The memories the cheap plastic brought to me were worth more than the finest gold. A boy breaking my heart had devastated me. It was rare because I didn't let them close. They were all trolls to me growing up, all of them but Tyler's best friend. Rai. He'd found me, crying and sad. He wiped my tears, promising it would get better. When I disagreed and told him I'd be alone forever, the dramatic pre-teen that I had been believed, he'd pulled this tiny ring from his pocket.

      He'd said, "Sammy, this is a promise ring. It is my promise to you that you won't end up alone. Because I won't allow it." Then he'd slipped it onto my finger, and I had thrown myself into his arms, hugging him. He'd let me hold on to him until Ty came and ruined it all. If my crush had been bad before, it had grown by monumental levels after that.

      I slipped it onto my pinky finger before closing the music box and putting it back where I'd found it. When I turned, I found Alastor watching me. I wiped at the stray tear that had formed and then held up my hand, showing him the ring.

      "I remember things. I think the key to getting them back is seeing places or things that bring them to you. As long as the mage could keep us out of places we knew, he could control us. There is so much missing. It feels like a piece of me has been carved from my chest."

      Alastor closed the distance, a soft smile on his too-handsome face. "We will get them all back."

      He traced his fingers along my cheek and then brushed the stray hair away from my mouth. His thumb ran along my lower lip, and my eyes naturally dipped to his. Would he kiss me? And if it wasn't our first time, why did the nerves jump around in my belly like jumping jellybeans? I didn't get nervous with guys; sex and physical touch, it was all a natural part of life. Everyone did it, why not enjoy it? But this felt different somehow.

      "Remind me of you, Alastor," I whispered.

      He captured my lips in a kiss so tender my toes curled and a flood of warmth spread throughout my whole body. It brought to mind lovemaking, not sex, but the slow and sensual love of our bodies moving together. I loved this man. My whole being knew it. I didn't need the memories to remind me when I knew it down to a cell level. Still, the flashes of an apartment with all of them and laughter, food, and comfort assaulted me as I fell into the heart-melting touch of his mouth on mine.

      A clearing of a throat brought us apart, although it was slow, with tiny promising kisses shared before my brother cleared his throat again.

      "I see this is going well," Ty said drily. "Do you remember, sis? Or are you still wanting to murder me for letting him kidnap you?"

      "No to both," I replied. "I have some fractured memories. But I know there are things missing."

      "Rai hasn't shown up yet?" he asked.

      It was an obvious question, since he wasn't here, so I didn't answer. Instead, I sank into the soft cushions of the sofa. Cerberus flopped down at my feet, while Alastor brought us each water from the fridge.

      "How long do you think it will take?" I asked.

      "That depends. How long have you been here?" Ty perched on the arm of the chair, his bottle of water held loosely between his fingers.

      "Maybe ten minutes before you arrived," Alastor replied.

      Ty nodded, his attention flicking back to the door. "Well, last time the demons broke into his warehouse, he added spells to alert him of anyone entering without him. So, I'd say he'll be here shortly."

      Not even a minute after he said the words, Raiden showed. He came in, ready for a fight. I studied him with my new knowledge, trying to see the kid from my memory as a child. He was there. The broad shoulders and scruff on his face were new, obviously, but I could still see him attempting to cheer me up.

      "You will regret entering my home," he growled.

      "Rai, what are you doing, man?" Ty stepped forward.

      Confusion shaded his face. "Do I know you?" He sounded unsure and some of his anger faded.

      Ty scoffed. "We are best friends since childhood, and you don't remember me? That is one fucked up memory spell."

      I stood up, and his gaze snapped to me. "He's telling the truth."
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            Raiden

          

        

      

    

    
      When I felt the wards sound an alarm that someone had broken into my place, I had been ready for a fight. I didn't expect the demon hunter I was searching for to be sitting pretty on the couch. The mage would be happy the search didn't take too long. However, the men with her were an inconvenience.

      I narrowed my gaze at the one that just claimed to be a friend since childhood. My memories felt off, like a black hole in my life after escaping the demon hunter that slaughtered my family. Where had I gone? Why hadn't it bothered me until now that I couldn't remember?

      "Come along, demon hunter. Your mage is worried about you." I waved her over to me, like she would listen. Something told me she wouldn’t.

      She crossed her arms over her perfect tits, and I ran my eyes down her body as she shifted her weight onto her left foot. "I'm not going back to the mage unless it is to kill him."

      "Well, then we have a problem."

      "Do we?" she asked, her voice husky as she dropped her arms and closed the distance. My dragon took notice, and all it wanted me to do was drag her into my room and claim the shit out of her.

      Mine.

      I pushed the thought away. She was the mage's bride, the future queen of the demons.

      Mine.

      "I will take you back to him."

      Her lips curved up at the corners, and it felt like I knew the smile, even though I hadn't witnessed her smiling at the pawnshop. "I'm counting on it, Rai." When her palm landed on my chest, I froze. A hard swallow worked my throat as I gazed down into her too blue eyes. Then I noticed the plastic ring on her finger.

      "What's this?" It was familiar. But that made little sense. It was a child's toy. I closed my hand around her fingers, looking at the fake ring.

      "Your promise to me. I don't have all of my memories, but I know you comforted me when I was heartbroken."

      "That's impossible."

      "It's not," the other man spoke for the first time. His voice had a cultured and stiff quality. "You were Samantha's bodyguard when I met her. So protective, so in love. You would have done anything for her. You watched as she left us to fuck another man at the club Fantasia."

      The demon hunter's cheeks pinked as she tossed a look at him.

      He smiled at her. "Don't worry, love, we accepted the fact you wanted all of us. Although, this one didn't like to share, except for that one time."

      "I don't remember that," I replied.

      Dropping her hand, I stepped back. All I knew was the mage wanted her back. If I had to pretend to get her to come without a fight, I would, because hurting her wasn't high on my list of things I really wanted to do. Although, I wasn't sure why.

      "Maybe if we go to the club, you'll remember," the other guy said. "Not that I want to watch you remember sleeping with my sister." He cringed, and it felt familiar. "But this, it better secure my spot as flower girl, ring boy, and best man."

      We all stared at him like he'd grown another head, and he shrugged us off as he headed for the door. I guess I was playing along. It was silent as we walked the few blocks to the supernatural bar. The neon sign was bright on the dark street, and I'd heard they glamoured it from anyone that didn't have supe blood. It would make sense.

      A large troll stood outside the doors. His gaze ran over our group, and he stepped aside, allowing us entry without a word. The hallway was smokey and dark as we passed through it. Once in the main room, I cast my gaze around. The music pounded out a beat I could feel in my bones. I knew the demon hunter was headed for the dance floor without looking.

      How did I know that?

      I turned to see if I was right, and she was already dancing. Her arms were thrown over her head and a smile was on her lips. Her brother leaned against a tall table and crossed his arms. While the God watched her hungrily. I understood the way he looked at her because I felt it myself. I pushed it away because it wasn't allowed.

      She curled her fingers; her palms up, beckoning me to her. My feet moved of their own accord, and the moment I felt her brush against me, my dragon woke up again. Flashes of memory of dancing with her like this, only the God, Alastor, the Demi-god, Lex, and the demon, Bellamy, were with us. And I took everything she offered in front of anyone that wanted to watch. My dick twitched, ready to act out whatever delusion was forming in my head.

      My breath caught in my chest as I realized my brain supplied names I hadn't had and paired it with faces I knew. Lex and Bellamy were with the mage. The fake prince and the Demi-god. The only one that wasn't there was Alastor, and he seemed to know things we didn't. Why did he keep his memory when we lost ours?

      My dragon didn't care as he dragged her flush to me. I nuzzled my face into her hair. Sammy. My Sammy. The thought snapped into place, and it felt like a missing piece to the puzzle. I held her closer as I breathed her in. There was no way it was my imagination. She was the only thing I could see in the darkness of my memories. And it was only small parts. I felt like I was missing so much.

      How was I supposed to take her back to the mage?

      I couldn't.

      She had to be safe. I would keep her safe this time. This time? Did dragons get insanity? Because I was feeling a little unstable.

      My hands roamed over her back and down to her waist, almost wrapping her completely in my arms. We were barely dancing because I was holding her so tightly. But she was letting me, almost clinging to me in the same way. I brushed her hair off the side of her face.

      "Sammy, how could I forget you?" I whispered against the shell of her ear, and she trembled in my arms. "I'll remember. I promise."

      The song ended, and people moved around us before the next one started. Still, I couldn't let go. They would have to pry my hands off her. My gaze landed on Ty and Alastor. They stood together at the table, both of them watching us. I needed all of my memories back. I would restore them for both of us.
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      Raiden held onto Samantha as if his life depended on it. He might not remember what she was to him, but it was clear something inside of him did.

      "Looks like a success," Tyler said.

      "At least on the physical level. It was the same with Bellamy, although he sensed something was wrong and came to find me." I propped my elbow on the tall table next to me and swirled the straw in the drink the waitress provided. "Now we just have to convince him that he should take us to his palace so we can talk to the dragons."

      "I'm going this time."

      If I knew Samantha well, and I did, he would have a fight on that front. She wouldn't let him go last time. I doubted she would change her mind even without the memory of it.

      "As long as your sister agrees," I replied.

      He pinned me with a look. "I am not a weak sidekick anymore. I have powers. I'm useful."

      Surprise coursed through me. I hadn't known it was a sore spot for him. I tried to hide my reaction and just shrugged. "We will only take you if she agrees."

      "But what if she doesn't remember I have badass God powers?"

      I chuckled, and he scowled. "Have you tried to use them since we rescued the muse?"

      "They still work, if anything, I have more power, and you saw me use them." He crossed his arms and muttered something under his breath. He was right. He had used his magic to help me get Samantha to Tartus to begin with.

      "Forgive me, I wasn't thinking." At least not about anything not revolving around Samantha and getting her memories back. "I'll make sure she knows you aren't weak."

      The song ended, and even from this distance, I could see Raiden tightening his arms around her. I would bet money that his dragon remembered. Could I speak to the beast inside him?

      My thoughts absorbed me as I watched them. Another song started, and dancers flowed back to the floor around them. It reminded me of the night it was all of us, right before all of this happened. If I could go back to that evening, the things I would do differently. But it wasn't possible.

      So I needed to salvage the future. And the only way to do that is to stop being a coward with my feelings. Once they remembered who they were and what they lost, I would make sure they knew how I felt. All of them. They were all my family, even the dragon that didn't trust me.

      After a few more songs, Samantha pulled away and came back to us, her cheeks flushed with desire and her eyes bright. I'd witnessed the look enough times to know she wanted to take someone into the VIP room and have her way with them. But we had a plan we needed to enact, and if he felt even close to the same way, it would be hours before we'd get her away from him.

      "Any memories come back?" Tyler asked.

      "You don't want to hear them," Samantha replied, her eyes going wide as she looked at Raiden, pleading with him not to say it out loud.

      A slow smile worked over my lips. I knew what they remembered. "Do you just remember the sex or the feelings that go along with it?"

      Tyler slapped his hands over his ears like he was four and didn't want to hear whatever was being said. But I looked at them both expectantly.

      "The feelings come first for me," Samantha replied.

      "Both," Raiden clipped.

      Fuck. His dragon was close to demanding he claim her again.

      "Raiden, we need you to take us to your palace. We need to speak to the other dragons about the ruby." I decided now was the best chance to get him to listen.

      His fingers curled around Samantha's, and he seemed to look at her for her thoughts. That was good, at least.

      She nodded. "They might know what happened to our memories."

      "Okay. How do we get there?"

      "We need Bellamy." I pulled out my phone. At least he still had his. I sent a quick text that he read immediately but didn't respond. "He was going to get Lex."

      At his name, Samantha seemed to hold her breath. I wasn't sure if she had any memories of him yet. She could since she was in his club, and she came here on her own all the time, even before us. And if being in places you knew brought back lost memories, this was a mind field for her.

      I glanced back down at my phone, and the bubbles popped up and disappeared as he replied. "He said he'll be here soon. The mage went out, so no one was watching them. But Lex doesn't seem to remember anything."

      "Once we are together, he will," Samantha replied. She moved forward and tugged Raiden with her. Picking up my drink, she took a sip. "Just soda."

      "Yeah," I replied. "Drinking right now would probably be a bad idea."

      She smiled. "True."

      Raiden crowded behind her, his hands going around her waist as he dropped his head to her neck, nuzzling her. Driven by his beast, most likely. I typed out a quick text, hurry. If they took too long, our dragon would be preoccupied.

      "Rai, you seriously don't remember me?" Tyler asked, and his friend looked up at him with hooded eyes. He was almost lost to his primal needs.

      "Pieces are there. I don't know why, but I feel like we are around a lot of fire."

      "Yeah, firefighters. Speaking of, the boss man is pissed. You will have some serious explaining to do if you are keeping your job."

      Raiden lifted his shoulders in a half-shrug, dragging Samantha's shirt up over her stomach. His darker fingers splayed wide on her bare skin, and I could tell she welcomed the advances. But as her eyes met mine, some sort of emotion flashed in their depths, and she stepped away from him. Toward me. She ran her fingers over my cheek, like before.

      "Thank you, Alastor. Us remembering wouldn't have happened without your help."

      I pressed my hand over hers, holding her touch to me. It felt platonic, and it made my chest constrict. What if once she remembered, she didn't want me? What if none of them did? They would know I ran. I curled my fingers over hers and squeezed them gently. She moved forward, her other hand laid on my chest. Then she brushed her whole body against me as she went up on her tippy toes and pressed her lips to mine. Not even Raiden's warning growl could pull me away from her, and I gathered her up in my arms, deepening the kiss.

      It was like before, the zip of awareness, the building of pressure in my heart. We belonged together. All of us. I wouldn't worry about what would happen once they all remembered. I would do this for us.

      "Alastor, Rai looks kinda pissed, and there is smoke coming from his nose," Tyler said, breaking us apart.

      Samantha turned in my arms to look at Raiden. Her back to my front, she beckoned the dragon closer. "Rai, I know you have memories of sharing because I have them."

      "I also have memories of not sharing," he growled as he crowded her against me. His gaze met mine for a moment before he crashed his lips to hers. "I don't think I'm the type to share," he added, as he ended the kiss as abruptly as it began.
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      It was all foreign to me, but everything felt real. Contradictory thoughts pulled me in each direction, but with them, giving in to what I wanted felt right. It wasn't like my hook-ups; the underlying emotion each time I touched Alastor or Raiden was irrefutable.

      So, I was going to chase this until the end. There weren't a lot of things in life that were worth grabbing hold of and not letting go, but if I had allowed myself to fall in love not once, or twice, but four times, that meant a huge part of my memories were missing. And I needed them all back.

      Detaching myself from Rai's arms, I excused myself. As if on autopilot, I headed for the bar, I could picture the room empty, only myself and one other person here. His reddish hair and tidy beard had shone beneath the lights around the bar as he cut up lemons and limes. It felt comfortable, the memory like he was an accepted part of my life. My fingers absently ran over the wooden surface as the clubgoers partied around me. Then a bartender that wasn't him stopped in front of me. The man was beautiful in his own way. His braids hung to his shoulders, and his dark skin gleamed in the low light, and his dark eyes were soulful, but he did nothing to my stomach. No butterflies or anything.

      "Sam, what can I get you?" He quirked his eyebrow as if it wasn't the first time he had asked.

      "Uh, the usual?" my voice trailed off in question, and he chuckled.

      "One Coke with Grenadine coming up." He flipped a tall glass over and poured soda into it, followed by the cherry syrup and a sword stabbed cherry on top. He slid it across the surface to me with a wink. "I'll put it on the tab."

      "I have a tab?"

      "Only the one called Lex will have my ass if I charge his girl for a drink."

      "Lex is my boyfriend and the boss." It came out like a statement, but it was a question.

      He laughed again. "And the owner of the club, this building, my paycheck," he said, adding to my observation. "Tell him I have this handled while you guys deal with that other issue."

      I nodded as if I even knew what the other issue was, then picked up my drink and moved back across the room to my brother and the guys.

      "Did you know I come here enough to have a regular drink?" I swirled the soda around in the glass, mixing in the flavoring with the sword and cherry.

      "Yes," my brother replied. It was more of a sigh. "This is Lex's bar. Even when Rai and I tried to get you to quit the Demi-god, you were stubborn and kept coming back. I should have known that it meant something then."

      "We don't like the Demi-god?" Rai asked. His attention was focused on my brother, his back stiff.

      "He’s fine now. We got used to him. To all of them, really." He pushed his fingers through his hair. "It isn't conventional. Mom and Dad are having a hard time with it, not that they truly know what’s going on. But honestly, none of it matters if you make my sister happy. And I know the four of you do, which is why I'm helping this one," he gestured at Alastor before continuing, ”fix your memories."

      "Bellamy is here, Lex is with him," Alastor said, looking up from his phone. He watched the doorway expectantly.

      I caught sight of Bellamy's shock of white hair and horns first, then the man from my memory and the silent Demi-god from the pawnshop. Lex. Home. Comfort. The feelings shot through me. Why didn't I feel this way in the shop? Was it because it wasn't familiar to me?

      "The mage is looking for you," Lex said. His blue eyes pinned on me. Then he caught sight of Rai, Tyler, and Alastor. He went still as his gaze landed on Alastor. "What are you doing here?"

      "Lex, good to see you."

      "The feeling is not mutual. If you are trying to screw this up for my boss, I won't let you." His anger felt wrong. "If you found her, dragon, why haven't you brought her back?"

      "Lex, we need to talk," I said.

      Bellamy nodded toward the left of the bar, and I tilted my head to acknowledge that we would follow.

      "We can do it in the VIP room," Bellamy replied, his tail flicking the ground behind him. Then he passed us and led the way. He tugged out a key from his pocket. "I didn't have a chance to give it back." He shrugged.

      The room we entered felt familiar. It all did. Just on the edges of my mind, like a dream I couldn't recall. Floor-to-ceiling mirrors lined one wall and one-way windows lined the other. With red leather couches along a wall, and stripper poles in front of them. Curiosity drove me to the smooth round pole, and I placed my drink on a nearby table before twirling around it. I stumbled as the recollection of kissing Lex goodbye hit me square in the chest. A gasp burst from me at the pain.

      "Are you okay?" Lex asked.

      My gaze collided with his clueless one. I rubbed the center of my chest and shrugged. "Do you have any recognition of this room?"

      He glanced around as if seeing it for the first time. "It looks like any club's VIP room would look."

      "Or maybe how a VIP room would look in your imagination," Alastor replied. "Since you designed it."

      Lex turned a scowl on him. "I what?"

      "This is your club, your building. In fact, your apartment is upstairs."

      "You don't remember any of that?" I asked. It was a little confusing. Why would Raiden have a memory of his apartment, but Lex wouldn't?

      "I imagine it is because you spent a lot of time here, and erasing each other from our heads seems to be the goal of whatever happened to us," Bellamy said, answering my unasked questions.

      "What are you guys talking about?" Lex asked. He backed toward the door like we were going to jump on him and beat him to the ground.

      "Your sisters gifted you with a prophecy. We are in the middle of it, and our fates are tied together. The mage crushed a ruby to stop that prophecy given to you. But I don't think it worked the way he planned. Possibly because I ran," Alastor said.

      "Well, you are a coward, so I'm not shocked," Lex replied.

      Alastor winced but didn't defend himself.

      "If it wasn't for him, escaping, we would all be stuck under that mage's thumb doing his bidding and not being ourselves. So stop being a dick." I had closed the distance between us, poking him in the chest with each word.

      "That is hot," Bellamy muttered, and I glanced back at him in time to see him adjust himself. Warmth flared to life in the pit of my stomach, but I pushed it away, for now.

      My brother groaned and rolled his eyes. "And here I thought without your memories I'd be safe from the sex for a while. I should have known better with a freaking incubus in the group."

      "You can blame it on me, but I haven't used a lick of my abilities since I've been here. Your sister is just that attracted to me."

      Raiden glowered at the demon, and I had a feeling everything was going to devolve soon if I didn't do something about it. "Knock it off or I'll put a dagger through your heart."

      "Mmm, I love it when you talk dirty." His tail whipped the surface of the leather couch behind him, and he leaned against a pole, his arms loosely crossed. When I cocked my head at him, he smirked and flicked his tongue over one of his fangs suggestively.

      And I didn't hate it. It was possibly the opposite, and I actually enjoyed his borderline actions.

      Alastor cleared his throat, gaining all of our attention. "I know I ran, and once you all have a clear picture of everything that happened, you'll see me exactly how Lex sees me now. But I am here until you all get your memories restored. Then if you hate me and you don't want me around, I'll go."

      He wasn't going anywhere. I didn't care what any of them thought once we had our minds back. Without him, I would still be trying to figure out the lie the mage was telling. But I rolled my lips between my teeth, holding in my words. Maybe they would be more cooperative if Lex and Bellamy thought he would leave.

      "We need to go to Tartus, and to the royal palace of the dragons. I can portal, but not all of us at once, so that is where you come in, Bellamy."

      He lifted an eyebrow at Alastor. "I have only made a portal for myself."

      "You've made one for all of us," I said. The words shocked me, but I saw it clearly. In this room, we portalled to Tartus, with Brook.

      He released an exaggerated sigh like I couldn't possibly be right, but he stepped closer to the mirror. The surface swirled, revealing a bedroom.

      "After you," Bellamy said.

      Tyler edged toward the portal. "See you on the other side," he quipped and was through the surface before I could protest.

      "He will be fine, Samantha. You do not remember it, but he was gifted powers from a muse."

      Alastor was right, I did not remember that. All I saw was my defenseless brother leading the way into danger. I practically launched myself through to the other side, not waiting for everyone else.

      "I knew you'd be next." Ty was leaning against a four-poster bed as if he didn't have a care in the world.

      "Are you trying to get yourself killed?"

      He held up his hand, and a swirling ball of light formed on his palm. "I can protect you and me now. Especially here. This is light magic, as in the sun."

      It sparked another memory, and I clamped my mouth shut. He'd helped more than once. The others were through already, so I just nodded once, and he closed his fingers around the magic.

      "Let's go, be quiet. We don't want to be caught by the king," Bellamy said as he brushed past me into the hallway.
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      "The mage has lied to you," Alastor said, his attention on Bellamy. "You are not a false prince. Your father loves you and running into him will only result in slowing us down because he will want to talk."

      There was something different about Alastor. I couldn't put a finger on it. But it was more than us both being older. He wore his emotions on his sleeve in a way that he hadn't before. Sure, he also had the spirits that swirled around him as if they thought they were his armor. But it was more.

      Bellamy scoffed. "I don't want to be King."

      "That was true. Before Samantha." Alastor nodded. His eyes flicked over to me. "And Lex."

      Bellamy ran his gaze down my body, and something stirred in my stomach. A longing. Similar to the one I've had about Samantha since the mage said she was to be his bride. I felt like I was walking around blind. Feelings drove me in a way my logical mind wanted to fight.

      But here I was, back in Tartus, the one place I never wanted to return to, with the one person who made me feel that way. I slid my attention back to Alastor. He broke me once upon a time, but now he was here. And I hated that I couldn’t remember what he could.

      "We should get moving," Raiden said.

      The dragon was all business. He was the only one of the four that my heart didn't feel like dropping out of my ass for. I didn't feel like I loathed him, but it wasn't emotional either. It was like how I felt about Samantha's brother. Just a familiar feeling.

      Bellamy moved to the front and led us through the halls and out toward the gardens. I ran my eyes over the recognizable landscape of the red mountains in the distance as Raiden stripped out of his clothing. His skin rippled, and he shifted into an enormous dragon.

      Samantha grabbed his clothing and folded it into neat piles and then held it to her chest. She lifted her gaze to mine and that same shock of knowing hit me square in the chest. My breath stuttered to a halt when she didn't look away immediately. This girl was important to me. And I would follow any of them to the ends of the earth and the depths of the underworld to restore my memory of how and why.

      Raiden lowered a wing to the ground and hunched as low as he could get. When we didn't move, he swung his head around to eye us with a huff of smoke. Right. The dragon wanted us to get on. Samantha, Tyler, and Bellamy climbed onto his back. While Alastor stood off to the side with Cerberus.

      "After you." I gestured at the beast.

      "I'll portal there, it is easier with Cer." He shoved his hands into his pockets and shrugged.

      A flower slowly bloomed from the dry red ground. A white daisy expanded and grew next to him. Followed by blue cornflowers. I knew the meanings of them both. A message for me?

      I love you truly, and Be gentle with me.

      "We will see you there."

      He nodded as Raiden took flight. I couldn't take my eyes off him until I could no longer see him. It seemed Bellamy and Samantha had a similar feeling because when I pulled my attention away, they were doing the same.

      I turned my attention to the palace that grew in size the closer we got. The sentinel dragons flew in circles in the sky around the mountain tops, as we grew closer I could make them out.

      The air grew thinner and colder the higher we went. Samantha shivered in front of me, and I instinctively wrapped my arms around her and pulled her back into my warmth.

      "I'll keep you warm."

      She melted into me, and I never wanted to let her go. "Thanks," she murmured.

      Moments later, I wasn't given a choice as the dragon landed next to the palace steps. She slipped from my arms and off his scaly back as Alastor stepped out of a portal near the entrance. Raiden shifted, and she held out his clothes for him, her cheeks slightly pink. From more than just the cold air?

      Two dragons landed near us, shifting almost seamlessly. "Welcome back." The larger, younger man bowed his head before raising it and taking us all in. My heart beat hard behind my ribcage. Proof. We had been here. "Did you come back to rule or for more treasure?"

      Raiden blinked slowly, taking in the words. “We need to speak to someone that knows about the ruby.”

      The older man’s eyebrows disappeared behind his gray hair as he swung his gaze over us. He read our body language without missing a thing. A slow breath released from him before he pressed his lips together.

      “Let me get my clothes, and we can speak.” He inclined his head and strode away, the young dragon following.

      “This is a nudist colony,” Tyler hissed. “Dude, you never told me you grew up in a place like this. Are the females hot?”

      “Ty.” Samantha smacked him as Raiden ignored him.

      Alastor started up the palace steps. He paused as he reached the top and glanced back at us. “This way.”

      We followed like the lost souls we were. He could be leading us into danger, and each of us would be right behind him. We probably should have thought about that before arriving.

      As soon as we entered a large room, memories hit me. My hand shot out to steady myself as they assaulted me. I knew without looking that there was a balcony that overlooked the mountain, and that Samantha looked amazing with her skin kissed with cold and pleasure at the same time. I–no, we had wanted everyone to see.

      “Are you okay?” Alastor asked.

      Lifting my head, I took in the room filled with memories. When I was here last, we started to work out our issues, Alastor and I. Bellamy had claimed all of us. Well, except for the dragon.

      “I remember this place.”

      “But not the club?”

      “No, it is familiar, in a déjà vu way. But here…we changed things.”

      “Things changed at the club too,” Alastor replied, his cultured voice low and soft. “And it is your home. Maybe your apartment will hold some memories.”

      The old dragon strolled into the room, cutting off any other conversation. He took each of us in and then settled into a chair around the long table.

      “I assume you are having second thoughts about removing the ruby from the treasure room where it was safe?”

      “Did you warn us when we came last time?” Raiden asked.

      “Warn you that it held powerful magic?” He ran his thumb over his lower lip, his eyes far away. “I did.”

      “Is there a reversal to the magic?” Alastor ran his hand over the back of one of the chairs, his attention locked on the shifter.

      The man drew in a loud sigh, dropping his hand to the table. “Did it break?”

      “It did.”

      “Then how do you remember?” He tilted his head at Alastor, and there was something in the look he gave the God that made me bristle. I didn’t like the derision directed at him. Which was strange, because that was my first reaction when I saw him. But things shifted. Hadn’t they?

      I moved next to him. My hand rested on his lower back, my other hand on the chairback in front of me. “He remembers because he chose the hard path so he could save us.”

      The dragon chuckled. “Defending him even without your memories. It appears the prophecy can’t be broken, just stalled.”

      “Prophecy?” Samantha dropped into the seat across from the man. Then she pulled out her dagger and laid it in front of her. The man stiffened as he took in the movement.

      “That is not needed here.” He swung his head in Raiden’s direction as if he alone could get her to put her weapon away.

      Raiden shifted uncomfortably. “Sammy, put your weapon away. He’s right, it isn’t needed. Tell us about the prophecy.”

      He licked his lips, only relaxing slightly as Sam moved the dagger to her lap. “The three kingdoms—Demons, Dragons, and Gods—will unite under one Queen. We will have peace between our factions. When Osiris comes, we will stand strong.”

      “Osiris?” Sam asked.

      “The Egyptian God of the Underworld.”

      “I think we need to back up a step…isn’t Hades the God of the Underworld?” Her nose scrunched up.

      “For the Greek Gods that is correct,” the dragon replied stiffly. “We live in that Underworld, but there are different ones for each belief system. Because belief in something makes it real.”

      “Like Tinker Bell?” she asked.

      Bellamy snorted, while Tyler stifled a laugh. The dragon didn’t get the reference and just stared at her blankly.

      “It was a joke,” she said with a sigh. “So, who is this Queen and where can we find her? It sounds like she might have answers about our memories.”

      He blinked and swallowed as if not wanting to reveal the truth. “If the prophecy is real, you are the future Queen.”

      The room went still, all of us absorbing what that meant. We were tied together. But how did I fit in?

      “Which fates created the prophecy?” I leaned forward waiting for his answer.

      “Your sisters.” The words rang in my ears.

      My sisters. Of course. They meddle as much as my mother. I would bet all the earthly money I have that they thought it would be fun to put me in a position where I would have to stay in the Underworld. Because I was very much connected to Samantha and the others.

      It was in slow motion that Sam pushed away from the table, her head shaking no, refusing what he said.

      “I’m a demon hunter. I can’t rule over the monsters I hunt.”

      He didn’t even flinch at her harsh words. “Maybe that makes you the best candidate for the job. The demons have been out of hand lately, causing chaos for everyone; all those extra souls made them rowdy. If they have someone willing to rule them with the discipline they need, then maybe they could be content to stay in the Underworld, like the dragons.”

      “No,” she breathed.

      He continued like she hadn’t said a word. “I hadn’t seen it in that way before. But it was a brilliant move by Nyx’s children. The dark knows what is needed before the rest of us.”

      She was spiraling. I could see it in the wild look in her eyes as she searched for the nearest exit. As soon as she ran, I followed. She burst out into the open air, her legs beating the ground as she fled. I wouldn’t have caught her if she hadn’t tripped on a jagged rock.

      She landed on her hands and knees, her fingers still curled around the dagger, and her breath came out in pants.

      I knelt down next to her, my heavy breaths still moving my chest. “If my sisters created a prophecy, it is not something that you can run from.”

      Her gaze trained on mine at my soft words. “Do you think it is real?”

      “I think it sounds like something my sisters would do. And I can’t deny the connection I feel for all of you.”

      “A connection?”

      I leaned back on my heels. “With you. It is a feeling of belonging like my soul is in the right place. Is that crazy? I have glimpses of memories. I can see your face and my feelings from the moments, but it is more than that.”

      Her eyes filled with unshed tears, and she nodded, her lips pressed together. “Yes, exactly that.”

      I wasn’t sure who moved first, but she was in my arms, and I felt like the constant buzzing that had filled my head with white noise disappeared. It settled and relaxed. Replacing it was a knowing. I knew the prophecy was right, and if it was, that meant we had a limited time to get our memories back before Osiris brought his army to face us.

      We had to gamble with time. My heart thundered in my ears, roaring the urgency through me. My arms tightened around her, and she leaned into the hold as if we could become one person.

      Her legs curled around my waist, and her hands ran up the back of my neck and into my hair at its base. Every fiber of my body reacted to her soft curves pressed into me, and she squeaked as I grew hard beneath her. Lifting her head, her eyes dropped to my lips before meeting mine.

      She leaned in, her warm lips pressed to mine. Her tongue slid along my lower lip, and I parted them for her. She tasted like sugar and cherries as I devoured her. I couldn’t get enough, and before long, we were panting into each other's mouths between frantic kisses that didn’t feel like nearly enough.
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      My head was spinning, and it felt as if the ground beneath me was shifting. A flood of memories washed over me. A gasp parted my lips, and Lex drank it up. I remembered. Everything.

      Butterflies went brain-dead in my stomach as my heart leaped into my throat. Home. I had been lost in a sea of doubt, but now I was saved. Tears flowed down my face, mixing into our kiss, and Lex pulled back, concern etched on his face.

      He brushed his knuckles over the trail of tears, wiping them away with his gentle touch. “Did I hurt you?”

      A watery laugh bubbled up my throat as I shook my head. “You could never hurt me, Lex.”

      Relief filled his eyes, but the concern was still there in the slight tightness at the corners, and the ever-so-tiny downward tilt of his lips.

      “I remember everything,” I said, sliding off his lap and back to my feet. “Maybe kissing each of you did something, like waking Sleeping Beauty.”

      He slowly pushed to his feet, the very obvious bulge in his pants making me want to drag him someplace a little more private. But that would have to wait, because if kisses unlocked memories then I had a whole lot more kissing to do. Not that it was a hardship or anything.

      My gaze dipped to his crotch as he adjusted himself, and I gave him a rueful smile. “We will take care of that soon.”

      “I still don’t have my memories, not all of them,” he replied.

      “You also haven’t kissed Bellamy or Alastor.” At his confused look, I grinned. “You have grown very close to both of them.”

      “Alastor?” he asked doubtfully, his eyebrow lifted as we made our way back to the palace.

      Catching sight of the God at the top of the steps, I smiled up at him. “Yes, the man brave enough to save us all.”

      Taking the steps two at a time, I threw myself into his arms. He grunted in surprise before his arms wrapped around me. I buried my head into his neck inhaling his scent. I’d missed him. Hell, I had missed all of them and not even realized it.

      “Samantha?” Alastor murmured softly into my hair, his question clear.

      I melted into him. The hope in his voice was everything at that moment. I lifted my head to meet his stare. “Alastor.”

      His fingertips traced my cheek as he examined the look on my face, reading it for what it was. A relieved smile spread across his face, and he hugged me harder, burying his head in my hair again.

      “You don’t hate me for being a coward?” His words were muffled, but I understood them.

      When I moved to see his face again, he looked ashamed. His gaze flicked to Lex, who was watching our interaction curiously, and then back to me.

      “Alastor, you are the hero in this story. Without you, we would all be trapped. And I know we can get our memories back because I have all of mine. What you did wasn’t cowardice, it was the opposite, it was smart and brave. I love you more because of it.”

      As the tears flowed down my cheeks, I just accepted they were going to happen a lot until everyone had their memories.

      His thumb caught a drop and swiped it away. “I have to confess I almost gave you a pomegranate.”

      A surprised laugh burst from my throat. “Well, I’ve always known you are more like your father than you want to admit. But you don’t have to feed me a fruit to keep me with you. I have no plans to be anywhere but where the four of you are.”

      Lex shifted on his feet but said nothing. I finally detangled myself from Alastor and faced my Demi-god. He pushed his hands into his pockets, almost as if he felt he didn’t belong in my idea of happiness. But I would help him remember it was exactly where he wanted to be.

      “Come on, Lex, let’s get your memories back.” I linked my arm through his and pivoted us back into the palace. My brother lounged at the head of the table, his gaze snagging on us as we entered. While Raiden and Bellamy sat across from the sentinel.

      “You came back,” Ty said, as if he thought I would run out into the mountains and never return.

      “You didn’t come after me.”

      “Lex had it handled.” He shrugged.

      I smiled. “He did.” I squeezed his arm and pulled him further into the room.

      Bellamy leaned back in his chair, his gaze locked on us. He could probably sense the arousal in the air. His hot cocoa scent crept over the room, and the older dragon choked as my brother scowled and pushed away from the table.

      When Tyler fled the room as if hellhounds were on his heels, the sentinel gave us a nod and also followed, I knew both of them could sense the lust in the air. Not that Bellamy’s scent pulled me in that way, not in the gentle way it was teasing my senses.

      “Come here,” he beckoned. My stomach flipped with excitement at his tone. I wet my lips, and he tracked the movement. I wondered if he would demand consent without his memories or if he would just take what he wanted.

      My whole body felt like it was vibrating with excitement as I crossed the room, following his order. When I reached him, he tugged me between him and the table, urging me to sit on the edge. His hands ghosted up my leather-clad legs, his thumbs massaging near the apex of my thighs.

      “Did the Demi-god leave you unsatisfied, hunter?” He tossed a look at Lex, holding all of the taunting Bellamy was so good at in the depths of his gaze.

      “I wasn’t going to fuck her out in the open,” Lex scoffed.

      “I have memories of doing just that on the balcony. She enjoyed being out in the open, didn’t you, love?”

      A moan filled the air, dragged from me as he added pressure to his touch.

      “You are going to–” Rai started, and Bellamy cut him off with a snort.

      “Yes,” he breathed as his fingers found the bottom of my shirt, and he skated his hands over my skin, pushing it up. “Yes, I am.”

      He paused when he reached my bra, his red irises meeting mine. I could feel him brush against my mind, seeking my thoughts. I didn’t disappoint as I let him see all of his forgotten memories with me. He inhaled sharply, his nostrils expanding, as hot desire flared in his eyes. His tail wrapped around my ankle as he moved to the edge of his seat to be closer to me.

      “You want all of us?” he asked, already knowing the answer. A flood of moisture gathered between my legs at the words being said out loud. I wanted all of them multiple times and in every way possible.

      I nodded.

      “Consent, love.” He dropped a kiss on my stomach. “You need to say it.”

      “All of you, please.”

      His mouth kicked up to the side in a half smile. “Every step of the way, my little demon hunter.”

      My tongue snuck out to moisten my lower lip before I dragged it into my mouth and sunk my teeth into it. His breath glided over my skin, sending goosebumps chasing each other across my heated flesh.

      “Tell me what’s okay,” he whispered, lifting only his eyes to me. I was his prisoner at that moment; he would have me begging and consenting for anything he wanted, and I was so okay with that.

      “Everything,” I practically moaned at just the thought.

      “Can I take your shirt off?” He paused when I didn’t answer right away.

      “Yes.”

      He slowly worked the fabric over my skin, leaving my lacy bra in place. Like moths to a flame, Lex, Raiden, and Alastor crowded around Bellamy and I. Chairs scraped the floor as they were pulled away from the table.

      “Can they touch you, love?” I nodded, and he thumbed my lower lip. “Words.”

      “I want to feel all of your hands on me.”

      Sensation attacked me as Lex and Alastor’s hands joined Bellamy’s in their quest to ruin me. I turned my head to Raiden, and he only stood watching us. I wouldn’t be surprised if he pulled out a seat and only watched.

      As if he could read my mind, he dropped into one of the chairs they had pulled away and pinned me with his smoldering gray eyes filled with unbridled desire that he held in check.

      It only made me hotter.

      Bellamy tweaked my nipple, drawing my attention back to him. “Are you okay with our mouths?”

      “Mmmhmm.”

      I tracked the movement of his tongue as it darted out to wet his lips.

      “Words,” he growled. The dark rumbled demand sent anticipation straight to my core.

      Breathing in deeply, I held his gaze. “I want to feel your mouth, your tongue, your dick, and your tail on and in me. Is that clear enough? Or do you need more consent from me?”

      My words unlocked his beast. He sprung from the chair, knocking it back to the floor as he sealed his mouth to mine in a hungry kiss. My stomach dipped, and I moaned into his lips as he tasted me. My breasts were freed seconds before a warm mouth sucked hard on one peak, while another rolled my other nipple between their fingers. I wasn’t sure who did what, but it didn’t matter.

      Sensation rocked through me, and I tried to find friction by rubbing against Bellamy, but he didn’t touch me where I needed it. The tiniest whimper came from me, and he chuckled darkly.

      “Mmmm, love, your kisses are like a drug,” Bellamy whispered as he broke off the kiss, breathing hard. “But it seems I have a kink.”

      “I could beg.”

      He scoffed with another chuckle. “No, that won’t do. I need you to tell us you want us. It does something to me, not using my powers to get what I want.”
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      Anticipation coursed through me as she parted her pretty pink lips. It felt as if I became hyper focused on what she would say. My dick strained in my pants and that is where he’d stay until she said it was what she wanted.

      Consent. A heady drug to an incubus that could just steal it away. And something drove me to ask for every single step. Each offer from her almost had my will shattering on the table as I took what I wanted.

      Her pupils were blown wide with lust. It was a look I knew well, but on her, it was like being served my favorite food. My tail hooked around her calf, and I tugged her to the edge of the oak surface, cradling my body between her thighs.

      Alastor and Lex worshiped her, and it sent a memory straight to my dick. We’d done this more than once in this palace. And Raiden had watched us. Maybe we should move to the bedroom I could see in my head.

      Her fingers went to the button on my jeans, and her fingers brushed my straining head as she curled them around the fabric. It was enough to have me discard any plans of moving. If I wasn’t inside this woman soon, my demon would take over. As if we weren’t one in the same.

      “Bell,” she moaned, her head dropping back as Lex worked her nipple between his fingers. “Please.”

      A slow smile curled my lips. “Please, my little demon hunter?”

      “If you don’t fuck me soon, I will do it for you,” she replied. Her fingers popped the button free, and her hand curled around my length as she stroked up to the tip, her thumb swiping over it as she repeated the process.

      My tail tightened on her leg, and I leaned into her. “Demanding.”

      “I consent to have you inside of me, Bellamy.” With her other hand, she unbuttoned her leather pants, then started pushing them down. “Lex, help me out.”

      He immediately did what she asked, and she was left in matching black lace panties. The scent of her arousal filled the space between us. All of us moved at once as if we knew the moves already.

      Alastor tilted her face to his, the softest smile I’d ever seen on him before spread over his lips. Then he pressed his mouth to hers in an equally soft kiss. It was such a drastic contrast to how I felt that it was hard to connect it to what we were doing.

      “I love you,” he whispered against her lips ,and although the words were for her, I wanted to snatch them close and hold on to them. All of my teenage angsty self would have killed to hear him say them to me. So I did what any sane person would do, I pretended he meant them for me too.

      A low moan tugged from me as Samantha moved, the roughness of the damp lace on my sensitive flesh almost sending me over the edge.

      “Bellamy, I know you don’t have your full memory, but I need you to fuck me now,” Sam demanded. “If you don’t, I will have Lex or Alastor do it.”

      She didn’t have to tell me twice. Her panties and my clothes were discarded in the blink of an eye—my magic was good for something at least. Her warmth pressed against my swollen head, and a groan filled the air as sensation assaulted me.

      Her hips angled up, while her fingers guided me in. I gripped her thighs and sunk into her. My fangs popped out, and I resisted the urge to sink them into her too.

      “Bell, do it,” she urged me. Her hands snaked around my neck and into my hair, running up the back of my head until she gripped my horns. She drew me to her and angled her head, exposing her neck.

      She was…asking for me to bite her. My heart stuttered to a halt, and I swore even more blood rushed to my dick, making me even harder. My mouth watered for a taste, so I gave in. Her flesh gave easily to my sharp teeth, and the tang of her blood washed over my tongue.

      Unexpectedly, I was inside her head. All of her thoughts and feelings were laid out for me as if she was expecting me. It knocked the breath from me, and my hips faltered as she took up the pace beneath me. Then a flood of memories thrashed into me.

      Her very essence filled my mouth, as sweet as any I’d ever tasted. I was lost in the sensations of her memories and feelings as if they were mine. Moaning deep in my throat, I had to pull away or I’d drink forever.

      I removed my fangs and licked the wound closed. Our link stayed, and I squeezed my eyes shut as my forehead pressed against hers. She was my everything, this woman beneath me. And the two men pleasuring her with me were a part of me too.

      It was overwhelming, and I lost control, my release punching through me, and I felt her squeezing my length as if asking for more. The panting my breaths made sounded like thunder in my ears, as they rang with all of the emotion that had been stolen from me.

      Samantha’s touch gentled on me, running her soft hands over my back. “Bell?”

      I lifted my gaze to her searching one, a regret at her not reaching climax filled me. I would make it up to her for the rest of her life. “Love, I remember.”

      An unsure smile played on her lips as the words faded. “Everything?”

      “Everything.”

      The brightest smile I’d ever seen lit up her face as her green eyes sparkled with happiness. “Well, my incubus, I think it’s time to make sure we all reach an orgasm.”

      She wiggled beneath me, and my dick started to grow hard again. It was tempting to keep her warmth for myself, but I slipped from between her legs and looked to Alastor.

      He watched me hesitantly, and I stepped into him. “I think you should be rewarded for saving us.”

      His lips parted, and I closed the space between us, plunging my tongue into his depths and kissing him as I imagined his clothing away. He groaned low, and when he pressed against me, I broke off our kiss. Not missing the idea, Alastor moved between Samantha’s legs.

      “Show our girl her future,” I murmured. My fingers wrapped over his hard length, and I guided him into her folds. Using my hands on his hips, I urged him to go faster.

      All of our attention was riveted to where their bodies joined. As he started plunging into her, I lifted my eyes to Lex. He didn’t remember what we were to each other yet, but he would.

      I gripped his chin between my fingers and turned his head to me. “Do you remember me at all?”

      He nodded, and it was all I needed before I crashed my mouth into his. We weren’t gentle with each other. All teeth and hands as we explored each other. It didn’t take much before he angled me next to Samantha, my back to him and released himself from his jeans.

      I watched with hooded eyes as he dipped his fingers between Sam’s folds, gathering her moisture to ease the way. As he worked his dick past that tight muscle, I leaned over Samantha, our lips gliding over each other as Lex pushed into me. We were connected, the four of us, in that small moment.

      Raiden still watched from his position on the chair, and last I saw, he was slowly stroking himself. He would join us one day. Maybe after his memories were fully back. But for right now, this was perfect.
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      The four of them had collapsed after we were shown to our bedrooms. One of the rooms held a bed large enough for at least four dragons to sleep comfortably on it while shifted. They were all asleep on it now, looking small in comparison.

      Not much was said, but I knew the demon remembered, and Sammy did too. And I had flashes of memory. I could see her in my arms, my dragon demanded that we claim her, but I had memories of doing that once.

      I wasn’t sure where the Demi-god stood yet.

      My restless legs carried me back to the dining room. The table had been cleared of everything that was on it. And I was sure the dragons sanitized the crap out of the surface. At least if they could smell what I could once they were finished.

      If only I could just remember what was missing. My fingers tugged at my hair as I paced.

      The door creaked open, and Tyler stepped in. “You couldn’t sleep either?”

      “No,” I clipped. Frustration rode me hard. It wasn’t sexual, although that was part of it; it was not knowing everything. I needed to remember my life.

      “We will get your memories back.”

      How did he read me so well?

      “Best friend.” He shrugged as if he could see that question too. He shoved his hands into his pockets, his shoulders slumping. “What do you remember from back home?”

      “I remember the palace and running through the portal when I was a kid. And getting adopted by the people that are my parents now. But it is all out of focus, like it was blurred.”

      “I mean, the spell would have to do a lot of that with you, since you basically lived at our house after the first grade. And we couldn’t get rid of Sam.” He leaned against the wall next to the tall floor to ceiling windows that put the snow covered mountains on display. It was a strange thing to notice, but I guess my mind was looking for distractions.

      “Did–Were Sammy and I–” My words tumbled from my lips in a tangled mess, I wasn’t even positive what I was trying to ask.

      “Sam had a crush on you for a while. You were a hero in her eyes. Then she went away for training, and when she came back, you didn’t hide your feelings well. Although you gave it a good effort, and it was easy to pretend I was seeing things that weren’t there. And I’m pretty sure you wouldn’t have acted on it fully if I was against it, but I’m not that kind of asshole.” He kicked his foot back, propping it against the wall behind him.

      Some of what he said pricked at my thoughts. I could see Sammy as a little kid, tears on her face from falling off her bike. Tyler younger, too, laughing. I’d ran over and helped her, urged her to climb back on and try again to prove her brother wrong; she wasn’t weak and incapable.

      Then I’d run behind her, holding her seat, as she peddled and picked up speed enough that my legs couldn’t keep up, and she rode all on her own. She’d done amazing until she realized I wasn’t holding on anymore. But we’d done it over and over again until she had it.

      It was a bittersweet memory that led to more of the same. Like a slow trickle of a river through boulders blocking the current.

      “And the others?” I glanced back at the door, picturing the route back to the room that held them.

      “She fell for each of you. And you were okay with sharing her, which was surprising to me, but who am I to judge?”

      “For my dragon to be willing to share, my feelings must be really strong. I feel like I’m failing, not remembering like I should.”

      “Of course you feel that way. But you’ll remember. If I can get powers from a Goddess, then you can find your memories again.”

      I let out a long sigh and glanced away. I hoped he was right, because this hole in my heart would bleed me dry if I didn’t.

      The door creaked, and we both lifted our gaze to it. Sammy peeked her head into the room, smiling when she caught sight of us.

      “I woke up, and you weren’t with us,” she said, focused on me.

      “I couldn’t sleep.”

      She padded on bare feet across the stone floor, stopping next to me. Her small hand curled around my forearm, making me aware I had crossed my arms.

      “Anything I can help with?” She peered up at me, her mossy green eyes drawing me in, pink lips parted with her question. And my brain short circuited. She’s asked me that question before, I knew it in my bones. Many times in the past.

      I placed my other hand on top of hers. “Just stay with me?”

      She smiled brightly, and it made me want to be whoever she saw when she looked at me. “What about you, Ty? Can’t sleep?”

      “If you think I’m sleeping for one second while I’m in a palace in Tartus that is full of dragons, you are crazier than you were before. This is the best thing ever. What if I never see this again?”

      She laughed. “You are going to crash hard once we get back home.”

      He gave a half shrug and pushed off the wall. “I guess I need to soak it all in before we leave then. I’ll give you two some privacy.” He winked at me, and I had a feeling he was leaving only for that reason and not to see more of the palace. Ty wanted me alone with his sister, probably hopeful that my memories would come back.

      When the door shut behind him, Sammy slid her arms around my middle and laid her head on my chest. “Is this okay?” she asked.

      I wouldn’t want her any other place. That was insane right? I couldn’t remember most of my time with her, but even my dragon knew she was important.

      “Perfect.”

      She inhaled deeply and then released a long sigh. “Rai, I miss you.”

      “I’m right here.” I tightened my arms around her.

      “I know.” She squeezed my waist in return. “But I want more than your body. I want your mind too.”

      “Sammy wanting more than a body? You really have changed.” The teasing quip was out of my mouth before I could even think about what I was saying, and I snapped my mouth shut. Where would that come from?

      She pulled back and studied my face, a smile playing on her lips like she was unsure if she should smile for real or not. “See, that is something the old you would say. Before all the recent stuff.” She tapped the side of my head. “The rest of you is in here. We will get it out.”

      Her palm flattened on my cheek, and I closed my eyes to soak in her touch. Familiar and foreign all at once. The only real thought was I needed more. So much more.

      “I don’t want you to think I’m taking advantage of you, Rai. But I want you.” She pressed against my obvious reaction to having her body close. “And it seems you feel the same. I can be loud for you. If you want–”

      “I can’t lie and tell you there is more than the physical. And that feels dirty to me. You deserve more, and I know it is somewhere inside, but I don’t have a grasp on it yet. It is slippery, and I might never get any of it back.”

      She blinked rapidly, and I could sense she was attempting to dry her eyes of whatever emotion my words caused. She nodded once and gave me a fake smile. “I do no strings, Rai.”

      I had no doubt that those words were once true for the beauty standing in front of me, but they no longer were, and I couldn’t take what she was offering and not give her more.

      My fingers curled over hers still pressed to my cheek. “No, you don’t.” I closed my eyes and lifted her touch off of me, missing it as soon as I did.

      When I opened my eyes, a single tear tracked down her face. I brushed it away with my thumb; my heart ached for her. Everything inside of me wanted to promise her I would remember, but I couldn’t lie to her, because what if they never returned?

      She rolled her lips between her teeth and stepped back. “I understand.” A swallow worked her throat, and she focused on my feet.

      “Do you?” I asked, my voice thick with emotion.

      She nodded but didn’t bring her pretty eyes back up to mine.

      “Sammy–” I started, and she held up a hand.

      “Rai, don’t try to explain. Okay? It isn’t you.” She laughed, and it sounded like she was holding back more tears. “It’s me.”

      My brow lowered as I felt the full force of her emotions. Before I reacted, she passed me and slipped out of the dining room. Leaving my ears ringing with the silence and my dragon revolting inside of me. There had to be a way to get all of my memories back.
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      My heart was breaking. Was this how Alastor felt before my memories had returned? Hopeless and lost. Rai was my rock. He was always there when things were hard.

      With both him and Lex missing memories, I felt torn. Happy Bellamy and Alastor were fully mine, but still missing the pieces of my heart I’d given to the other two.

      My comfort and my rock, how would I survive in a world without them?

      I wouldn’t.

      Tears stained my face for the second time that night as I wandered through the halls, no destination in mind. I could go back to the bedroom, but I didn’t want to wake them.

      Passing an open door, I peered in to find a library. It was the sort of place Brook would drool over, and I wondered if she found it last time we came here. We had been so focused on finding that ruby. If we had never found it, we might have defeated the mage already.

      But regrets had never gotten me anywhere. I pushed them away as I stepped into the room.

      It was two stories. A spiral staircase led up to a second level, that was little more than a balcony of sorts that circled the room. The ceiling was painted glass, a scene of a single dragon with his tail wrapped protectively around a fierce-looking woman. Her long blonde hair lifted with the whipping wind. Her features were undefined, but something about it called to me.

      I climbed the stairs to get closer, so I could see it clearer. Leaning on the iron railing, I gazed up at it, studying each fine detail.

      “The prophecy,” Baldwin, the older sentinel, said from the ground floor. I gasped in surprise as I looked down. He was settled in a large high-backed chair, a glass of liquor in his hand. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you.”

      “I didn’t mean to disturb you. I can go.” I moved toward the staircase. The older dragon had been tolerant of me the last time I was here, but I was pretty sure he didn’t like me.

      “Have a drink with me.” He swirled the amber liquid in the tumbler.

      At glacial speed, I returned to the main floor. I wasn’t one for avoiding uncomfortable conversations, but I wasn’t sure what he’d want to say to me in the first place.

      Lowering into the seat across from him, I perched on the edge, ready to spring to my feet and go.

      As he uncorked the tall bottle, a delicate melody of glass meeting glass resonated through the air. With a practiced hand, the amber liquid cascaded smoothly into the awaiting tumbler, releasing a gentle aroma that enveloped the room. His movements reminded me of Lex, and my heart gave a slight pang. Raising the drink in a gesture of offering, he extended it toward me, the golden hues of the beverage catching the soft glow of the room’s ambient light.

      It would all be…cozy. If it weren’t the old dragon sitting across from me. All that would need to be added would be a roaring fire in the fireplace.

      He leaned back in his seat and watched me. “I knew it was you the second you arrived.” His gaze lifted to the painted glass cresting the room.

      “How?”

      He chuckled low. “There were a few clues. The fledgling King's protectiveness of you. Nyx’s favorite son, the demon prince, and the son of Hades were all in tow. Then there was you–”

      I held my breath as I waited for him to add more.

      “The slip of a girl that put herself into the line of danger to stop the fighting that would have happened. It was courageous. After I was past my anger at the actions of the last demon hunter that entered our halls, I saw you for what you were. Our future.”

      My breath punched out of me in a whoosh. I wasn’t sure what I expected, but I didn’t think the grumpy dragon would basically say he accepted me.

      “But now our memories,” I said.

      He nodded. “That does throw a wrench into the situation. Had I known why he wanted the ruby…no matter, spilt milk.” With a tilt of his wrist, he downed his drink, and I dropped my eyes to my still-full glass. When he set his empty tumbler to the side, I held mine out in offer. I wouldn’t actually drink it. His fingers closed around it, brushing mine, his mouth tilted in a half smile. “You will be a good Queen.”

      At that moment I felt like I was the one that had drank too much as I sputtered, “What?”

      His attention focused above us again, and it was then I noticed the small crown on the girl's head. Silver and intricate, with vines and flowers, a bit of each of my guys in the design. The hue of silver dragon scales along the base, beautiful moonlight flowers connected by the vines, a darker almost shadowed power clung to it, while miniature horns came off the sides. My fingers itched to touch it, even though it was nothing but a stained glass painting on the ceiling.

      “Queen of the dragons, demons, and Underworld. Are you ready?”

      “I think getting everyone’s memories back is the main thing we should focus on right now. Your King has no clue who I am.”

      “But his dragon does. I see the fire in the depths of his eyes.” He took a sip of the amber liquid and licked his lips. “He will remember.”

      “How?”

      “In the treasure room, there is a necklace. Find it. It holds magic with the ability to merge minds. The necklace was in a set of three, but alas, only one remains.” He paused and drew in a deep breath. “You will only need one for your remaining mates. It has a flower as a charm, similar to the one on that crown. Once you have it, hold it in your hand and think of Raiden or Lex, asleep or awake, and it will pull their consciousness to you. Mind walking is a strong power, and it could unlock the suppressed memories within his head.”

      “Isn’t that an invasion of someone’s free will?”

      “Do you not think Raiden will be happy to have his memories returned?” He finished off my drink and set the empty tumbler next to the other. He stood and gave me a half bow. “The decision is up to you, of course.”

      He didn’t wait for me to respond before he was out of the room, leaving me alone with my thoughts. I gazed up at the beautiful glass, trying to see what he did. Was that supposed to be me? Was I really meant to rule by the side of my guys? As many times as I’ve heard the suggestion in different ways, I had never taken it to heart.

      None of it would matter either way if I couldn’t help Raiden and Lex. With a sigh, I pushed from the chair and headed for the treasure room. I knew the necklace he mentioned. It caught my attention while we searched for the ruby.

      The stone floor was cool on my bare feet as I silently moved through the halls. How had I learned to navigate them? I still remembered the first day we arrived here last time and feeling so lost in the large winding halls. Now it felt like second nature for my legs to carry me to the room I needed. The large double doors were closed, the protection spells in place. They could only be opened by a royal.

      But if I went to him, he would ask why I needed in his treasure room. That would be an awkward conversation. ‘Your dragon guard told me I could use a necklace to get inside your head.’ Right. Regular Rai wouldn’t like that, he would let me, because he was my Rai. But mind-altered Raiden might bar my way.

      My gaze was fixated on the panel, the very same he effortlessly operated every time to grant us access. I couldn’t help but wonder if there was a way to bypass it. With a curious determination, I examined the sleek surface from every angle, attempting to find the hidden mechanism that held it securely on the wall. Yet, no matter how diligently I searched, it seemed to defy normal logic and reason. Which would make sense being in a dragon palace. I reluctantly accepted that there was an element of magic at play, making it beyond my comprehension. Now, if it was brute force, I would manage just fine.

      Summoning a surge of audacity, I disregarded all caution and placed my palm flat against the smooth pad, mimicking Rai’s previous action. Instantly, a jolt of electricity coursed up my arm, causing the tiniest hairs to stand on end and a wave of goosebumps to ripple across my skin. And then, with an audible click, something within the door was released, causing it to creak open ever so slightly, revealing a tantalizing glimpse beyond its threshold.

      My heart leapt into my throat as I gently pushed it open. The protection spell let me in. Rapid breaths filled the space as the implications of that hit me with the force of a typhoon. The magic accepted me as royal blood. But I wasn’t. I’d tried to open the door the last time we were here, and it hadn’t budged. I flattened my hand over my stomach, peering down at the flat expanse.

      My legs felt weak, and I sank onto a treasure chest. I couldn’t be… pregnant.

      Could I?

      I mean, of course I could, my birth control lapsed, and I hadn’t thought of protection. But I had also been under the impression I couldn’t have babies with supernaturals. Which was probably pretty silly considering Lex existed as proof that it happened.

      My mouth dried up, and I swallowed as adrenaline spiked through me. What was I going to do?

      Nothing.

      All of my focus needed to be on getting my men to remember. A baby wasn’t in the plan for saving the world. And if any of the guys found out, they would wrap me in a blanket, layered with bubble wrap, and lock me back in Alastor’s tower.

      My decision made, I straightened my shoulders and stood back up. On wooden legs, I moved to the treasure chest I knew had the necklace I was looking for. Finding it, my fingers gripped it like it was a lifeline. All the while my head screamed at me that my entire life had changed in the space of a second.

      With each step, panic crept in and tried to take hold. But I pushed it away and ignored it; my hand returned to my stomach over and over again on my journey back to our rooms. It was in my head. Convincing myself of the lie was easy enough, and by the time I stepped foot into our bedroom, I believed it.
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      My legs were tangled with Bellamy’s and Sam was cuddled to my side, Alastor on her other side. I stared at the canopy over the four-poster bed, light shining off of it, telling me we’d slept all night.

      I felt different in the daylight. My memories didn’t feel too far away now, it was almost like they were right on the other side of whatever wall was built to keep them from me.

      With a small movement, I shifted my legs, untangling them from Bellamy. My attempt at climbing from our pile of bodies without disturbing any of them didn’t work as both Sam and Bellamy blinked up at me as I sat up.

      “Sorry,” I whispered.

      Then I scooted down the center of the bed to slip off the end. Padding over to the bathroom, I eliminated the tiny issue of a full bladder. After I was finished, I returned to our room, finding Bellamy and Sam whispering to each other.

      It was obvious he remembered her, in the same way Alastor remembered us all. I was slightly jealous of their connection, although, I couldn’t place why I would be. Being left out had never been high on my list of things that bothered me, but I felt left out of what they had. The soft and gentle connection.

      When Sam caught sight of me, her face lit up, and she gestured for me to join them. My heart skipped a beat, and my breath caught. I wanted her to love me. In the same way, she cared for the other two. Or maybe what I wanted was to remember how I felt about her. Why I’d been so drawn to her all along.

      “Lex, I found something I think will help get your memories back. Would you be willing to try it?” Sam asked. She was still quiet, but she couldn’t keep the excitement out of her voice.

      I eyed the chain she had dangling between her fingers with the charm hanging from the end. Magic coated the jewelry as if it was made from it. The power pulsed off of it from here.

      “What is it?” I asked.

      “Baldwin said that it helps minds connect and that it might work in restoring yours and Rai’s memories.” She crawled down the bed to the end, closest to me. “Can we try?”

      There was only one answer I could give her pleading look. “Yes.” The word leaked out of me in a thin breath. I wanted to shout, ‘Anything, I will do anything to remember you.’ But those words were stuck inside of me.

      When she reached for me, I didn’t hesitate to close the distance. Her fingers wrapped around mine, and she pulled me into a tight hug. The fact that we were both naked was not lost on my body, and she smiled as she pulled away.

      “The next time you are inside of me, Lex, I want you to remember all the times before.” She pressed a soft kiss to my lips. “Maybe we should find clothes so we can concentrate better.”

      “I don’t know, I like the view,” Bellamy replied. He was leaning against the headboard, the blanket gathered at his hips, and the muscles of his chest were accented with the way his arms were propped behind his head. He was someone to me too. And he confirmed my thoughts with his next words. “My two favorite people, naked together, I could only ask for one other thing.”

      Sam grinned at him. “Of course, you would say that, you’re an incubus. I’m sure all the sexual energy in the room is feeding you for a month.”

      He gave a half-hearted shrug and returned her smile with a smirk of his own. “I am quite satiated.”

      Rolling my eyes at their banter, I tugged on a fresh shirt that was my size and a pair of sweats. Then I tossed Sam what seemed to be her clothing folded neatly on the dresser. A t-shirt that hugged her curves and a pair of shorts that had to leave her cold in the winter environment we were in.

      Then I moved over to one of the chairs by the slowly dying fireplace. Giggles came from her as she dressed,;Bellamy hindered her progress playfully by kissing her neck and wrapping his tail around her. She slapped his tail away and swung her leg over his, then she leaned into him, kissing him briefly before she climbed from the bed and sank into the seat across from me. She curled her legs under her and studied me.

      “Are you sure? We haven’t had much luck with magical charms.” She held it up, and the sunlight coming in the window glinted off of it.

      “Everything to gain and everything to lose right?”

      She laughed, her fingers curling around the charm. “I think it is nothing to lose and everything to gain.”

      “Normally. But if this works, I gain everything; if it doesn’t, I’ve still lost everything.”

      The smile disappeared from her face, and she nodded. “Not forever.” I wasn’t sure if she said the words to reassure me or herself. She rested her hand over her stomach as if she wasn’t feeling well before she shook off whatever thoughts she was having.

      Bellamy tensed on the bed, he looked ready to leap from the surface and fight whatever enemy he sensed. “Love?”

      She swallowed, her eyes going wide as she stared at me. “No.”

      I wasn’t sure what conversation they just had, but it didn’t ease Bellamy’s tension.

      “Okay, Lex, you ready?” She rushed ahead. “Baldwin said I just need to reach out to your mind.”

      She closed her eyes and inhaled slowly. The charm in her hand started to glow, making her skin appear pink on the outside. It obviously wasn’t burning her because she didn’t flinch.

      Then I felt her. It was a slight tickle, just behind my eyes. A slight feeling of flowing water, searching for cracks in the barrier of my mind. There was a trickle as it found what it was looking for.

      A barrage of memories that weren’t my own flooded my senses. They floated in little bubbles around us, because Sam was standing in front of me in the giant room.

      “I don’t know how this is done,” she admitted, and her voice had a dream-like quality.

      I reached out for one of the bubbles, and inside of this one, I could see myself from what I assumed was her eyes. We were laughing and flirting. The love I felt for her was clear on my face. I watched as the ‘me’ in the memory poured her a drink, popped a cherry on a sword into it, and slid it across the bar to her.

      Releasing the bubble, I grabbed a different one from the air. In that one, Bellamy and I were wrapped in each other’s arms, our needy sounds of pleasure filled the small apartment, and then Sam was joining us.

      Each memory I watched filled me with a strange sense of déjà vu. But it was as if I couldn’t access it.

      “Maybe we need to go deeper,” I suggested.

      She opened her hand, and the charm laid on her palm. “Okay.”

      I was drawn to it. Placing my fingers over hers, I connected our hands over the slowly warming metal. It shot electricity through me, and I was shoved into a reality I didn’t remember.

      The club lights flashed, the music pounded, and all of the supernaturals were having a great time. Free from being hunted. Free from the discrimination they faced outside of these four walls. Here, they were all accepted as they were.

      “You did this, Lex, you should be proud.” I glanced over at the man that spoke. He was a vampire I recruited to help me set up my dream of owning a place for everyone. I knew him instantly.

      “Thanks.” I cast my attention over the crowd again, pride growing in my chest. Then I caught a flash of a tall blonde, all in leather, and clearly hunting if the weapons strapped all over her body meant anything. “Watch the bar, I have something to take care of.”

      I threaded my way through the crowd, finding the girl. She was breathtaking up close. Her eyes roved the faces around her; she had a determined look on her face as she focused on the demons. My business would die as quickly as it started if word got out that supernaturals weren’t safe. That I allowed a demon hunter to prowl in the shadows looking for a mark.

      Wrapping my fingers around her arm, I tugged her toward a VIP room where I could talk without drawing attention. “Come with me.”

      “Excuse me?” she drawled as she attempted to shake me off. She couldn’t. I didn’t care what kind of hunter she was, I was a Demi-god, and I had the upper hand. “Let go.”

      The tip of the dagger pressed into the flesh just under my arm. I flicked my eyes from her to the weapon. “No hunting in my club.”

      Her eyes widened, and she dropped the pointy end of her weapon to her side, allowing me to pull her into the room. I shut the door, closing off the pulsing beat of the music.

      “Now, let's have a little talk. If there is one rule, it’s no hunting. You can not come into my club and hunt the supes I’ve vowed are safe here.”

      “What about the humans?” She glared at me.

      “The humans are also safe. No feeding in the club.”

      “So two rules.” She crossed her arms over her perfect tits.

      I smoothed my beard down and glanced away. “It is the same thing. No hunting.”

      “What about after they leave?” She tilted her head to the side, seeing if I was willing to bend.

      “They are safe within these walls, which includes looking for a target to follow when they leave. If a human is here, it is because they are already a part of this world. They are here by choice. They know the risks of leaving with the supernaturals.”

      She bit her lip as she looked up at me because, although she was tall, I was still taller. “Okay, boss man, what’s your name?”

      Was she flirting? It was like a switch was flipped. I narrowed my eyes at her. “Lex.” I drew out my name into more than one syllable.

      “Lex,” she said tasting my name and sending awareness to my dick. “If you won’t let me hunt, maybe you’ll let me fuck you.” She twirled a strand of hair over her fingers as her eyes dropped down to my feet and slowly worked their way back up to my face.

      Heat infused every part of me as I felt her eyes track over my body. Even my dick started to grow.

      “Fuck you?” I had never met a girl who was so forward with what she wanted.

      She wet her lips before dragging her lower lip between her teeth. “A girl has needs.”

      My eyes flicked to the one-way glass as I was tempted to take her up on the offer. She followed my gaze. Her eyes roved over the surging crowd on the other side of the window.

      “From behind and hard.” She moved to the glass, her fingers making quick work of her leather pants. She started to push them over her hips before I moved a muscle. My dick twitched in my pants, and I knew what choice I was going to make. I never said I was a good guy.

      Her leather pants pooled at her feet, the weapons strapped to them clanging on the ground around her. She slipped a foot from her pants and spread her legs, barring her sex to my hungry gaze. Then she pressed her hands to the glass and arched her back slightly.

      “I’m waiting,” she said with a grin.

      My fingers deftly worked my jeans as I crossed the small distance. I ran my hands over the swell of her ass before dipping them into the warmth between her legs. She let out a low sexy sound that I knew I’d be addicted to by time we were done.

      “No strings, Lex.”

      I gasped, as the memory assaulted me. My eyes slowly lifted to Samantha's. I remembered her. That had only been the beginning. Even with her telling me after each time it was the last time. We both knew she’d be back. The sex was great. Hiding my feelings was not so great. Because she made it clear from the start, it was about the physical, not the emotional.

      She smiled tentatively as tears welled in my eyes. “Did it work?”

      I swallowed hard, overcome with our entire relationship washing over me of my life since her almost drowning me. “You were so bold when I met you.”

      The smile spread, her eyes lighting up, and she pressed her palm to my cheek as she closed the distance between us. “And I’m not now?”

      “Oh no, you only got bolder. Almost drove me crazy with need, taunting me with the idea of you with other men. Not because you wanted others, but because I knew it was only a matter of time before someone snagged you up and had you settle down. And I wanted it to be me.”

      “It is you.” She pressed a kiss to my lips. “It is all of you. You are my everything.”
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      I blinked open my eyes, a mixture of hope and doubt swirling within me, afraid that it might all be a clever trick of the charm—that he couldn’t truly remember. Tears streamed down my face as I relived his memories, leaving my cheeks damp and my emotions raw. It was as if a dam had burst, unleashing a torrent of feelings that engulfed us both, and in that rush, I remembered it all, just as vividly as he did.

      How had I never noticed I returned to him over and over again? Pretending like it didn’t mean more than it was. I had been so blinded by my need to keep my distance from everyone. But he became my safety, my comfort when I didn’t even realize I needed him.

      He opened his eyes as slowly as I had, and I saw the truth in his depths. I didn’t wait for him to speak, instead, I launched myself over the small table that separated us and into his arms. He wrapped me in his calm warmth, and I clung to him as if he was a life preserver in a sea of uncertainty.

      Hope grew by leaps and bounds. We would be whole soon. All of us, together the way it is meant to be. The way the prophecy wrote it.

      “Gods, I missed you.” I peppered his face with kisses. Then I nuzzled his cheek, his beard tickling mine in the oh so familiar way.

      He chuckled. “You can’t get rid of me that easily.”

      “Thank fuck,” Bellamy said, drawing our attention to him still propped on the bed. Alastor was sitting up next to him; he must have woken while we were in our memories.

      “I have to do Raiden now,” I said. I clenched the charm in my hand, it was leaving an indent in my flesh I gripped it so tightly.

      “Okay, but come up here with us. I would hate for you to topple from the chair and hurt yourself,” Bellamy said. I met his knowing gaze and gave a slight shake of my head. He couldn’t tell anyone. What if it wasn’t true?

      “We will keep you safe,” Alastor agreed, his accent making me melt.

      I thread my fingers with Lex’s as I climbed off of his lap and tugged him behind me back to the bed. I settled between Alastor and Bellamy as Lex sat opposite me.

      Lex’s gaze raked over Alastor, and there was none of the derision that had been there before his memories came back. He went up on his knees and leaned toward him. His fingers grabbed his chin, and he leaned forward.

      “This mattered, you saved us with your heroics.” Then he kissed him hard and fast. I shared a smile with Bellamy as they broke apart. “I’m sorry for calling you a coward.”

      Alastor blinked rapidly and nodded his head. “My life wouldn’t have been the same without you in it.”

      “Enough of the sappy shit, let’s focus on getting Raiden’s memories back,” Bellamy complained. Although, we could see through the automatic shield he wore.

      We settled together on the bed as I gripped the charm. I closed my eyes, reaching for wherever Raiden was, but nothing happened. There was no pull, no heating of the magic in my palm. After a few seconds, my eyes popped back open.

      “It’s not working.” I shook it as if that would restart the magic.

      “There isn’t much magic coming off of it now. Maybe it has to build back up.”

      Tears gathered at the corners of my eyes for a completely different reason then. What if it never built back up? What if there was a baby inside of me and he never remembered?

      The baby would grow up without their father. Sure, the other three would be there, so they wouldn’t lack love and affection. Still, it made my heart ache. Rai had always wanted to be a dad, he’d talked about getting married and settling down. He had told us once he wanted a whole house full to make up for the family he lost. At the time I figured it wouldn’t be with me, but now—I could give that to him.

      “Can Alastor charge it?” Lex glanced at the God in question.

      With a shrug, he held out his hand, palm open, before his fingers curled around the charm I placed there. My eyes glued to his fist, light illuminated from his fingers, and my heart gave a hopeful jump. When he held it out for me, I attempted to make it work again.

      A low buzzing filled my ears, and I lost hold of the necklace with a gasp. It was charged, but there was something wrong.

      “It isn’t working,” I told them. “Like something is blocking it.”

      “We will get his memories back, even if we have to find another way,” Bellamy whispered against the shell of my ear. “That dragon won’t be able to resist claiming you over and over again, with or without his memories.”

      A shiver of pleasure ran down my spine as he distracted me with his fingers ghosting over my arm. He pressed a kiss below my ear, making a path down my neck to my collarbone. The soft touch of his lips and hands combined made me ache inside.

      Was it wrong to want the three of them while Raiden was somewhere in the castle still without his memories? It felt selfish, and maybe it was a little bit. But it was also a comfort and reassurance for all of us, that we still had each other. We would find a way for all of us to remember.

      For now, I would give into this fire burning between us. This growing need to be filled by each of them. It helped that two of them were still naked. Although, Bellamy did have his magical powers. At my thought, Lex and I were naked right along with them.

      As if Alastor and Bellamy were communicating mentally, each one of them spread my thighs with a hand wrapped around each leg, baring me completely for each of their eyes.

      “Lex, our girl is lacking attention,” Bellamy said.

      My stomach jumped as Lex took the cue to crawl up the bed to me. His lips painted a trail up my leg, as he pressed wet kisses straight up to my core. He french kissed my lips, drawing my clit between his teeth.

      Alastor’s fingers tightened on my leg, giving the Demi-god better access. I reached for his hard length beneath the sheet and gripped him as tight as he held me, dragging my hand up and over the swollen head, then back down. His needy moan was an aphrodisiac, and I searched out Bellamy’s hard cock just as Lex slipped a finger between my folds, making me attempt to arch into his touch.

      Fuck me.

      Even after last night, this felt different. With each of them remembering us and what we were to each other. Lex swirled his thumb over my clit and ran two fingers into the moisture, dipping them inside of me before his tongue and mouth tasted me all over again as if I were his last meal.

      “That’s it, love, ride the pleasure Lex is giving you,” Bellamy whispered against the shell of my ear. “Give into it.”

      An answering moan filled the room as I tried again to move against his mouth. But I wasn’t sure it came from me. I was too far gone.

      When Bellamy snaked his hand up to circle my neck, I knew he planned to add more intense pleasure to the mix by depriving me of breath. Lifting my chin, I gave him better access, consenting without words. I trusted him. My demon  wouldn’t really hurt me.

      “Breathe,” he murmured. And I did. He cut off my air, watching my face as the intensity grew even more. Then he loosened his hold. His fingers rubbed over where he had squeezed, thumb brushing along my jawline. “Again?”

      I deliberately inhaled and held his gaze. The tightening of his long fingers just pushed me further as Lex sucked on my clit as if in tandem with Bellamy, and Alastor’s teeth scraped over my nipple. When he released his hold again, a low needy moan filled my lungs with the pure air in the room, only getting louder as I exhaled.

      “How about one of you cut my air off with something else?” I gasped, my fingers tightening on each of them as I stroked their hard lengths. In my pleasure, I had only been gripping them, forgetting about them.

      “Alastor, you heard our girl,” Bellamy ordered.

      I brought my gaze to my God as he got onto his knees next to me. He really was glorious in his otherworldly beauty. How had I become the luckiest girl alive? I wet my lips in anticipation, and I dropped my eyes to the heavy length jutting from his hips. He inched forward, and I met him, my tongue swiping the moisture from the tip.

      “That’s it, suck me into your perfect mouth,” Alastor commanded with a groan of his own.

      I swirled the tip of my tongue over his head and down the slit, gathering every bit of his taste. As I flattened my tongue over the swollen head and sucked, Lex dipped a third finger into me and seemed to match my movements unconsciously. It was enough to have my eyes rolling into the back of my head as I moaned around Alastor.

      I pulled back as I became one with the stars in the sky and exploded into stardust, and still, Lex didn’t relent in his assault. To add to my ongoing pleasure, I felt Bellamy’s fingers circle my throat again in my favorite kind of necklace, anticipation of my air cutting off making me really feel like I’d shot into space, and my heart raced even more.

      They knew how to draw it out, and I wanted to weep as I came back into myself. It was almost too much. But now it was their turn, and I was sure we would return to the nether again, together this time.
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      I had drank a little too much after leaving Sammy. The sadness in the depths of her eyes made me want to pretend I remembered. Be the man she thought I was. It haunted me even now, as I looked down at another glass of whiskey between my fingers.

      I wasn’t sure if I was a drinker before, but it might be a hobby I took up now. The burn of the oak-infused alcohol had disappeared a few glasses ago. But the smooth slide of it down my throat was still there, the savory flavor on my tongue.

      The cold didn’t even feel that cold anymore. With the sun coming up, I was sure whatever chill had settled over me would leave soon enough. I watched the sun rise over the red mountains, the demon palace far in the distance, and my kin taking morning flights around the peaks.

      If I didn’t think I’d crash into the rocks in the equivalent of a dragon car accident, I’d join them. Instead, I took another long swallow of the liquid that kept me warm all night, wishing, not for the first time, I had taken Samantha up on her offer.

      “What the fuck are you doing out here?” Tyler asked.

      The large door behind me opened to reveal the man that was my best friend. Not that I had many memories, just the fleeting ones that told me it was true. I just couldn’t access that portion of my brain obviously. He paused, taking me in, and his gaze narrowed on the glass in my grip.

      “Are you drinking?” he asked, and the disbelieving edge to his voice told me I probably didn’t do it often.

      Well, I should. It was nice to feel nothing.

      I shrugged half-heartedly and lifted the glass in unsteady fingers. When had they gotten like that?

      “Want some?” The words came out slurred and nothing as I expected. Hmm. I furrowed my brow and eyed the amber liquid. “Really smooth.”

      “Holy shit, you’re drunk. Fuck, Rai, you are going to regret that choice.” He sank into the seat next to me. “What happened? Did you stay up all night? Where is Sam?”

      He fired the questions at me like an unrelenting drill sergeant, and I shrugged again. The alcohol slipped over the side of the glass and coated my fingers.

      Tyler leaned across the space and took the glass from my unresisting fingers. I guess I was done. At least now I felt like I could sleep.

      “Bed.” I stumbled to my feet, and the skyline wavered as if the ground was moving beneath my feet. My arms were thrown out to steady myself. “Shit.”

      The full effect of the drinks hit me like a sledgehammer, and I barely made it to the ledge of the balcony before I was emptying the burning liquid from my stomach. It felt like breathing fire, only worse as it came out my nose too. Was I dying? It felt like I was dying.

      The only saving grace was below the balcony were only rocks. At least I hadn’t thrown up all over any of my kin. Tyler was next to me when I could finally breathe again. My head pounded, and I felt like I was going to pass out.

      “You definitely drank too much, buddy. Let me help you to your room.”

      I nodded and even that felt like too much. The chances of me making it to my rooms without hurling again were slim at best, but I’d give it my best shot. He took on most of my weight effortlessly. I must have said the words out loud because he said something about being a firefighter. But it could have all been in my imagination.

      Once we returned to my room, he dropped me on the bed and disappeared into the bathroom, only to reappear with a wastebasket.

      “For puke,” he said, holding it up. “I’ll tell Sam you are resting.”

      I must have answered him coherently because he dragged the heavy blinds shut, blocking out the sun, and left me alone.
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      My head felt as if it were going to burst open and spill my brains all over the bed. Something had woken me, and I wished for the darkness of sleep because this pain was skull-splitting.

      A hangover from hell. Or Tartus, since that was where we were.

      Then I heard the sound that woke me again. It was water in the bathroom. Moments later, Sammy appeared like an angel from the doorway. She crossed the room to me, a washcloth between her fingers.

      “Ty said you were sick,” she said.

      I groaned at her words as they tried to split my head in half. She pressed her lips together. Then brushed my hair away from my forehead, testing for a fever I would guess. She didn’t find one, but she put the cool cloth on my head anyway. It felt nice and soothing. Or maybe it was just her presence.

      She perched on the bed next to me, her fingers running up and down my arm as she watched me.

      “Hung over,” I supplied. My throat felt raw, and I tried to clear it. Another bout of nausea threatened, and I swallowed.

      Her eyebrows shot into her hairline, but she didn’t say anything. She didn’t have to. It was the second confirmation that drinking wasn’t a normal go-to for me. And I didn’t really care how numb it made me feel. I wasn’t sure it was worth the after-effects.

      She pushed off the bed and disappeared back into the bathroom again. Returning this time with a glass of water, she held it out.

      “For your throat,” she whispered.

      I sipped at the cool liquid, it helped a bit.

      “I’ll be back in a few minutes, I’m going to get you some greasy food.”

      The thought of eating right now twisted my stomach, but I nodded my agreement, and she left me alone in the silence.

      I must have drifted to sleep again because the next thing I knew, she was back with a tray of food and two pills for headaches. She climbed onto the bed next to me, sitting criss-crossed with the tray at her feet.

      “Baldwin said that greasy food won’t help, so he gave me a muffin and a tall glass of water and then some sort of pear juice. He said that they will help you feel better.”

      “Baldwin?”

      “The old dragon,” she supplied.

      “No, I know who he is. I just didn’t realize he was on chatting terms with you.”

      She grimaced. “Ouch.”

      “Sorry, it–”

      “It’s fine. He didn’t like me the first time we came here. But I’m charming and won him over of course.” She smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes.

      The way she held herself still sent a prickling sensation through me, like an instinctive warning. It was this unmistakable sense that she was concealing something, and it tugged at my gut with a mix of curiosity and unease. I didn’t like it.

      “What are you hiding?” I asked automatically.

      Her eyes widened, and she shifted uncomfortably, her hands unable to settle for long in one place. Then she reached beneath her shirt and tugged out a necklace with a charm on the end of it.

      “I found this, here in the palace. It had magic in it that helped me get Lex’s memories back. And I think it could work for you too.”

      Giving her a narrowed gaze, I held back from pushing further, sensing there was something more she wasn’t revealing. The certainty of her concealed truths hit me hard, even without my memories. It was crystal clear, as if I could feel it in my bones and all the way down to the soul level. And it was my least favorite thing.

      “Okay. Let’s try.”

      She sighed. “I think it needs to recharge. Or maybe you have to be sober.”

      It was my turn to grimace. “I’m hungover, not drunk.”

      “You smell drunk,” she said with a wrinkle of her nose. “And honestly, you are lucky Ty found you. A whole bottle of whiskey? Really?”

      “Are you scolding me?” I chuckled, and it felt like my skull was splitting in half.

      She shifted. “Maybe.”

      I grabbed the muffin and took a bite. It definitely wouldn’t have been my choice of a snack to eat in bed. The crumbs were everywhere. She held out the pear juice to me expectantly. The flavor wasn’t anything like I expected, but it did help the dry pastry go down.

      Silence fell between us, but it didn’t feel uncomfortable. She relaxed into the headboard, her back less stiff now that I was eating.

      “How did the necklace work?” I asked between bites.

      “It was like a dam breaking, and his memories washed over us.” She shivered, a slight smile on her lips. “It even made me recall things I had forgotten about my relationship with him.”

      I nodded, absorbing her words.

      “At first, it was just like a room with my memories. He could see them and touch them, but they didn’t seem to help him.”

      A glimmer of hope blossomed within the darkness that had consumed my chest last night. It felt as if a flickering light had ignited, dispelling the shadows that plagued my memories. There was a chance, just maybe, that I could reclaim everything I had lost. The magic woven into the charm held the potential to unlock the doors of my forgotten past, becoming the beacon of possibility that guided me toward restoration. And it was all because of this woman sitting next to me. Well, and possibly the God, Alastor.

      “When do you want to try?” I asked, eager to be whole again.

      “When you are feeling better,” she replied.

      “I’m good now.”

      “You flinch if I talk too loud,” she pointed out drily.

      “Sammy, I want to remember you. I need to know what we had between us. The fact that it is so strong I can sense things even now—it doesn’t feel like something I can live without. Please.” I reached for her hand, tangling her fingers with mine.

      She pressed her lips together and nodded her agreement. Then she moved the tray to the side table next to her and went to her knees.

      “If it hurts at all, tell me, Rai.” She held my hand as if I were a lifeline, yet she was my anchor in the turbulent seas I had been tossed into.

      With her free hand, she reached up for the necklace, gripping the smooth metal in her palm. She closed her eyes and breathed in slowly. It glowed in her hand, looking like a flashlight shone through her skin.

      My eyes dropped closed of their own accord, and when I opened them again, I was in a field. It looked like a playground. But it was overrun with weeds and tall grass. I glanced around the area, I was the only one there.

      The sky had dark angry clouds gathering to the west, moving quickly toward me. “Sammy?” I called, spinning in a circle again. This didn’t feel like a memory.

      The first fat raindrop fell, pinging off of the broken-down metal slide. Followed by the downpour. The wind whipped and lightning flashed through the sky as thunder rumbled continuously.

      I didn’t understand what this place was or why I was there instead of wherever I was supposed to be. The street was as old and broken as the playground, a desolate feel to the neighborhood.

      My feet carried me in a random direction before I was standing in front of a home I knew, yet didn’t know at the same time. The door hung off its hinges, and the windows had been shattered as if from the inside. On autopilot, I walked up the cracked sidewalk and climbed the steps to the porch.

      I stepped inside, holding my breath and making my movements as silent as possible. The inside looked as dilapidated and destroyed as the outside. But the pictures hanging crooked on the wall showed Sammy and Tyler with older versions of them. I moved slowly into the living room, and there were more pictures in there, sitting atop the fireplace mantle.

      Some had fallen over and tumbled to the ground. Still, I examined them. I was in these ones. As a little kid with them or in my graduation cap and gown my arm was thrown around both of them, all of us smiling from ear to ear.

      My stomach tightened as memories tried to slip through the cracks. What was this place? Why did it look like something exploded in here? And why did I feel sick inside at the thought of what happened to the inhabitants?

      I spun on my heel at the sound of a foot crunching on glass. A tall man dressed all in black looking like something out of The Crow stepped into the room.

      “Who are you?” I asked. Instinct had me reaching for the nearest makeshift weapon I could. With the fireplace poker in my grip, I held it like a sword.

      “Is that really the question you want to be answered?” he asked slowly.

      “I have a lot of questions.”

      “I don’t have all the answers.” He strolled into the room, taking in the damage. “Looks like you’ve fallen into a future that is yet to come. Dreams are strange creatures, taking you places you shouldn’t be.”

      “Why shouldn’t I be here?” Suddenly I wanted to stay. I felt like I needed to learn everything there was to learn about this reality.

      He pursed his lips. “Well, it isn’t that you shouldn’t be here. It is that I’m not sure exactly how you stumbled into this. My mother is usually more cautious when she gives prophecies.”

      “Your mother?”

      “Yes.”

      “Who are you?”

      He sighed and held his hands behind his back. “Morpheus, but I’m not sure that matters much in this situation.”

      I glanced around the room. “What happened here?”

      “A battle was lost I’d assume.” His nonchalant tone grated on me.

      “What battle?”

      “I knew you were full of questions.” He moved over to an armchair and righted it before he settled onto the surface. “Sit.”

      The couch was tossed onto its back, and the other armchair appeared to be torn in half. I squinted at him. “I’ll stand.”

      “Very well. There is a battle between Gods. It happens every so often. Usually, they fight for a bit and then go back to their respective pantheons and lick their wounds. In those skirmishes, there are sometimes casualties.” He shrugged. “Something happened to the prophecy. It’s broken somehow. If it isn’t fixed, this will be the outcome. It appears the world will suffer this time. I do wonder if there are any humans left to dream. Because if there are not, I will also be a casualty.”

      “That means you have a stake in this outcome. You can help.”

      He chuckled. “I’m a God. I cannot interfere. Even this conversation may be too much. But you are in my realm, and it seems you are lost, so maybe it will be okay.”

      “I need my memories.”

      “And you have them. You only need the right key to unlock them. Could that key be hidden in plain sight?”

      A bright crack of lightning blinded me for a moment, but when it faded, he was gone, and in the next blink, I was back in the palace.
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      It hadn’t worked. I’d knocked him out with the magic. He’d slumped over, his fingers loosening seconds after I felt the burst of power.

      “Rai, oh my Gods, wake up,” I said. His cheek was warm beneath my touch as I slightly shook him. My hands moved to his shoulders. “Rai.”

      His head flopped to the side, and I sucked in a breath. Then I leaned forward to listen for his. My palm rested flat on his chest as I held my breath, waiting for his next one. A soft brush of warm air traveled over the shell of my ear as his chest rose beneath my fingers.

      Pure panic shot through me. Help, I had to find help. I scrambled off of the bed like a deranged crab and raced through the halls to where I had left the guys.

      Lex launched out of his seat as soon as he caught sight of me, startling the other three, and Cerberus growled low in his throats.

      “What happened?”

      “Rai needs help–” I gasped. Then I turned on my heel and ran back the way I had come, knowing they would follow.

      He was still out when I entered the room, and I pressed my hand over his heart, searching for his breathing again.

      “Is he unconscious?” Alastor asked.

      “I tried using the charm on him. I felt the magic, but then it knocked him out.”

      “How long has it been?” Lex asked. His hand rested on my lower back, and I leaned into his warmth.

      “Ten minutes,” I replied.

      “He has brain activity. I can’t reach him, but I can sense it,” Bellamy added. His tail flicked out behind him. “It almost feels like dreaming.”

      “Could Sleep–?” Alastor trailed off without finishing his sentence.

      “My sister already did her damage with her part in the prophecy, so I don’t think so. But her son might be curious.” Lex glanced over at him.

      “Morpheus?” Alastor leaned against the bedpost, crossing his arms.

      “Possibly.”

      “How do we wake him up?” I asked.

      “The only thing we can do is wait.” My gaze found Bellamy, and he didn’t look any happier with the thought than I did. It felt as though the air was sucked from the room. If he died…

      No, I can’t think like that. He will live, and even if he never gets his memories back, at least he will be breathing. Unconsciously, my hand rested over my stomach as I sat on the edge of the bed.

      Cerberus shoved his middle head into my hand, nudging me and sniffing loudly. When I lifted my hand to pet him, he shoved deeper into my stomach. Laughing awkwardly, I scooted back as Alastor chastised the pup for getting too friendly.

      Bellamy’s crimson stare bored into mine when I lifted my eyes. He knew what that was about. We would need to have a talk soon. But right now, I just needed to make sure Raiden was okay. I shifted on the comforter and wrapped my fingers around Rai’s fingers. The slight squeeze of his reassured me in a way nothing else had.

      Then he shot straight up in bed, knocking into me in the process. His breaths were ragged as if he had run a mile in his sleep. He blinked, unseeing around the room, before his eyes landed back on me.

      “What happened?” he croaked.

      “It didn’t work.”

      “I think I saw the future. It was an old playground, and I walked to a house that I think was yours and Tyler’s. Everything was destroyed. Then a God appeared. He said something about the prophecy being broken. The battle ravaged earth, there was no one around.”

      My breath froze in my lungs as I cast my gaze around at the guys. The only one not remembering was Rai, did that mean if he didn’t get his memories back we were doomed?

      “Was it Morpheus?” Lex asked tightly, a fury I’d never heard tinged his tone. Rai nodded his confirmation, and Lex swore. “I need to pay a visit to my dear nephew.”

      “Isn’t he like from the beginning of time?” Bellamy shifted on his feet. “Does he call you Uncle Lex?”

      Alastor snorted, and Bellamy grinned. Lex caught on to the teasing and laughed with them, some of the anger evaporating with it. It was good to see them joking with each other and getting along. I had thought that was lost forever. If we got that back, we could still get Rai his memories too.

      “He said that the key to unlocking my mind was closer than I thought,” Rai added, ignoring the others' banter.

      “The charm won’t work?” I asked. Hope melted away like a transient cloud, dissipating under the scorching heat of the sun. My stomach flipped unpleasantly, and I pulled my fingers from his.

      “I don’t think so, but something else will. He said he shouldn’t have helped me that much. It felt like he wanted me to get my memories back, because his existence hangs in the balance as well.”

      Could that be true? I met Lex’s gaze, and he lifted his shoulders to the unasked question.

      “Then we will have to find it.” Determination not to give up filtered through the hopelessness of a moment before.

      “With all of us searching, it will be quick work,” Alastor added.

      Bellamy took up residency in the armchair as he watched us all silently. “What if we found a lamp?”

      A smile tugged at my lips as Alastor and Lex chuckled at his suggestion, remembering his search for the elusive genie in the lamp last time we were here.

      “It is better than any other idea we’ve had,” he sulked.

      Raiden straightened next to me. “There was a lamp here when I was a kid. A djinn was trapped inside.”

      Bellamy’s face brightened. “I knew your treasure room would have a genie with three wishes. We could use one of the wishes to end the war.”

      “That isn’t how djinn’s work,” Rai replied. “They are dangerous.”

      “They are just demons from another pantheon.” Alastor pushed away from the bedpost. “How dangerous could they be?”

      “Hey, demon here, and we can be very, very dangerous.” Bellamy’s tail flicked in annoyance.

      “They don’t grant wishes. My parents used to tell me stories. If a djinn is in a lamp, it means they have strayed to the path of evil and must live in isolation until they have repented. Only then can they exit the lamp and seek absolution. Which is given by helping the person that frees them. They don’t have magical powers in the sense of changing the future.”

      “Well I feel lied to,” Bellamy replied. “The movie got it all wrong.”

      With a laugh, I crossed the space between us, and he pulled me down into his lap, his arms wrapping around me.

      “I need comfort, love.” His breath ghosted over my ear, and I shivered. He pressed a kiss to my temple. “So, basically the timing has to be right, and they are just like a little helper?”

      “Pretty much.” Rai shrugged.

      “It still might be worth it,” Alastor replied.

      The warmth of Bellamy’s hand sank into my stomach as he flattened his palm over it. “I need some alone time with you,” he whispered.

      I stiffened, and he ran his other hand in soothing circles on my shoulder.

      “Yeah, we should look for it. But we should split up. How about Rai and Alastor search the treasure room. Bellamy, Ty and I can go back home and possibly find something with the help of my mom. And Lex can go see Morpheus.”

      “I hate to leave you so soon after—” Lex said.

      “I know, but it won’t be for long. Bellamy and Ty will be with me, so I’ll be safe.”

      Leaving Bellamy’s lips with a tender kiss, I gently untangled myself from his embrace and sought out Lex. As I reached him, my arms instinctively encircled his waist, drawing him close. I nestled myself against him, seeking solace in the closeness we shared.

      It was a bittersweet hug, tinged with a yearning for the reunion of our entire group. Even though we hadn’t separated yet. Still, in that moment, holding Lex so tightly, a spark of assurance ignited inside me, kindling to life the belief that we would be reunited soon, all of us together and whole. Or maybe it was a misguided hope. I wasn’t sure, but I would hold onto it with both hands.
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      My tail tapped off of the chair as I waited for everyone to get done with the goodbyes. While all of my focus was on Samantha and the thoughts I kept picking up from her head.

      I studied her profile, lingering on her stomach. Did she know how much she unconsciously touched her stomach? Or the fact Cerberus had practically shouted to the room that he could sense a new life.

      This plan wouldn’t be happening if any of the guys had even the thought. They wouldn’t let her out of their sight.

      For now, I’d wait it out. Knowledge is power, and it was a hard habit to shake.

      Climbing to my feet as the others exited the room, Samantha faced me with a hesitant look on her face. It was an unsure gaze that I hated. There was too much of a resemblance to when she had first captivated my attention.

      “I’ll get Ty,” she said.

      “It wasn’t a threat, love.” I stopped her with my words, and she paused her hand on the doorknob.

      “I know.” Her soft answer carried to me, but she didn’t look back before she was out of the room.

      My throat filled with unfamiliar emotions, causing a lump to form, and I swallowed forcefully to clear it. Without hesitation, I trailed closely behind her, my determination to make sure she knew for sure it wasn’t a threat propelling me forward.

      As I caught up with her in the dimly lit hallway, I reached out, my fingers gently encircling her upper arm. If she wanted to break free she could. I guided her attention back to me, needing to connect in that moment of vulnerability.

      “Love,” I whispered. My tail reached for her at the same time I brushed my fingers over her cheek. “This isn’t a situation where I think I can control you or your body. Do you understand?” I dipped my head lower until she lifted her eyes to meet mine. “If—well, it is your secret to tell or keep.”

      “But—”

      I pressed my finger over her lips. “No buts. You are strong and fierce. More than capable of taking care of yourself. Just remember, I’m here to help. And I love you with every fiber of my demon’s soul. Even in forgetting you, they couldn’t remove that from me. So you are stuck with me even if you change your mind. And whoever is growing in here–” I pressed my palm over her stomach. “I’m going to love them too.”

      She swallowed hard, pressing her lips together as she blinked away tears. “Bell–”

      “Just say you understand, okay, love?”

      She nodded. A tear slipped down her cheek, and I kissed it away.

      “Good, now let’s go find a solution to the bigger issue.”

      Her arms wrapped around me in the tightest hug she’d ever given me, and I returned her hold. She released me, her touch gentling, and I pressed my lips to her forehead before stepping away.

      She tangled her fingers with mine, the way she always did with Lex, and then pulled me down the hall.

      We found Tyler in the dining room, a plate of fruit that only grew on the mountains piled high. He bit into one of the pink ripe berries, the juice already staining his fingers and lips.

      “Have you had these? Why don’t we have these at home? They are like cotton candy and blueberries.” He held one up, and both of our eyes dropped to the fruit.

      “You are as pink as I am blue,” I said, cocking my head at him.

      “True. But mine washes off.”

      I snorted. “And I can glamor mine away.”

      “Are we doing some sort of weird measuring of dicks because that is just a little strange.” Samantha rolled her eyes. “Ty, we are going home. We need to see if Mom or The Order has any information on getting memories back.”

      “What about Rai, Al, and Lex?” He dropped the berry and pushed the plate away.

      “Lex is going to talk to the God of Dreams, and Alastor and Rai are staying here to search for a djinn,” Samantha replied.

      “I want to search for a genie in a lamp,” Ty said.

      “It isn’t what you think it is. They don’t do the three wishes thing.” I shrugged; I was still disappointed about that.

      He deflated. “Really? That is a bummer.”

      “Yeah.”

      Samantha shook her head at us with a laugh. “Come on, we should get back.”

      “Just lead me to a mirror, love.” I gestured for her to lead the way. We headed back to the rooms, to the same mirror we used the last time we traveled from here.

      It was easier each time I created the portal, and I understood how my brother, Tristan, became so skilled with mirror travel. We exited in Lex’s private room, it was the easiest, and I wasn’t sure a random guest in the penthouse would like three people crawling from their bathroom mirror. Although it might be fun to test if I was alone.

      The club was silent and dark when we exited the VIP area. The high windows said it was daytime. I didn’t care much if humans saw me in all my demon glory, but I knew it would hamper our progress, so as we walked, I slipped into my glamor.

      Sam glanced over at me, studying my face. “I like demon Bellamy better.”

      I smiled, my canines still firmly in place, and she grinned back at me. “That’s good to know.”

      “Stop flirting,” Ty grumbled as he led the way to the exit.

      Unfortunately for him, I didn’t follow commands, and it actually made me do the opposite. By the time we reached their home, I couldn’t even count how many times I made Sam blush and Ty groan. Pushing buttons was a specialty I honed as the younger sibling. At least while Tristan was around. And it gave me great pleasure to do it.

      As we entered the house, I tried to pick up every detail of the home Samantha grew up in. It was cozy and comfortable. Light pastel colors, and photos hung on every wall. They led the way into the living room. I paused in the doorway as my gaze traveled over her parents.

      Her father had a book open and glasses perched on his nose. While her mother was focused on her laptop. They both paused what they were doing when we arrived.

      “Do you remember? You were gone so long, and then Ty disappeared. I was so worried,” her mom said as she popped to her feet and crossed the space between them. She pulled them in for a hug, smooshing them together like they were still little kids or something.

      When she released them, her gaze landed on me. “Who is your friend?”

      “Bellamy.” Sam crossed her arms and stepped back, placing herself between me and her mom. Her eyes widened as she looked at me.

      “I’m sorry about–” she started.

      I huffed out a laugh. “About attempting to kill me to save your daughter?” I lifted an eyebrow. “That was the point. Although, I did think I would actually die.”

      She nodded, clearly unsure what to say to my brushing off of her apology. I knew that Samantha still harbored some kind of feelings on the subject, but as far as I was concerned, she did what a parent should have done, protect their child at all cost.

      “Mom, we need help getting Rai’s memories back. Does The Order have a way?”

      She shook her head as she tugged her eyes back to her daughter. “No, I looked after the God Alastor came and asked your brother for help. If they have a way, it is hidden. And they are already suspicious of me, we’ve been put under surveillance.”

      “I noticed the van, could they be any less obvious?” Sam replied.

      “Being obvious is their point,” her dad spoke up. “They want us to know they hold the power, and if we don’t do what they want, they know where to find us.”

      “What do they want?” Ty asked.

      “To save the world, I suppose.” Her mom lifted her shoulders in a half shrug and settled back onto the couch.

      “They have a crappy way of going about it. Things aren’t as black and white as they think,” Sam grumbled.

      Moving further into the room, I laid my hand on her shoulder, working out the tension I could sense. What she really needed was a good orgasm. But we didn’t have time for that while trying to save the world.

      “Maybe Rai and Alastor have had better luck,” I replied. She leaned into my chest, spreading her warmth into mine.

      “I hope so,” she murmured.
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      Entering my mother’s home without bothering to knock, I strolled in as if I still lived there. In her sitting room, she paused midway with a cup of tea, her lips frozen in anticipation of the warm drink. Setting the cup back on the saucer, a joyous light illuminated her face as she stood up to greet me. Her shadows billowed around her feet, and she stepped forward, her company forgotten.

      I cast my attention over the room, my gaze snagging on the sister I had come to see. Sleep.

      “Where is your son?” I asked, my back rigid and my tone demanding. I didn’t have time for games today.

      A smile wavered over my mother’s face as she stood before me. “I’m so glad your memories have been restored.”

      “Tell me, Mother… Why is it Gods and Goddesses can play in our lives when it suits them, but if it is to save their own child or brother, it is considered interfering?”

      She blinked, her shadow pausing halfway to my face. “Faith. And prophecy.”

      “The gem was shattered, there is no prophecy now!” All of the anger and locked up emotion exploded like a fucking bomb. I could have lost them all. Sam, Bellamy, Alastor, every single one of them. Hell, even Raiden had grown on me, and he was still lost.

      “Brother, do not speak to our mom like that,” Sleep chastised. “The gem wasn’t the prophecy, you silly boy. It was an obstacle on your journey. A hero’s odyssey is not an easy path.”

      I rolled my lips between my teeth, holding back the words I wanted to shout. “Where is your son?” I asked with deadly calm.

      “Morpheus?” she asked, knowing exactly who I was talking about although he was not her only one.

      I huffed, a smile threatening to spread. So our mother wouldn’t interfere, but my dear sister would send her child. “How did you know which son?”

      Her tranquil dark eyes latched on to mine, the tiniest of smiles played at the corners of her mouth. “Good guess? He is at his palace in the Dreaming like always.” She let out a long unbothered sigh and lifted her steaming cup to her lips and blew.

      “Won’t you stay for tea?” Nyx asked when I turned away from them both. I could hear the hope in her voice. But I didn’t have the mental capabilities to make her happy at this moment.

      “I have a world to save, Mother.”

      Without casting a backward glance, I sauntered out of the room, my attention fixed firmly ahead on the plan that was forming. If I could get Morpheus to tell me what he was hinting at, we might have a chance.

      The Dreaming wasn’t far from here, its high walls kept everyone out of the dreamscape where anything was possible. I think I would prefer to live our lives in the Dreaming, free of responsibilities and with the ability to only think something to make it true. My nephew was lucky.

      I approached the large metal doors. A large phoenix perched at the top, its intelligent eyes focused on me. Lifting my hand to knock, the loud tap of my knuckles sounded like a bell. The phoenix let out a abrupt squawk, ruffled its feathers, and flew off in the opposite direction. Interesting doorbell.

      It didn’t take long before the heavy metal door creaked open with a crack big enough for me to enter. The ground was green with lush grass on the other side, entering on a field of wild flowers. Rolling hills led the way to the spiraling castle past the glistening river. It looked like a long walk, but dreams were different, and this was The Dreaming. So I stepped forward, imagining I could fly, and it only took three steps before I was airborne. I flew low to the ground, brushing the tips of the flowers in my path. The water sprayed a light mist over me as I glided over the surface. Soon I was in front of the castle, and I settled on my feet with ease.

      Morpheus stood at the top of the staircase, his hands clasped behind his back, watching me, much in the same way the phoenix had.

      “Uncle,” he murmured in his melodic voice. It was strange to hear him addressing me as such when he was as old as the beginning of time. I could be his great-great-great-great-great-great something, I was sure.

      “Morpheus.”

      “What brings you to my kingdom?”

      He splayed his hands wide, palms up, as he cast his gaze around the space. You could tell he was a descendent of Nyx because he shared her dark looks, and the shadows ever so slightly clung to him. Not that normal people could pick that up, not with his all black clothing and long leather jacket. His blue eyes sparkled as he brought them back to me.

      “You visited a friend in a dream,” I replied.

      “Ah, the dragon. He gained my attention by having a dream of a possible future. A very sad possibility, that could be my death, as well as all the dreamers.”

      “You told him if he didn’t get his memories back, it would happen. But how does he get them back?”

      “I told him the key was closer than he thought. However, now the key has left him to search for answers that will do no good.”

      “Samantha?” I breathed her name.

      He pressed his lips together, not confirming or denying my question. But the slight flash in the depths of his eyes told me it was true.

      “He is a dragon that has lost his most prized treasure, along with his memories. If he has that treasure returned, fully, do you think his memories will return?” Morpheus asked.

      Of course she would be the key. She has been the one to help all of us find ourselves.

      “How?”

      “I think the path is clear…he is a dragon with a possessive streak is he not?”

      The lightbulb lit up, that was it. If his dragon overrode his normal, reserved thoughts and forced him to claim what was his, he would be his grumpy self soon enough. I might be able to manage to flare some jealousy to life inside him.

      “Thank you,” I said.

      “For what? I did not help you or interfere in the lives of others. Every creature has freewill.”

      I smiled and turned back toward the exit. My path took me high in the sky this time as I flew back to the gates. I would almost miss the ability to fly and be free once on the other side. Was this what Raiden felt when he took his dragon’s form? Freedom from the land.
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      The dragons circled the mountain in the distance as I chose to return to the mortal realm to find Samantha and Bellamy. Climbing up to the palace would take days, and I hadn’t set up a return ride on the back of one of the guards.

      A portal room was close to Hades' palace. I headed that way. Soon, I was standing in an empty warehouse only a block from the club, and most importantly, my Tahoe.

      With purpose, I headed to the home I had created here. The safe harbor for all supernaturals. It was still standing, so I assume Ashton had kept everything running smoothly. He deserved a raise. As soon as we saved the world, I would put it in the books.

      Pivoting to the side, I headed to the garage built into the side of the club and entered the code to lift the door. My black beauty sat ready for me on the other side. I slid into the leather seat and pressed the button to start the engine. It purred to life, thanks to the hidden key in the glovebox.

      In less than ten minutes, I pulled up outside of Samantha’s home. Bellamy and her were exiting as I put the SUV in park. When they caught sight of me, they headed over and climbed in.

      “Did you learn something?” Samantha asked as she slid into the front seat.

      Bellamy shed his glamor and leaned between the seats, safe from prying eyes with the dark tint on the windows.

      “You are the key,” I replied, throwing the Tahoe back into drive and heading back to the club.

      “How? Kissing him didn’t bring back the memories.”

      “Maybe you have a magical pussy?” Bellamy quipped, and she laughed as she smacked his arm. “What? You made me all heroic and shit. He doesn’t drink blood or I would suggest biting you for the mystical powers of your life’s blood.”

      Ignoring Bellamy, although I agreed, she had a magical pussy, I glanced over at her. “Bellamy isn’t all wrong. Morpheus pointed out the fact that his dragon feels like he’s lost his most prized treasure. You.”

      “So–” She shrugged helplessly, not catching the point.

      “So, you remember in the apartment? When he locked you in the bathroom?”

      Her cheeks pinked, and she smiled.

      “Yeah, like that.”

      “He’s resisted so far, so how do we push him over the edge?” Bellamy asked.

      “The same way we did last time.” I turned into the garage, killing the engine and dropping the garage door with two presses of a button.

      As we climbed out of the vehicle, I led the way to the club entrance. Once inside, Bellamy headed for the VIP room, and we followed. He already had the portal forming, focused fully on the mission at hand.

      On the other side, we headed for the treasure room. Alastor and Raiden glanced up as we stepped inside.

      “Any luck?” I asked.

      Alastor shook his head, looking at the lamp he currently held in his grip. “No. I don’t think they have a lamp that is anything more than silver or gold.”

      “Dragons like shiny things,” Raiden grumbled.

      “Obviously,” Alastor replied drily. “Any luck on your searches?”

      “Actually–” I trailed off, and both of them pinned me with differing looks. Alastor's was expectant and waiting, while Raiden appeared like if he could reach into my throat and rip the words from my lungs he would. “Yeah. I think we need a break. Maybe some dancing.”

      “Lex, I don’t know who needs to say this, but I will. You can’t dance.” Alastor dropped the lamp and tilted his head, a small smile playing at his lips.

      “I could go for a break,” Samantha said. She stretched languidly, playing her role. “The club will be open soon.”

      Raiden’s brow furrowed as he narrowed his eyes at us. “You want to take a break to dance?” The incredulity in his tone was easy to read, he thought we were crazy. If I didn’t know what we were planning, I would too.

      “All work and no play, makes for a very crabby dragon,” Bellamy replied, leaning against the door.

      Raiden pressed his lips together and nodded sharply, dropping the treasure he had been holding. “You want to let loose and dance? Fine. Let’s go.”

      Internally, I grimaced. I couldn’t blame him for his irritation. If my memories were missing, I’d want to keep doing anything possible to get them back. And taking a break wouldn’t be in the cards. But we couldn’t clue him in to this plan if it was going to work.
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      The loud music in the club was vibrating through my bones as we rode the elevator down from Lex’s apartment. Samantha’s arousal was strong in the small area, and it took everything inside of me not to pin her to the wall and kiss the shit out of her.

      My dragon roared silently inside of me when Bellamy ran his hands over her curves and slipped his tongue into her mouth, tasting her the way I wanted to. He took his time. Almost seeming to put on a show, and sexy little noises filled the space as Sammy pressed into him.

      A low rumble vibrated my chest. Alastor and Lex glanced over at me, so I knew it wasn’t in my head again. I exhaled, and a puff of smoke formed a cloud in front of me. The small elevator filled with the scent of burnt coal, and I pressed my back into the mirror behind me. I was losing my head.

      Still, I couldn’t pull my eyes from the pair of them. Who hadn’t even reacted to my mini tantrum. Because that was what it was, a tantrum that he was sampling what I wanted.

      I was fucked. I wanted this girl with every fiber of my being but held myself back out of some sort of sense of honor. But my dragon didn’t have that same code, obviously, since he was pushing me to snag her out of the demon’s arms. Claim her as mine, and only mine.

      My fingers curled over the metal railing; the edges bit into my flesh as the ride to the ground floor seemed to take eons. My dick was hard in my jeans, but I refused to adjust myself and give away the fact that just seeing Sammy kissed was enough to set me on edge.

      As the doors slid open, I was the first out of them and into the pounding of the bass. The dance floor was packed; it didn’t look like any more bodies could fit out there. But as Sammy tangled her fingers with mine, and Bellamy pushed through the crowd, leading us onto the floor, Sam and I followed. The other two close behind me.

      Flashes of memory hit me. Smoke. Music. Sex. Need. Claiming. Punctuated by each harsh breath that pushed from my lungs.

      We circled her. She danced along my body, grazing my hard length and making me ache for more. I knew she felt my arousal, but she seemed to ignore it. Alastor was at her back, kissing a path along the side of her neck. While she kissed Lex for all she was worth in a filthy open-mouthed display of their desire.

      My beast reared its head, and I gave in. My fingers dug into her hips, and she stopped kissing Lex as she pressed against me. Her eyes dropped closed, and her arms snaked around my neck.

      Alastor’s hand brushed mine as he lifted her short skirt. Instinctively, I knew what he was doing. And the other two were helping. A sexy moan parted her lips, and I kissed her, capturing the sound. Tasting her sweet mouth as our tongues tangled.

      The second he entered her, I knew it. His strokes had her rubbing against my front, sending tingles straight to my balls. I could cum right this second just from the pressure. Then Sammy ran her hands down my chest, her fingers going straight for my jeans.

      “I want you, Rai,” she said on a moan. It hit me then, this wasn’t about the other three. This was about me and Sammy.

      At that moment, it felt like my memories were playing just on the edges of my vision, but if I turned my head to look directly at them, they scattered like a mirage on concrete in the summer. My dragon wasn’t going to let me be a gallant gentleman this time.

      “Tell me you want me too,” she begged.

      More sexy mewls reached my ears as Alastor moved faster, matching the pace of the beating music. I glanced around, and no one even looked our way. Erotic. And exactly what my dragon wanted. He wanted her to ride my dick and let this whole club know it was me she was finding pleasure with.

      Her soft fingers ghosted over my swollen tip, and Bellamy lifted her skirt in the front as she reached inside my boxers, freeing me fully. She squeezed and dragged her palm over me, her thumb swiping at my slit.

      “Are you ready to give our girl what she wants?” Lex murmured.

      “She wants to be full,” Bellamy added.

      “And if you don’t want to share, she has two holes,” Alastor said as he dropped a kiss to her shoulder.

      She moaned loudly, her head dropping back to Alastor’s chest. My dragon didn’t know the meaning of sharing, and the low rumble that came from me told them that much.

      “Very well,” Alastor groaned, picking up his pace, chasing his release. He jerked into her, both of their breaths coming out in pants. Then he slipped from her folds, and Lex moved behind her. Alastor took his place, blocking out any eyes.

      “Lift her up for him,” Lex suggested.

      They listened to him without question. I felt his touch on me, guiding me into her wet warmth. Fuck. Her silky folds enveloped me, and my eyes rolled into the back of my head.

      Home. I was home.

      Her legs curled around my waist, and she used my body to lift herself over and over again riding me. The soft flesh of her ass gave beneath my fingers as I squeezed her to me.

      As the floodgates of my memory burst open, waves of pleasure surged through me. Memories rushed back in a torrential cascade, each recollection like a burst of radiant ecstasy. Every fragment, every sensation, washed over me flooding me with warmth. With each recollected moment, my spirit soared higher, buoyed by the sheer bliss of remembrance.

      I clutched to her as she continued to ride me. My Sammy. I would never let her go. And I would kill the one responsible for ever forgetting her. But first, I needed everyone to know she was mine.

      “Fuck, Sammy,” I moaned. “Gods, I missed you.”

      Her movements halted, stuttering to a stop. “Rai?”

      “Yes, your Rai. I will never not be yours again.”

      “About damn time,” Bellamy replied. “I told you your pussy was magical.”
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        * * *

      

      I couldn’t let her go. Even after exploding inside of her on the dance floor. It was like before. I was driven to claim her again. But this time, I didn’t hide us away in the bathroom. No, I wanted the others to see that she was mine. She might be theirs, too, but ultimately, my dragon didn’t want to share. He would, but he didn’t want to.

      So this was the next best thing.

      With Bellamy’s assistance, Sammy lay naked on the large bed. Her loving gaze locked on me as I crawled up the bed between her legs. I pressed kisses along her calf and up her thigh, skipping the apex of her legs and moving to her stomach.

      I ran my fingers over the small pouch of her belly, and she quivered beneath my touch. My memory didn’t have that slight swell and something tried to connect in my head, but I pushed it away, focusing on only her.

      “Rai,” she breathed. “Touch me.”

      The tips of my fingers dragged over her sides, and she squirmed. “I am.”

      “Rai,” she begged, arching her hips.

      I smiled. And although I could feel the attention of the other three focused entirely on us, I ignored it. My tongue wet my lips, and I dropped a kiss to her hip bone.

      “Yes?”

      “Touch me,” she demanded.

      I circled around her nipple, never touching the tight peak, and she groaned.

      “Where?” I chuckled, and goosebumps erupted on her skin below my mouth.

      “My clit needs some attention,” she suggested.

      A hum vibrated my throat as I dropped another kiss to her hip. “Did you miss me, Sammy?” My voice wobbled with emotion as it overcame me again.

      “Every breath I took,” she replied simply. Her fingers thread into my hair as she tugged my head up to look at her. Her green eyes shone with the same emotions I felt. Then the corner of her mouth lifted up, and she said the last thing I expected. “But if you don’t put your mouth on me immediately, I’ve got a few others that will.”

      “Say less,” I whispered, and her fingers loosened, allowing me to make my way down between her legs.

      My fingers slid between her folds, searching out her swollen nub and swirling my thumb over the sensitive flesh. She moaned low and bucked up into my touch, begging without words for more. But she knew I needed words. I paused, and she hissed like a pissed off cat. One of the guys chuckled. My bets were on Bellamy.

      “Rai.”

      “Hmmm?”

      “Give me what I want.”

      A grin curled my lips, and I pressed an open mouthed kiss to her inner thigh, close enough to get a tantalizing scent of her sex mixed with mine and Alastor’s release. My mouth watered.

      I slipped two fingers inside of her, pushing some of the cum that was leaking out back in. She clenched around me, and I pumped in and out, my thumb landing on her bundle of nerves to add to the sensations. She gripped the sheet next to her hips, curling her hands into fists as she rode the first orgasm she would have that night.

      “So sensitive,” I murmured against her skin. “Ready for number two?”

      She dragged in a harsh breath, her chest lifting and falling with each pant. When she nodded, I withdrew my touch, teasing her.

      “Rai,” she let out a sexy sound with my name that shot straight to my cock.

      “Words,” I uttered, almost a plea in itself.

      “Yes, show them how you pleasure me.”

      She looked at her other men, and even though I should be jealous, I wasn’t, because she was writhing beneath me right now, from my touch alone. Someday, I’ll venture further with them. I could already feel the curiosity building, something driving my dragon to want more.

      “Keep your eyes on our girl,” I ordered them gruffly, all of my desire to claim her driving me hard. Of having them see it while I did.

      Then I sucked her bundle of nerves into my mouth, gliding my teeth over the nub, while swirling my tongue to ease the bite. The flavor of us mixed together had me groaning and dipping my fingers into her to draw out more. I tongued her, driving as deep as I could go while working her clit with my thumb. I was a man lost to my base desires. Nothing mattered but the taste of her and the soft cries she was making. Or the way she tensed in anticipation of her next climax. A whimper worked its way from her throat, letting me know she was headed for another orgasm soon.

      As she approached the precipice, I quickly covered her body with mine. Lining up and slamming into her all the way to my balls. She arched like a bow and cried out loudly, her skin flushing with her orgasm. I continued my relentless pace, driven by the way she clenched around me, almost holding me in place. Her greedy pussy not willing to let me go. Which was fucking great because I wasn’t going anywhere.

      My release washed over me, attempting to drown me in never-ending pleasure as I spilled my essence inside of her. Our bodies slick with sweat, she held me to her, both of our breaths harsh in the silence of the other side.

      Bellamy started to slow clap as we came back into ourselves. “Impressive. Really. You were almost as good as me. I can give you tips.”

      Sammy giggled, and I growled, pinning him with a narrowed look as I rolled off of her and pulled her into my arms.

      “Who said I was finished?” I asked.
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      The bright light of the high windows slanted over my face, waking me. I blinked up at the familiar ceiling, reliving the previous night, my body sore in all the right places and my heart full.

      We were a mess of arms and legs, all of us fitting on Lex’s large bed. Raiden snored softly next to me, his head buried in my neck. Bellamy’s tail curled around my calf, and his leg was thrown over mine. While Alastor and Lex were wrapped together in sleep.

      This was everything I never knew I wanted. We were whole. Together. My eyes misted with unshed tears of happiness. Now we just needed to deal with the Leyak and an Egyptian God before we could ride off into the sunset.

      Easy.

      I hoped.

      My palm rested on my stomach, and I imagined I could feel the life inside of me. I needed to get a test to make sure. Not the magical one that I didn’t intend to take. With that thought in mind, I managed to slip from the bed without waking them. A feat in itself.

      I took a quick shower and got dressed before writing a note letting them know I was running to the store. Something so mundane it didn’t even feel like it fit in what my life was.

      The elevator doors cut off my view of my guys, and the hum of the working mechanics kept me company until I reached the club level. The dance floor was empty and clean, but my body still tingled with thoughts of last night as I moved to the exit.

      The drug store was empty at this time of morning, thankfully a twenty-four hour one since it was barely seven in the morning. I plucked the pregnancy test off the shelf and returned to the cashier. She eyed me dismissively, clearly sick of being at work, and rang me up without a word. She barely grunted out the price, and I pulled a twenty out of my pocket, tossing it on the counter between us. I should have grabbed my debit card when I stopped at home, but the thought hadn’t even been within reach at the time.

      I muttered a thanks and snagged my change and bag from the woman. Then I headed back to the club. When the doors opened for the apartment, I found Bellamy at the small round table, a bowl of cereal in front of him.

      He grinned as his eyes dropped to the bag in my hand, as if he could see what was inside. “You don’t need that.”

      I gripped it tighter as if he was going to take it from me. “No, but I want it.”

      He shrugged. “Well, now's the best time, they are still all out.”

      My gaze traveled over their still sleeping forms, and I released the breath I had been holding. With a nod, I closed myself into the bathroom. There really should be a better way of figuring this out than peeing on a stick. At least I didn’t have to try to pee in a cup, because that was a bitch.

      I propped the stick on the box and looked down at the result window. Within seconds, 'pregnant’ appeared in bold blue writing. A gasp puffed out of me, and I slapped my hand over my mouth. My blood roared in my ears, I couldn’t pretend like I was wrong anymore. It wasn’t in my head. It was one hundred percent real.

      Resting my palm over my stomach, I tried to get my breathing under control. Right. So, save the world, then raise a baby. In that order. Fuck.

      I quickly stuffed the stick into the box and wrapped it in the plastic bag, before coming back out of the bathroom and shoving it into the wastebasket in the small kitchen. Adding a paper towel on top of it for good measure. The entire time, Bellamy watched me with a knowing look. A smile tilted his lips into a crooked smile.

      “We will figure it out, love.”

      I pressed my lips together and dropped into the chair next to him. “But first we save the world.”

      “First we save the world,” he echoed. He laid his hand over mine and nodded.

      A surge of frustration coursed through me as I grappled with the burden of the secret I held from them. It pained me, the knowledge that I couldn’t disclose the truth yet. Revealing it would only lead to their well-intentioned but suffocating protection, rendering me powerless and helpless in the upcoming battle that we needed to face together.

      Slowly the rest of them woke. Lex and Alastor sat in the empty seats, with full bowls of cereal. When Raiden exited the bathroom, he joined us. With a single fluid move, he tugged my chair out and picked me up before settling me in his lap as he took my place. He nuzzled my neck affectionately, and it sent shivers of pleasure down my spine.

      How mad would all of them be when they found out? Not too mad I hoped.

      The conversation stayed on simple topics while they all finished off a box of sugary sweet Cocoa Pebbles. My appetite wasn’t what it should be, but if they noticed, they didn’t say a word. Once they were done eating, the topic got serious.

      “The Leyak still doesn’t know we have our memories,” Lex said. He pushed his bowl away after setting it back to the table, some milk still clung to his mustache. “We can use that to get close.”

      “Rai can bring me back to him, since he was sent to find me,” I suggested, and his fingers tightened on me. I felt his refusal brewing before he uttered a word. “It will work. If I come back with one of the others it won’t make sense. They can return before us. I just have to play along and get close to him.”

      “I can’t let you put yourself in danger,” Rai said. He pulled me back into his lap firmly; if we didn’t have clothing on, we would be one person he was holding me so tight.

      “I’m a demon hunter, Rai, and he is a demon.”

      I ran my fingers over his tense hands, attempting to tangle them with his. He relented and let me. I toyed with his hand, running my thumb over his palm attempting to relax him.

      “We will be there,” Bellamy added. “If things go bad, he has no hold over us. He won’t be able to control us like before.”

      Rai breathed deeply and pressed his face into the nook of my neck. “If he makes one wrong move, I’ll end him,” he finally said. His lips moved against my skin, and I shivered.
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        * * *

      

      Rai gripped my arm tightly as he walked us toward the pawn shop. My heart rate spiked as we approached. I licked my lips as a sudden bout of nerves hit me. I knew Lex and Bellamy were already there; they had left a while ago, so we could space it out.

      Alastor was in the shadows watching the shop. Cerberus hadn’t wanted me to leave and had tugged on the back of my shirt, holding me in place until Alastor scolded him. Of course the hellhound knew what only Bellamy and I did, and he was probably just trying to protect me.

      “The sun goes down in an hour. That leaves little time before he has his full power,” Rai said. His lips barely moved, and his voice was only slightly above a whisper.

      “It will be okay, Rai.”

      “Ready?” he breathed seconds before he pushed into the pawn shop. “I found the girl. She was lost in the streets.” He shoved me forward, playing his role to the tee.

      I stumbled over my feet and growled at him over my shoulder. “I wasn’t lost. I was hunting,” I snarled.

      “My dear, I thought we talked about this. You are to rule the demons, you can’t hunt them in the street.” The Leyak stepped forward, a satisfied smirk spread over his lips.

      I narrowed my eyes at him, and it wasn’t an act this time. “I’m not your prize, demon.”

      He chuckled as if I were an amusing pet. “Of course not. You are my Queen.”

      My eyes strayed to Bellamy, who was lounging against the counter, his body draped over the surface and his tail moving slowly, reminding me of a cat sunning themselves lazily. Only I knew rage boiled inside of him because I could feel it through the link.

      “I am your Queen,” I agreed, stepping forward. “Now kneel.”

      A choked sound flowed from Bellamy, and the demon pinned him with a stare. “Do you have something to say, false prince?”

      “You have chosen a fierce woman to lead the horde,” he replied lazily, his warm crimson eyes running over me, giving me strength. “She will keep us in line, don’t you think?”

      “I want you to kneel, too, prince.” I eyed him, and something flashed in his depths before he leisurely sat up before hopping off of the glass counter.

      His tongue poked the side of his cheek as he moved closer and dropped to his knees, his eyes never leaving my face. A spike of real desire hit me hard, flipping my stomach. Shit, I wanted him to kneel for me when we weren’t in possible danger. His lip curled up in a knowing smirk, and he bowed his head.

      “Now you,” I said, flicking my gaze to the Leyak. He was in danger, and he didn’t even know it. Lex shifted on his feet, drawing my attention, and I could feel Rai at my back. This mage was so confident in the gem that he didn’t even have back up.

      The demon stepped close and gripped my chin. “I am your king so you would do best to kneel to me.”

      A slow smile pulled at my lips as he stepped within striking range. With a quick twist of my wrist, I had my dagger in my grip as I dropped to my knees and pressed the tip into his dick. He inhaled sharply and attempted to step back, but Bellamy sprung to his feet and held him in place.

      I looked up at the demon that tried to ruin my life. The urge to gut him before getting answers was strong. But if we didn’t get something out of him, we’d be facing Osiris blind.

      “Easy, Leyak, wouldn’t want to lose your manhood.” I slowly stood up, keeping my dagger pressed into his junk. “Not that you are much of a man. Trying to take things that aren’t yours. I’m sure your Prince will have something to say about that.”

      I met Bellamy’s eyes over the mage’s shoulder, and he grinned, flashing his canines. “His Prince will let his Queen deal out the punishment.”

      Queen. A thrill shot through me. I knew that was what the prophecy was, but it wasn’t really something we had acknowledged out loud. That together we were meant to bond the Underworld with common rulers.

      Was this something I wanted six months ago? Hell no, but life had a way of changing how you felt. And if they would all be there, so would I.

      “If you kill me, you won’t know what is coming,” the mage started to squeal his secrets.

      I sliced his pants. “Who said I would kill you?” I dragged the sharp tip up his stomach, leaving a trail of blood where it cut him. “What is coming?”

      “You’ll never win. Not against Osiris and his army. They will win this battle, and the Underworld will be his.”

      Lex sighed. “Blah, blah, blah.” He moved next to me and rested his palm on my shoulder. “He doesn’t sound like he knows anything. I think you should kill him.”

      “Maybe you’re right,” I replied. I pressed harder just below his collar bone. It wouldn’t kill him right there, but it would hurt like a bitch. Without another thought, I shoved the blade into him, and he screamed, his legs going limp, Bellamy taking the full weight of him into his hands.

      I pulled the blade free and positioned it over his heart. “Whoops…missed.”

      “Wait–” he cried. “I know things. You need me.”

      I cocked my head to the side. “Do we? Prove it.”

      When he didn’t answer immediately, I lifted the dagger and plunged it just left of where his heart would be. He screamed as if he were being murdered. Which he was, so cool.

      The bell over the door sounded, and I glanced back seeing that Alastor and Cerberus had joined the party. I licked my lips and faced the mage again.

      “Want to try again?”

      “Even now he is on the border of the Underworld with his hybrids. You’re too late. You can’t stop him now even if you tried.” He laughed as blood bubbled out of his mouth, and he coughed.

      “Where?” Raiden demanded, his voice nothing but a low gravelly growl.

      “Your dragon-kin are first. Over the mountain they will flow, into the palace of the dark, and over the red lands of the demons. There will be nothing left.”

      “Right, so the mountains,” I repeated.

      That was enough information for me. I plunged the dagger into his heart, and he exploded in a cloud of dark ash. It should make me feel better with him dead, but I just wanted to bring him back and do it again. Lifting my gaze from the pile he became, I sighed meeting Bellamy’s hungry gaze.

      He stared at me as if I were the most beautiful creature he had ever seen. Then he was crashing his mouth to mine. Our tongues stroked each other as he devoured me. Passion ignited by violence stirred between us.

      Fuck.

      The high of winning at least a little rushed through our bonds, and before long, we were a tangle of limbs and wanton touches. Adrenaline rode us hard as we found a new outlet for it.
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      After exhaustion took over for the others, we returned to my apartment. The club was alive with hundreds of supernaturals that had no clue what happened a few blocks away. Making a quick stop to see Ashton at the bar, I promised I would see them upstairs soon.

      He filled me in on operations while I had been away, and I told him that I would have to go to Tartus for a while. Without blinking, he accepted the responsibility, and I decided he would need a title change along with that raise.

      Striding for the elevator, I entered the lift, ready to relax for the night. Taking out the Leyak had been almost too easy. He had been so confident it made him reckless. We had to learn from him. Overconfidence could get us killed.

      As the doors slid silently open, I took in the domestic sight that greeted me. Alastor and Raiden were sprawled out on the couch with Sam draped between them, and Bellamy was sitting on the floor at their feet between Alastor’s legs. His arm was thrown over his knee, and his tail was wrapped around Sam’s leg.

      All of them were watching an action movie I recognized but didn’t know the name of on the large TV.

      They glanced over, and Sam lifted her feet, wiggling her toes. “We saved you a spot.”

      I moved into the kitchen. “I’ll be right there. Anyone want a drink?”

      Raiden lifted a soda indicating that he already had something, and the others just shook their heads no. I snagged a bottle of beer from the fridge and twisted the cap off.

      Something in the trash caught my eye, and I reached for the drug store bag. A box was clear in the bag, and I tilted it open to see what it was. My breath stuttered in my chest when I read ‘Pregnancy Test’. Feeling like a kid with my hand caught in the cookie jar, I dropped the bag like it was on fire. Swinging my gaze to them on the sofa. They were all oblivious to what I just found.

      Slowly, I lifted the bag again and peeked into the open box. The stick slid out into my palm, the blue bold word like a neon sign making my chest squeeze tightly. I dropped it again, smashing the bag and box deeper into the trash can and moving discarded rubbish on top of it.

      Holy shit.

      I dragged my hand through my hair, rubbing at the back of my neck, then I took a long drag off of the beer. Sam obviously didn’t want us to know or she would have told us. Was this my secret to tell? No. The answer was simple and quick.

      I wasn’t sure how long I stood there staring sightlessly down at the trash can, but it was long enough for Sam to call out to me. I shook myself out of my thoughts and pasted on a smile as I joined them. Bellamy looked up at me, and an eyebrow raised before glancing at Sam.

      Did he know? Did I imagine the slight nod as confirmation? Shit. This had me questioning everything.

      My fingers absently ran over her feet and calves as the movie played in the background of my rampant thoughts. Her hand rested on her stomach, and I saw it for what it was this time. An unconscious gesture to hold the life growing inside. I wanted to do it too.

      Even with the danger looming on the horizon, excitement for the future with all of them coursed through me. For so long, I had felt adrift and alone in this world, even surrounded by supernaturals each night. Giving them a place to belong while not really having mine. But now I did, and nothing would tear me from them.

      As the credits rolled, Sam stretched before climbing off of us. Raiden disappeared into the bathroom to do his business while Alastor followed Sam to the fridge.

      Bellamy flopped his head back on the cushions, watching me lazily. I wet and parted my lips ready to ask if he knew when he squeezed my knee. “Keep it quiet, Lex.”

      It was all the confirmation I needed. Was I the last to know? Kept in the dark for some reason? The corner of Bellamy’s mouth lifted in a half smile as he shook his head.

      I sank back into the cushions as I tracked each of her movements. Cerberus shoved his nose into her stomach, and he’d been doing that a lot lately. He must sense what was happening. She laughed and gave him pets while two of his heads attacked her with kisses.

      Alastor started making sandwiches, enough to feed an army by the looks of it. And I could see our life. Mundane and full of love, we just needed to claim it.
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        * * *

      

      The preparations for the battle were in full swing, as we set up at the Dragon’s palace. Raiden had filled Baldwin in on the situation, and he’d rounded up the troupes. While Bellamy gathered the demons and for the first time in hundreds of years, they mingled.

      Some of the interactions were like watching ice crack on a frozen lake, just waiting for it to bust open and drown the unsuspecting fool that was walking on it. But others were almost as if old friends were seeing each other for the first time in years. Like a homecoming.

      There were some snags. For one, the demons loved to party. If they weren’t having a good time, they were dead. Whereas the dragons were more silent observers. The whole lot. And here I had assumed it was a Raiden trait. But apparently, they were all just giant watchers. The clash caused just that, clashes.

      We prepared as much as we possibly could. Still, there was no indication there was an army at our back door. It almost felt like a trap we had fallen into.

      Sam was restless, all of us were, after a week. She spent a lot of time in the library, looking for lore on the prophecy to see if there was anything more that could be found about it.

      So far, her findings have pointed to Hades' castle as the battleground. And if that was the case, we were in the opposite place we should be in. Bellamy and Alastor had gone to check in at Alastor’s home and even scouted the area, finding nothing.

      This constant black cloud that hung over us almost erased the happiness I had felt finding out about Sam and her secret. It had been a week, and her lips were still sealed.

      And except for the minor changes I’d noticed not much had changed. Bellamy stopped his breath play with her for the most part, which should be a huge red flag for Alastor and Raiden. But they hadn’t seemed to notice. They also hadn’t caught on to the gentle way he was with her like she was even more precious than she was before, and that was saying something.

      Not that I could judge, because I had felt myself changing small behaviors too. Like keeping her in sight at all times, just so I would be in a position to help if she needed it. If the battle started now, she wouldn’t be alone.

      I settled into the library’s chair as she circled the upper level.

      “Baldwin said there was a text here somewhere.” Her voice carried down to me although she was facing the books, high on a ladder.

      Did I want to pull her down and make sure her feet were safely on the ground? Yes. But being here was enough, she was more than capable of climbing a ladder and not falling off. Pregnancy was not a disease that made you fragile. Hell, you probably had to be stronger than ever to actually have the baby.

      I shuddered, gripping my dick through my pants. That was a pain I wouldn’t want to experience.

      “I’m sure you’ll find it,” I said when I realized I hadn’t responded yet. When what I really wanted to talk about was her ‘condition’. “Sam–”

      “Hmmm,” she hummed.

      “I know.” I swallowed. Shit. I didn’t mean to say that. Taking in her tense shoulders, I word vomited a lame addition. “That you are trying really hard.”

      She laughed and looked back at me. “Are you okay, Lex?”

      Pressing my lips together, I bit my tongue to keep any more stupid words in my mouth. Concern furrowed her brow, and she dropped down to the ground. She came down the spiral staircase, then crossed the space to me.

      “You look pale. Are you sick? Do Demi-gods get sick?” She pressed her hand to my forehead, and I captured her fingers in mine, tugging her into my lap.

      “No, and no,” I said, kissing the tips of her fingers. “Sam, you know I’m here for you, no matter what, right? You can tell me anything, and it won’t change how I act.”

      Her eyes crinkled in confusion as an equally confused smile danced on her lips. “Lex, you are my emotional support Demi-god. Of course, I know that.” She tried to laugh. But I could see the dawning of realization in the depths of her eyes. She knew I somehow knew her secret. Averting her eyes, she nibbled on her lower lip. “You know.”

      It wasn’t a question any more than my declaration had been. I wrapped my arms around her waist and squeezed, then I nodded. “Yeah.” The single word came out drenched in emotion, and she drew in a deep breath.

      “I’m not hiding it from you guys,” she said quickly. “I mean, I am, but I’m not.”

      “You don’t have to explain yourself to me,” I replied. My fingers trailed over the side of her face.

      “Are you going to lock me up? Not let me fight?”

      I huffed out a laugh. “I’m pretty sure that would be Alastor or Raiden.”

      She let out a long sigh. “They don’t know?”

      “Are you locked up?”

      “Good point.”
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      “I know.” Lex’s words washed over me like a cold shower. The certainty in them told me exactly what he knew. I felt the tension make my muscles rigid as I gripped the ladder without looking back. “That you are trying really hard.”

      I forced a laugh as I glanced over my shoulder. “Are you okay, Lex?”

      When he didn’t answer, I slid down the ladder rungs to the floor, then slowly made my way down to the main level to him. He knew. Yet he was hiding it? He looked uncomfortable as he pressed his lips together in a thin line. His face had lost all color, and he looked like he was going to get sick.

      I pressed my fingers to his forehead, he felt normal. “You look pale. Are you sick? Do Demi-gods get sick?” He tugged me down into his lap, tangling our fingers together. It was enough to make me melt.

      He whispered, “No, and no.” The brush of his lips against my skin sent tingles down my back as he punctuated each ‘no’ with a kiss. “Sam, you know I’m here for you, no matter what, right? You can tell me anything, and it won’t change how I act.”

      This was it. Tell him or hide it. If I hid it, then it became a lie between us. When just not telling them when they didn’t know was more of an omission. Gray line, I know, don’t judge.

      “Lex, you are my emotional support Demi-god. Of course, I know that.” I attempted a smile, but it felt wrong on my face so I dropped it. Playing games wasn’t me. “You know,” I said, confirming what he believed.

      He wrapped me in a bear hug, squeezing the life out of me. His face nuzzled into my neck, and he inhaled. “Yeah.”

      There was so much emotion in that single word, my stomach dropped. I hadn’t thought about what keeping the secret from them would do to them. How selfish it was.

      “I’m not hiding it from you guys. I mean, I am, but I’m not.” The words tumbled from my mouth, and I hoped they made sense. My stomach bottomed out and flipped uncomfortably as I waited for his response.

      “You don’t have to explain yourself to me,” he whispered.

      I leaned into his touch, needing more of his comforting warmth. Our bond was different from my bond with the others because he had been my rock in the storm. It wasn’t that I couldn’t count on the guys to be there. It was only that he had been there. While I pushed Raiden away and Alastor was helping in a different way. And Bellamy had been trying not to die. My life had been Lex, and I’d been his.

      I sagged against him as I thought of something else. “Are you going to lock me up? Not let me fight?”

      A surprised laugh parted his lips. He shook his head ruefully. “I’m pretty sure that would be Alastor or Raiden.”

      “They don’t know?” I wasn’t sure if I should feel happy or sad about that information. Maybe I should just tell them.

      “Are you locked up?” He grinned down at me, and I couldn’t help but return his smile.

      “Good point.”

      He pressed a kiss to my forehead and then tucked my head into his shoulder, holding me loosely. Soon, his hand settled on my stomach, over the life growing inside. The warmth of his palm sank into me.

      “How did you know?”

      I peered up at him, and he smiled. “You used my trash can to dispose of the evidence.”

      “You go through your trash?” I pushed up to look at him better, my nose crinkled at the thought.

      He chuckled. “No. It was on top, and the bag wasn’t all that thick.” He sobered slightly, the smile slipping from his face. “Are you–you, uh, keeping it?”

      I pressed my hand to my stomach. It was strange. I knew that there were options, like abortion or adoption, but I hadn’t even considered them. Because keeping them felt right.

      “Yeah,” I said softly. “He’s a part of one of you guys.”

      Did it matter that I knew exactly which one? Not much. Because he would have four dads and be the luckiest child in the world.

      “He?” His eyebrows fled behind his tousled hair.

      “Yeah.”
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      Time had stilled the moments before the attack as if the very air felt the charge of electricity. My father had looked up from his desk, his ears alert to something I couldn’t hear, but the tiny hairs on my arms felt it.

      Bellamy shifted his feet and even that felt like slow motion.

      But that was before it slammed into high gear. We flew from the room, down the hall, out the wide doors.

      And the only thought I had when I took in the absolute chaos was after all the maneuvering my father and the other Gods and Goddesses did, the battle came to his front door. It would be comical if we weren’t all in danger.

      I would call it a trap if the Egyptians had any clue that the castle walls were holding all of the Underworld powers. At least we had a fighting chance with the other Gods and Goddesses here. They streamed out the doors with us.

      Nyx’s shadows spread over the ground, eating through flesh like acid. Hecate glowed brightly as the snake around her neck and her dogs at her side prepared to strike. The Furies took flight over the fighting, picking off their targets one at a time. Their victims fell to the ground with crippling madness without even a touch.

      Charun, the ferryman for the dead, stepped into the fray, his blue-grey skin looking sickly in the dim light. His mouth tusked, a hooked nose, and serpents draped over his arms, he looked like death itself. The double-headed mallet in his hands was the biggest one I’d ever seen, and when he swung it through the air, it took out four hybrids at once.

      Even Mercury fought. You knew it was bad when the messenger God joined in. Usually, he was a silent watcher, delivering important messages between the worlds. But now, he fought for survival, because if Osiris won, we would all be in danger.

      Bellamy left my side, cutting through the Egyptian demons effortlessly, and for a moment, I was transfixed by his deadly dance.

      Caught off guard, Cerberus saved me, yanking me away from the swipe of a blade and lunging at the culprit.

      “Thank you, Cer,” I said.

      I stumbled, almost falling as I backed up a small rise. My attention caught on a demon that could take a message to the others. If we failed, they needed to know what was coming.

      I called out to him, and he pivoted my way, rushing up the small hill I had ended up on.

      “Tell the others what is happening,” I ordered. He nodded once and turned away, fighting off a hybrid animal. I opened the portal to the mountains, and the courtyard shimmered on the other side, teaming with unsuspecting dragons and demons to the chaos that was enveloping our worlds. “Go!”

      As soon as he turned for the portal, a blade slammed into his chest, and he stumbled forward with shock. He dropped through the portal, and I could only hope he lived long enough to get the message to Samantha and the others.
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      Lex finding out about my pregnancy had been the calm before the storm because chaos soon erupted. A demon we had watching Hades' home had appeared, a knife jutting from his stomach in the middle of the icy courtyard. The only words he could force out through the gurgling blood before he collapsed were, ‘They’re here.’

      A suffocating wave of panic gripped me, threatening to shatter the fragile calm within. Bellamy and Alastor remained absent, leaving an agonizing void in my heart. Each breath became a desperate gasp, tearing through my constricted lungs, as if the weight of the world pressed upon my chest. And it did.

      Raiden, resolute and commanding, took charge, issuing orders to both the mighty dragons and the formidable demons, his voice slicing through the tumultuous air. The scene unfolded before my eyes, as if I were just a spectator of a play, a heart-wrenching reminder of the stakes we faced, fueling the flames of anxiety that consumed me from within. I was as frozen as the landscape that surrounded us.

      Held securely in Lex’s protective embrace, my heart raced with a mixture of urgency and fear. The immediate danger might not have lurked within the palace walls, but it loomed like a black cloud over the place where my other men fought. And I needed to reach them, their safety my single-minded concern.

      Gathering my scattered resolve, I hastily brushed away the unbidden tears that streaked my face, evidence of the emotions that had overwhelmed me unnoticed. My gaze fixed on Raiden, his authoritative commands still echoing in the air.

      “Take us to them,” I spoke, my voice trembling, but with a determination that could not be shaken. I embraced the rawness of my emotions, recognizing that feeling was not the enemy. Time slipping away was the only adversary here. The possibility of failing to reach them in time.

      As my words hung in the air, Raiden’s eyes blazed with a fierce resolve. In an instant, he had shed his clothes, his human form dissolved, replaced by the magnificent form of his beast, scales shimmering under the palace’s illumination.

      Lex and I exchanged a determined glance, a shared understanding passing between us. With unwavering trust, we hurriedly climbed onto Raiden’s broad back, finding secure footing amidst the spikes and ridges of his scales. I wrapped my legs around him as Lex settled behind me.

      With a powerful thrust of his mighty wings, Raiden launched from the ground into the night sky, the rush of wind whipping against our faces making my eyes water. Fear and anticipation intertwined within me, my heart pounding against my chest as we soared through the darkened abyss.

      The palace lights dwindled behind us, replaced by the vast expanse of star-studded heavens. It felt as if time itself bent to our urgency, propelling us forward at a breakneck speed.

      As we flew, I could feel Lex’s grip tightening around me, his silent protection offering reassurance amidst the tumultuous journey. This was it. The battle had arrived.

      Tartus blurred beneath us, an indistinguishable mosaic of red rocky terrain, interspersed with blue rivers. With every beat of Raiden’s colossal wings, hope and determination surged within me. I was ready to fight. No, we were ready to fight. We were a force united, each of us propelled by our unwavering loyalty and love for those we fought to protect. For the world we needed to save.

      In the distance, the sound of battle drums reached our ears, the clamor of conflict growing ever nearer. A surge of adrenaline coursed through me, mingling with the bittersweet melody of apprehension.

      Gods and Goddesses fought together side by side with demons and dragons. The magic lit up the night sky, booming through the air, because this was no longer a mortal matter. No, the war was brought to the Underworld’s doorstep.

      As the wind carried us closer to the fray, I gripped my dagger, channeling every ounce of determination within me. I prayed to any God that would listen to give me strength. Snorting at the idea. They needed it as much as I did.

      The time for hesitation had passed.

      I slid from Raiden’s back before he had even touched down completely, then I was in it. My muscles had the memory as I fluidly fought and danced through the Egyptian hybrids, killing them the same way I used to kill demons. They fell. It didn’t matter what head they wore, cat, dog, bird, or alligator, it was all the same.

      A clawed hand swiped at me from one with a bird head. The flap of wings as a hybrid with the head of a lizard filled the space as they tried to trap me. Still, I swiped at them, removing the threat in the only way I knew. One with the head of an eagle tore at the flesh of an already dead demon, its lizard’s tail swung out behind him in lazy swipes. I took him out too. It was a blur of monsters.

      For long minutes, it was all I knew. One after another, they fell at my feet while the guys took out even more around me.

      Souls screamed through the air, taking out even more by entering their mouths and bursting from their chests. The animal-like men fell to their knees in silent screams as their souls were claimed by the others.

      Alastor stood on an small hill, the spirits converging around him, each circling him before flying like wraiths above the battle. He was taking them out. For a moment I let myself admire my man, in his power, a power he didn’t think he’d ever have control of. Yet look at him. He was magnificent. A hero. A God.

      A flash of blue caught my eye, and I saw Bellamy moving like an assassin through the fray, his power grabbing hold and transfixing each victim before they fell at his feet. Blood marred his perfect features, and his eyes glowed brightly. He was more monster at that moment than I had ever witnessed. A surge of love spread through me as I took it all in.

      Together we were facing this adversary.

      “Sam! Watch out!” Lex’s frantic call broke through my distraction, and I twisted to face the threat.

      Too late. The blade sliced across my chest, knocking me back. The feeling of the poison was familiar because it was the same that almost killed me before.

      I stumbled, my legs feeling like unsteady sticks connected to my body. My fingers came away wet with blood, and my wide eyes lifted to take in the dog-headed creature grinning down at me. He lifted his blood-soaked sword high over his head to deliver the killing strike, and I squeezed my eyes shut knowing it was the end.
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      As the portal snapped shut, my dormant power surged inside of me as a wave of demon-like monsters reached us. The souls swirled around my body, tight, constricting, almost smothering me with it, then I sensed what I was supposed to do. What controlled them?

      With a breath, I pushed them out; the first attempt had them flying haphazardly through the fighting. When they returned, a few had claimed souls. I pictured them each taking the enemies' souls, the image of the half-cat, half-lizard monster, or the ones with dog heads held firmly inside my mind, then I sent that thought to them.

      It was the key. They listened to me through psychic communication. The potency of my ability filled me to the brim, and I was as powerful as my father and mother combined. The years I spent honing my thoughts on what flowers to sprout transferred to the wielding of the spirits seamlessly. I somehow knew what each of them did, even with them multiplying by the second.

      But not even our combined powers were enough to stop the flow. The ground was littered with demons and hybrids. My surge of control wavered as I took it all in. I had never witnessed such death. Even growing up in the center of the Underworld where souls wandered, I hadn’t seen anything like this.

      My stomach rolled, and I swallowed hard.

      The sound of salvation echoed over us. Dragons, their numbers so many that even the flapping of their wings was deafening as they approached. It gave me a boost, and I regrouped my thoughts into manageable directions, focusing on the fight.

      If chaos reigned before, I wasn’t sure what this was. Maybe mayhem. It was hard not to watch the dragons spit fire or snap up the adversaries. When a familiar dragon landed and Samantha and Lex slid from his back to join the fight, my heart leapt into my throat. That wasn’t why I sent word. She shouldn’t be here. He shouldn’t either. Fuck.

      I doubled down on sending my helpers, focusing on where they fought. Even then, it just made them move further in. I was essentially clearing a path straight for the God Osiris himself. Raiden flew over the battle breathing fire, while the three in the skirmish pushed forward. It was as if we were one.

      Then I saw it, the hybrid heading straight for Samantha’s back. I was too far away to stop it. I sent my souls toward the demon as Lex shouted a warning I could hear over the clash. She spun, looking for the danger, and he sliced across her chest with his blade.

      She fell back, her hand on her chest, coming away bright with her blood. Her eyes grew wide, and her mouth opened on a silent ‘oh’, before she collapsed on herself.

      Lex was by her side in an instant, scooping her into his arms as Bellamy’s demons protected their retreat. He ran with her limp body in his arms, and I faltered again. Doubling down, I became even more ruthless as Raiden and Bellamy did the same.
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      Sammy stumbled and fell, her legs crumbling beneath her as she landed hard on her knees. I roared, my head swinging up as fire erupted from my dragon's snout. With powerful thrusts, I was airborne again. I plucked the hybrid animal from the ground, tearing him in two with my claws. His insides fell over the crowd, and I felt a sick satisfaction.

      Then I searched for Samantha. The hybrid hadn’t had time to strike again, but she still wasn’t safe. Lex made it to her side, he lifted her into his arms, carrying her away from the middle of battle, demons helping to block the hybrid’s advance. I targeted them one at a time, lifting them from the ground and dissecting them ruthlessly in midair.

      I was driven by the intense need to destroy them all. My dragon had complete control. I was a mindless slave to his wants.

      Calls of retreat echoed over the battlefield, and I roared. None of them would get away. I would burn them all to a crisp. Flames erupted from my throat like a volcano, spewing liquid fire over the monsters.

      Then I caught sight of Osiris. He wore golden armor and a pharaoh’s headdress. His beard was braided with beads and jewels hanging down to his chest, and his dark face was painted in the ancient Egyptian style of royalty.

      I zoned in on him, my vision red. He was calling something over the battle, and the hybrid monsters were retreating faster now.

      A portal opened at his back. He locked eyes with me as if he knew me personally and gave a single nod as if to say, until next time, and then disappeared into the depths. His army followed him, the portal staying open until I almost reached it before snapping shut, leaving at least a dozen of his men on this side of it.

      They scrambled to escape, not that it did them any good. Not with Bellamy on the ground, Alastor and his spirits, and me in the air. The others fell back as we finished off the ones that had been unlucky enough to be left behind.

      As soon as the last one fell, I returned to my family, landing softly next to Lex. The castle stood like a dark sentinel behind him. I shifted as Bellamy and Alastor reached us. Sammy looked pale, her skin a sickly milky white, and her head lulled to the side.

      “It’s the poison,” Lex said, looking up at us. The helpless look on his face cut through me like the sharpest of blades. “The–” he cut off, his gaze going to Bellamy.

      “Shit,” Bellamy tugged his fingers through his hair, his hands running over his horns, his frustration bleeding from him and mixing with my own.

      “Alastor?” I asked, trying to calm my raging breathing and my equally dangerous need to grab her up and fly away with her.

      “I have the poultice I used on Bellamy in the tower.”

      “She is mortal, she doesn’t have weeks to heal,” Bellamy replied. He was right, it didn’t mean I didn’t want to punch him for even saying it.

      “We have to save her, ask your father,” I demanded, pinning Alastor with a look.

      “Geez, man, put some clothes on,” Bellamy groaned as his eyes flicked over me. I was sure I made quite the picture with blood coating almost my whole body.

      “Really? Now? You want to bitch about me wearing clothes when you are the king of walking around naked if you can get away with it,” I replied. Not that I had my fucking clothing. No, it was probably a frozen pile in the courtyard.

      “Whatever,” he said as he waved his hand. Clothing that wasn’t mine settled over my skin, and I stared at him.

      “If you could have done that before, why the fuck have you let me walk around naked?”

      He smirked at me but didn’t elaborate. We had bigger things to worry about.

      “My dad won’t help us,” Alastor replied.

      “If your father doesn’t help us, he will have bigger things to worry about than Osiris coming to claim his throne,” Bellamy threatened as he dropped to his knees next to our girl.

      He took the words right out of my mouth. I guessed I could put up with the demon. He did press buttons because he could, every fucking day, but he also cared about Sammy as much as I did.

      “I will help the poor child,” a woman said, stepping forward. She was beautiful in that unearthly way that screamed, ‘I’m a Goddess.’

      “Mom?” Alastor’s voice cracked, and the pieces slipped into place. Persephone.

      “How is she to be the future Queen if she dies on our steps?” She stepped forward, kneeling near her head. Her hands glowed, and she placed them over the crown of Sammy’s head.

      Slowly, the color returned to her cheeks, and a breath lifted her chest. The skin beneath her clothing appeared to knit back together, the blood flowing away from the previous cut, leaving the tiniest of scars visible through the slice of her shirt.

      A gasp parted her lips, and her eyes fluttered open like a butterfly flapping their wings for the first time. Relief sweet and pure filled me, chasing away the adrenaline, and I fell to my knees at her feet. Exhaustion crept in now that I knew we were all safe. My fight or flight response evaporated and became a need to sleep. A need to hold Sammy tight and never let her go.

      She shot up between us, ready to fight off the demon. Her wild eyes swung between us as Lex talked her down with nonsense words that seemed to cut through her panic. She dropped back to the ground with a sob that was so unlike her that it cut straight through me.

      “She will be fine now,” Persephone murmured. “Take good care of her.”

      She pushed to her feet and climbed the steps to her waiting husband. They both looked like they’d done their part in the battle. Blood stained Persephone’s dress, whether it was hers or the hybrids I wasn’t sure. And Hades held a sword in one hand, the tip stained red with blood. When she approached, he let it clang to the stone steps. Then he pressed a gentle kiss to her forehead that showed all the care in the world before he tucked her under his arm, and they disappeared into their home.

      My attention returned to Sammy. The tears streaking her face tore at my heart, ravaging my insides. Lex gathered her into his arms, Bellamy and Alastor enveloped them both, and I only hesitated a moment before I threw my arms around all of them.

      They were all mine now. For better or worse, we were stuck with each other, and suddenly, it didn’t feel like the worst thing to ever happen. A piece of my soul fit with the pieces of theirs, and we made a whole. None of us would survive without the others. I knew that now.
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      Rest, regroup, and plan our attack. That was the order of business. Hades and Persephone requested that we stay at the castle with them. They even had a room made up for all of us. It was larger than my warehouse, and my dragon imagined what treasures it could hold.

      Of course, the klepto inside of me wondered how much stolen goods the room would hide from the world. I rolled my eyes as I took in the space. A large sitting area with a huge couch big enough for all five of us to be comfortable, and an oversized TV or undersized theater screen, depending on how you view it, took up the opposite wall. Floor-to-ceiling shelves on either side held a multitude of Blu-rays. It was a movie junkie's heaven.

      The bed appeared to be at least three king beds shoved together. But knowing the guys, only a quarter of the bed will be used because every one of them will be within touching distance of Sammy. Not that I wasn’t included in that as well. I just slept better if she was near.

      “Looks like your dad went all out,” Bellamy whistled as he ran his fingers over the foot of the bed. “This bed was made for orgies.”

      “Sam needs rest not orgies,” Lex chastised him, but there was no heat in his words.

      “I am pretty tired,” Sammy replied. She leaned against the bedpost and watched Bellamy.

      “Well, lucky for you, only three people are needed to make an orgy. And Samantha likes to watch, and so does Raiden.”

      Alastor snorted and rubbed his hand down his face. I shook my head ruefully. We probably shouldn’t expect Bellamy to stray too far from sex, being the incubus was ingrained in his behavior. And it was a basic necessity after the battle, but I’d grown to know him, and it wasn’t something he was going to take without permission.

      Lex crossed the space between them and pressed a kiss to his lips. “Not tonight. We all need to get cleaned up, and then we need a good night's sleep.”

      I saw Bellamy’s response in my head before he uttered a word.

      “Shower sex is also fun, and it will help everyone sleep.” He wiggled his eyebrows.

      Sammy laughed as she perched on the edge of the bed. “Shower sex does sound relaxing.”

      Bellamy dropped to his knees in front of her. “I could definitely relax you.” His scent spiked in the room. “You won’t have to do a thing, except for accept pleasure.”

      How we had gone from an all-out war to taking a group shower a half hour later I wasn’t exactly sure. But Bellamy was persuasive, and when the rest of them agreed, I opted to join them.

      I was done watching.
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      The bathroom was even bigger than the penthouse bathroom had been. The shower had been created with group showers in mind because I wasn’t sure one person needed all of the shower heads it provided.

      Alastor set the temperature, while Bellamy helped undress me the old-fashioned way, with no magic. My whole body was sore from the poison, and a part of me worried about the life that I was creating. But there was no pain, and I didn’t feel any different. If something happened, then I would assume there would be pain, physical and emotional.

      Pushing the thoughts from my mind, I focused on the here and now. Bellamy smoothed his hands down my stomach as he knelt in front of me, resting over the small pouch I was gaining. “Persephone healed all of you,” he whispered. He pressed a soft kiss to my skin.

      His words reassured me, and I smiled down at him. How had a life I hadn’t planned taken hold and become important? After my freak-out, and eventual acceptance, something switched inside of me. I understood now how my mom could have brought lives into this world with the chance she could leave too soon and not see them grow.

      As my pants and underwear slid down my legs, Bellamy lifted one foot at a time to remove both them and my panties. He gazed up at me like I was his whole world. Which was good because Bellamy, along with the others, were mine.

      “We are going to worship you, love, are you ready?” He slowly regained his height as he straightened.

      He nudged me toward Lex, who was already under the spray of the warm water. The massaging nozzle ran over my back, loosening some of the tension I had carried since almost dying from the poison for the second time. His hands ran over me, urging the blood and red dirt to the drain. Then he took a loofah and lathered it with a sea salt and cucumber scented body wash.

      The soap and the gliding circles done by someone other than me made all the sensations heightened, and I dropped my head back with a low moan. One of the others joined him in washing me, and another sponge was added to the mixture.

      Lex circled my breasts, one at a time, the slightly rough texture on my nipple sending a flood of warmth between my legs. They would have me panting soon, and all they were really doing was washing me.

      Raiden worked shampoo into my hair, lathering it and massaging my scalp before rinsing it out and doing the same with conditioner. It was heaven. All of their care and attention at once brought moisture to the back of my eyes, but I wouldn’t cry. Not at this moment any way. Too many sensations were building inside of me.

      Once they were done teasing me with the loofahs, Raiden tugged a removable shower head from the wall and rinsed the soap away. The spray was warmer than the rest of the water, and I couldn’t help the little sounds of pleasure that parted my lips as it slipped between my legs.

      He bent forward, the massaging spray hitting me directly over my clit, and captured one of my tight nipples in his mouth. I arched into him, my fingers gliding through his wet hair to hold him to me.

      Then with a little coaxing from the water pressure, I climaxed, my orgasm giving the shower head its very own shower. My shouts of pleasure rang through the echoing bathroom. Intense and fast, it rushed through me, devouring me in one fell swoop.

      Fuck.

      My legs almost buckled, and then Bellamy was behind me, holding me up. Raiden trailed the spray from my sensitive flesh, rinsing the rest of my body, before sliding it back into its holder.

      He pressed against my front, with Bellamy at my back still. I could feel the hard lengths of both of them rubbing from either side of me. Raiden hadn’t joined us before, not like this. He would fuck me with the guys watching, but this was different.

      His fingers lifted one of my legs around his waist bringing his swollen manhood to rest between my folds.

      “Are you up to having both of us at the same time?” he asked as he pressed a kiss to my lips.

      “Yes,” I breathed, the single word coming out breathless, but it was enough for them both.

      Bellamy wasted no time before he was pressed into my ass, stretching me in the most delicious way. As he slowly worked his way in, he paused once he was seated deep inside of me. He kissed my shoulder, slightly nipping my flesh as he resisted moving, giving Rai time to join him.

      I cried out as Rai guided his head into my opening. It felt larger than before. Bellamy hissed out a moan as Rai pushed further in, obviously feeling it as much as I was.

      Once they both filled me to the absolute fullest I’ve ever been, they started moving together. The dual sensations working my body had me sagging against Rai before he lifted my other leg to wrap around him. They claimed me together, and I took every bit of pleasure they gave me like a greedy cat starved for attention.

      Faster and faster, they pushed me into the abyss. And I went with open arms. Bellamy chased his release with a loud ragged moan, causing a chain reaction as I clenched around Raiden, and he shouted out his orgasm. I fell into the blackness of free falling. The tide of my climax was trying to drown me.

      As we all returned to ourselves, they slid out of me, and my attention caught on Lex and Alastor, as Lex wrapped himself around Alastor from behind, lost in each other's touch. Searching for that pleasure together. On wobbly legs, I knelt in front of Alastor, his heavy length bobbing with Lex’s thrusts.

      The still-warm water cascaded down his sculpted chest and down his dick. I slipped my tongue over his slit, and he groaned, his hands finding my wet hair and urging me further.

      My pussy clenched around nothing, feeling positively relaxed as promised, and I slowly sucked Alastor’s purple, swollen head into my mouth, hollowing my cheeks as I slurped along his length. He hit the back of my throat, and I raised my eyes to him, pulling slowly back.

      Our eye contact drove me on, and when his fingers tightened on my scalp as he sunk into my waiting mouth, over my curled tongue, and hit the back of my throat again, I ran my hand up his thigh, my nails grazing his balls before wrapping my hand around them and giving a gentle squeeze. Another groan parted his lips, and he thrust harder and faster.

      Lex sounded close to climax, too, so I sucked Alastor like a lollipop and opened my throat, ready to swallow his release. Another squeeze and he erupted, his dick attempting to jerk as his orgasm spilled from him and down my throat.

      I took as much of the salty cum as possible before I sat back on my heels with a smile.

      “I’m relaxed now, how about all of you?” The guys chuckled, and Bellamy gathered me up, tugging me from the shower to dry me off. He used such care it brought unbidden tears to my eyes. My demon that had resisted falling as much as I had, was completely in this with me.

      In fact, each of them was in this with me. Together. For real. A solid unit facing down the enemy unbroken. That was where our strength was, our secret weapon. We would do anything for each other.

      But we would do it tomorrow, after a good night's sleep.
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      Sleep didn’t come to me. As the four of them fell into their dreams, I stared at the ceiling above the bed. Samantha cuddled to my side, and it was enough to keep me there with her. But something pushed at me. The discovery of my abilities meant I had more power than anyone ever thought I would.

      As silently as possible, I arranged Samantha into Lex’s arms and slipped from the room. I had to speak with my father and mother. I needed to know what this meant.

      Cerberus hopped up from outside the bedroom door, and I felt guilty for forgetting him earlier. We had been so focused on Samantha and making sure she was okay. I petted his heads and his tongues lolled out in acceptance of my apology. When I headed for my father’s library, where he spent most of his time, Cer fell into step next to me, ever my loyal companion.

      The doors creaked loudly as I pushed them open, and both of my parents glanced up at me. My mom wore a smile that she reserved only for me. And my father had an open look of pride on his face. I could feel my skin heat in a blush, and I felt like a young God again.

      “I expected you to be with your love,” my mom sing-songed in her melodic voice. “Or should I say, loves.”

      “I couldn’t sleep.”

      “Would you like some warm milk and cookies?” Her brows rose, and I fully believed if I said yes, she would go get them for me. The trick to my childhood nightmares.

      I shook my head. “My powers have developed.” It was simple and to the point, only after silence fell did I realize it wasn’t a question.

      “The souls are no longer clinging to you so tightly,” my father agreed.

      “They are different from yours, and yours.” I gestured to each of them in turn, as I sank into the high-backed chair across from them. “They feel strong.”

      “Yet, you haven’t even touched a fraction of what you will be able to control. As the next ruler of the Underworld, you’ll need every bit.” My father leaned back, his hands lightly clasped over his stomach.

      “Ruler?” I sputtered.

      “Yes, did you think I would keep the job forever? Not being with my wife for six months at a time is tiring. We will be here every six months. And only a quick message away through Mercury.”

      “I don’t–”

      “You should not worry so much, Alastor, it will give you wrinkles just like your father.”

      “But–”

      “We’ve known about Nyx’s children’s prophecy for some time. Once it was set in motion, there was little we could do to stop it. Believe me, I tried.” My father smiled lovingly at my mother when she smacked him.

      “He did try. Meddling more than my own mother.”

      “Who do you think I learned it from?” he replied. I observed as he tangled his fingers with hers. They still acted like newlyweds on their honeymoon sometimes.

      The confession should make me angry. Not that he knew of the prophecy but that he meddled, because I already knew the first and had pieced together the latter. But it didn’t. I understood my father in a way I hadn’t before.

      “You didn’t want me to be the ruler?”

      “It is a heavy responsibility. I wanted you to live your life,” he sighed.

      “He will have his chosen family with him. And with the little one on the way, it will grow to be a big happy family.”

      The blood drained from my head, leaving me lightheaded and dizzy. Little one? “What?” I croaked.

      The smile dropped from my mom’s face as she realized she had overshared. But it was too late, I heard her. Samantha was going to have a baby.

      “My dear boy,” she started.

      “I–I have to go–” I said. The chair almost tipped backward with the force of my shooting to my feet. I ignored her calls behind me, the single-minded thought pushing me back to the others.

      Cerberus trotted along beside me, his tongues hanging out happily. Flowers trailed behind us as my power spiraled. How could I protect her and have a new life inside of her? She would need to stay here. We would fight the battle.

      The thoughts didn’t feel right. Still, they flooded my head. I slipped soundlessly into the bedroom, Cer by my side this time. He settled on the rug next to the bed as I stared down at the four of them sleeping peacefully without the knowledge I had.

      Instead of joining them in the large bed, I sank to the couch, my gaze fixed on the blank TV. I wasn’t sure how long I sat there, but the darkness fled and the sun started to rise before they started to stir. Samantha was the first out of the pile of bodies, and she padded over to the bathroom on bare feet.

      When she emerged, she sat down next to me. “Are you okay?” She sat facing me, her knee drawn up between us, and concern marred her beautiful face.

      I reached out, smoothing her brow. “I’m fine. I couldn’t sleep and didn’t want to disturb you.”

      The ever-slight tightness around her mouth and the narrowing of her eyes said she would have wanted to be disturbed.

      “You need your rest.”

      I wasn’t sure how to proceed. There were so many questions and no answers. Did she already know? Or would I be revealing something she didn’t know? And if she did know…why was it kept from us?

      “You do too. What is bothering you?”

      “At first it was my powers, they are strong, stronger even than my father.”

      “But now?” She tangled her fingers with mine and pressed a soft kiss to my knuckles.

      “Something my mother said.” I dragged in a deep breath, it filled my lungs and gave me the resolve I needed to continue. “She said my future with my chosen family was going to be happy.”

      “That sounds like a good thing,” she laughed.

      “It is. But she also said–” I swallowed hard. “She said–”

      It caught in my throat. I wouldn’t be the one to tell her that our lives were going to change.

      Bellamy dropped down next to Sam; he leaned forward and whispered something into the shell of her ear. Her hand dropped to her stomach, and her eyes went wide as they snapped to mine. Her lips parted on an inhale.

      A smile played over her face, not quite taking hold, as if she was unsure if it was the time to smile or not. “She isn’t wrong.”

      My chest constricted the same it had the night before. With added weight, because she knew and hadn’t told me, but Bellamy knew.

      “I’m not going in the tower, Alastor, you can’t lock me up. That is the only reason–”

      I couldn’t say I would never do that, because it has been one of my first thoughts.

      “That is the only reason I didn’t tell you or Rai.”

      “Lex knows too?”

      “And Bellamy–”

      My gaze shifted from her eyes to her stomach, and a heavy sigh escaped my lips. Emotions surged within me, tugging at my heartstrings. With a solemn nod, I acknowledged the reality before me. A pang of sorrow coursed through my being, an ache of exclusion that nestled deep within my soul. It wasn’t anger that gripped me but rather a profound sense of melancholy, as if the world had shifted and left me behind.

      Nevertheless, I found it difficult to hold any resentment toward her. The weight of her secret burdened her, but her choice to keep it hidden was not misplaced. Amongst the four of us, Rai and I had always been determined to keep her safe, sheltering her from the dangers that lurked in the shadows. Yet, deep down, I knew it was a futile endeavor.

      Samantha possessed an unyielding strength, an unwavering determination that made her an indomitable force. No man, no matter how valiant their motive, could stop her when she deemed it necessary to act. She was a badass woman. And though I yearned to shield her from harm, I couldn’t deny the truth: Samantha was a force of nature, an unstoppable tempest that defied the grasp of any mere mortal or immortal combined. And I wouldn’t want her to be anything else.

      “I’m sorry, Alastor,” she said, her voice cracking with emotion. She climbed into my lap. Her knees were on either side of my legs as she framed my face. “Please forgive me.”

      “There is nothing to forgive,” I replied. I brushed her hair from her face and ran my thumb under her chin to tilt her head up to mine. With the softest touch, I brushed my lips over hers. “And as much as I want to carry you up to my tower and chain you to the bed, I won’t do that.”

      “What is going on?” Raiden asked. He ran his hand through his tousled hair and eyed us with curiosity. Samantha sucked in a breath and slid off of my lap.

      “Rai, we need to talk.”
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      My stomach dropped out of my ass. I guessed this was happening now. Shit. Finding my feet, I faced my best friend turned lover.

      “Rai, we need to talk.”

      The room was silent. Everyone knew but him. I didn’t mean for this to happen this way. Secrets were never the right route to take; too bad hindsight was twenty-twenty.

      “Are you still feeling sick?” He closed the distance between us, his hands running over me with the clinical feel of a firefighter. Rough palms dragged down my sides, checking for damages. “I didn’t see any injuries last night.”

      “I’m not injured,” I said, capturing his wandering hands. A dry swallow worked my parched throat. “Rai, I’m pregnant.”

      He stopped trying to check for injuries, his eyes going wide, much in the same way Alastor’s had.

      “You’re–” he started. He stepped back a single step, his hand scrubbed his face. “How do you know?”

      A shaky breath filled my lungs. “I took a test.”

      “A test? Where did you find a test here?”

      My limbs shook, and I grasped my fingers in front of me. “Not here. Before–”

      I watched as the news hit him fully. His beast flashed in the depths of his eyes, and I was sure he was thinking of all the ways he could lock me up in some room to keep me safe. A puff of smoke filled the air between us as he exhaled.

      He didn’t ask why I didn’t tell him. It was something he just seemed to know. He glanced around at the others, taking in the fact that he was the only one surprised. Then he stepped forward and dropped to his knees in front of me. Something transformed over his face, and he lifted my shirt from my stomach, pushing down the band of my shorts. He pressed a kiss to my skin, sending goosebumps crawling all over.

      “Little one, I’m Daddy Rai, and I’m going to be your favorite,” he whispered, introducing himself to my stomach.

      I swallowed as emotion clogged my throat, and tears gathered in my eyes. He didn’t even ask whose baby it was. He was ready to accept him no matter what.

      “Hey, I’m obviously going to be the favorite,” Bellamy replied.

      “But did you introduce yourself?” Lex asked as he chuckled.

      “I doubt he did,” Alastor said with a grin.

      “Like any of you did either, no, just Daddy Rai,” he snarked, rolling his eyes.

      I laughed, and tears of happiness coasted down my cheeks as they mock-argued. Rai kissed my stomach again and whispered something I couldn’t hear, his lips brushing my skin as he did.

      He pushed back to his feet and dragged me in for a hug. “Don’t keep secrets from me.” His words brushed the shell of my ear, and he dropped another kiss just behind my ear.

      “I didn’t want to distract you.”

      “Sammy, we are all distracted anytime you are fighting, because we love you. I’m sure we all know you are more than capable, but there is always going to be this need to keep you safe. It is my dragon’s sole focus in battle.”

      “You can’t lock me up, Rai,” I said, pulling back from him.

      He chuckled. “As much as I want to, I know you, you’d just get free, and then there would be hell to pay.”

      “Now that we have settled that,” Bellamy interrupts. “Where do you think we can find bubble wrap?”

      A surprised snort erupted from me as I met his joking gaze. Of course, he would bring up my original thought. Sometimes having a demon boyfriend who could read minds was bad, but other times, it was the best thing ever.

      “It is the best thing ever when you don’t have to say a word and I know exactly what you like,” he said.

      He circled around me, coming up behind me. The warmth of his body flowed into my back as he and Raiden held me. Alastor and Lex joined the group hug, and it was the most loved and secure I had ever felt. In their arms, I felt like I could take on the entire world.
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        * * *

      

      “We will take the fight to them.” Alastor gripped the edge of the table. “They ran, which means they knew they were losing. If we attack now, they will be weak.”

      “But will the Gods and Goddesses help us this time?” Lex murmured, leaning back in his seat on the other side of Alastor.

      “We can’t count on their help,” Raiden replied. “But we will have the dragons.”

      “And the demons,” Bellamy replied. “My father will make sure of it.”

      “We should go in alone.” All eyes snapped to me. “The prophecy said that we save the realms. That means we are enough.”

      “Sammy,” Rai warned.

      “Rai,” I echoed. “We are enough. Together.”

      There was no doubt in my mind. This was what we needed to do. Bellamy moved like an assassin, Alastor had his souls and other powers, Lex had his shadow monsters, Raiden was a fucking dragon, and I was a hunter. That didn’t even mention Cerberus who was a badass hellhound all on his own.

      Bellamy nodded, hearing my thoughts with ease. It seemed the longer we were together, the more connected we became because I could read him too. Not his exact thoughts but feelings. He agreed. Which meant I needed to coax the others to my point of view.

      “What if we put out word that we are going to take an army? If we get the information into the right hands then they can take it back to him. And I know there are still demons in the mortal realm that want Osiris to win.” I couldn’t stay seated any longer, there was too much anticipation to get this done.

      “I can go to the warehouse they were at before,” Bellamy suggested.

      “You think this is a good plan?” Lex asked. “We can’t do reckless.”

      “I agree, no reckless, we have to all make it out alive.” Alastor watched me, and flowers bloomed in a pot next to the door. It was now overcrowded with different kinds; Persephone will remove the ones that she didn’t want.

      Turning my focus back to the guys, I drew in a slow breath as I propped my hands on my hips. They were definitely getting wider. That wasn’t my imagination, was it? It distracted me briefly, and when Bellamy caught my eye, he grinned. His look sent my thoughts in a completely new direction, and I could feel my body heat.

      Damn. We needed to rescue the world so I could spend the next few months in bed with them.

      “Rai?” I lifted my gaze to him. He’d been silent so far about the suggested plan. And I didn’t need telepathy to know he was super close to actually locking me up. The puff of smoke from his nostrils and the flare in the depths of his eyes all told the same story: it was only a matter of time.

      His tongue swiped at the inside of his mouth, pushing his cheek out, and as the tendon in his jaw jumped, he sighed. “Fine, but you, Sammy, will be protected on all sides by us.”

      “How am I supposed to fight if you guys trap me in the middle of all of you?”

      “You can fight the monsters that get through,” he replied.

      I crossed my arms. No way. That wasn’t together. And it felt like he was suffocating me with protection I didn’t need. Just because I was pregnant didn’t make me less of a capable, bad-ass woman. Although, he’d been pretty mild since finding out, so maybe it was the hormones talking.

      “That will set us up for failure,” Bellamy said.

      I wasn’t sure if he was only saying it because he could hear my thoughts and see how close to the edge I was and didn’t want me to say, ‘Fuck this, I’ll do it myself.’ Was I fully aware I would fail? Yes. But that stupid thing called pride pushed at me.

      One of us would have to give if this would work.

      “Sammy, don’t look at me that way. I know that expression. And I swear to all of the Gods, if you try to run off, you will find yourself locked in a tower.”

      I pressed my lips together and looked at the other two who had been quietly watching us. “Alastor? Lex?”

      Alastor ran his hand over Cerberus’ soft fur as he leaned back in his chair. “I think we need a compromise. It isn’t realistic to expect you not to fight. You have been a demon hunter from the moment I met you, and I’m sure that will never change. But I can see Raiden’s point of view. And part of me wants to offer up my tower room for the purposes of keeping you safe.” He paused, his eyes darted between the two of us. I opened my mouth to argue the idea of actually locking me up when he held up a single finger. “But, if there is something I have learned from my father, it is that life is better when your partner has her full agency. My mother was not always the happy and kind Goddess she is now. When he first trapped her, she lost it and almost tore the palace to shreds in her anger. So as much as I want to protect you, Samantha, I want to protect what we have together more. Which might make me a selfish bastard, but I’m okay with that description if our relationship stays strong.”

      A smile tugged at my lips as his words made me feel like I was going to melt. I turned to Lex, and he shrugged.

      “Ditto? Alastor might have the flare for the dramatics from his dad, but he’s right.”

      I laughed but sobered as I brought my gaze back to Rai’s.

      “Rai, I need you to trust in me.”

      “It doesn’t look like it matters, because I’ve been out voted. The odd man out again.”

      I sucked in a shocked breath. He couldn’t really feel that way, could he? I thought we had gotten past that.

      “That isn’t true,” I said. Emotion clogged my throat. This life growing inside of me was making my moods swing wildly, and it was starting to make me feel a little crazy. “We are a team. If one of us doesn’t agree then we won’t do it.”

      He rubbed the back of his neck and looked away. A puff of smoke flowed from his nose, trailing lazily to the ceiling, before he sighed. “Alastor is right. I think you need protected, but in reality, you are one of the strongest people I know, man or woman. If anyone can hold their own in a fight, it’s you. I’ve watched you grow up becoming the beautiful, strong-willed, powerful woman you are. That is who I fell in love with. And this new life,” he said, closing the distance between us, his hand landing on my stomach. “It is only going to make you fiercer. You protect what and who you love with everything you have and for me to ask you not to, that was my dragon speaking. Because although I can see all of that, all he sees is someone he considers his throwing herself into danger, again.”

      Tears flowed down my cheeks, and I rested my hand over his. With a shaky breath, I wiped them from my face. Pull it together, Samantha.

      “So we are going to do this?” I whispered, meeting each of their eyes.
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      The city was quiet this late. Only the monsters that go bump in the night were still out and about. Not that there was any reason for them to be. With all the humans home and safe in their beds, there was no point. Even Fantasia was closed.

      I strolled through the streets searching for the vampire that tried to turn me over to the Leyak. He was probably running scared with his boss eliminated.

      The warehouse had been empty, the demons that sided with the dark mage scattered in the wind. Some may have returned home, pretending that they never attempted to reach for another life. In a way, I understood them. It was why I came here in the first place, driven to find something, anything to replace the hole that had been left in my life when Tristan found a new family.

      Not that I hadn’t been able to see him still. It was different. Because even if I hung out with him, the bond he had with his harem and his twin brother, I felt like I was on the outside looking in.

      A rock jumping over cement drew my attention to the alley I was just about to pass. I narrowed my eyes, looking into the inky darkness of the shadows that clung to the walls. My gaze caught on a figure as it launched from the bricks and rushed past me in a blur.

      Vampire. And with how he ran, I would put bets on it being the one I was searching for. Damn.

      “I just want to talk!” I shouted. If it was him, he’d hear me with his sensitive ears. A second later, I was proven right as he came to a stop five feet in front of me.

      “So talk,” he said.

      “I know you were only following orders. Even when I didn’t have my memories, I saw that.”

      He scuffed his shoe on the pavement between us but said nothing.

      “Are you still working with Osiris?”

      He pressed his lips together, telling me everything I needed to know. I pretended not to notice.

      “I’ll take that as a no. You can come back to the horde, you know. We are going to move against him. Take the war to his doorstep.”

      His gaze narrowed slightly, and I knew I had his attention.

      “You can be a part of that. I need someone that knows things about him.”

      “If I don’t come back?” he asked.

      A cruel smile spread over my lips. “Well–” I shrugged. My fingers secured around the stake strapped to my thigh, courtesy of my hunter. For protection, she said. I wasn’t going to use it; I didn’t need it. Not if I actually wanted the vamp dead. Which wasn’t part of the plan.

      “I don’t know much. I only know how to contact him.” He crossed his arms in front of his heart. He must be a young vampire if he thought I needed the stake to do the job. It would explain why he fell for the lies of the Leyak and why he was still steadfast in his betrayal. Not that he was going to say any of that out loud.

      But I picked up what I needed from his mind. The words were almost a whisper. Can’t let him know about the portal opening…it would lead directly to Osiris. Play along. The God would tell me to misdirect. I can do that. I’ll tell him it is in the woods, not in the basement of that house.

      The image of the small bungalow filtered into my thoughts from his. The paint on the outside was a faded and chipped yellow, weeds grew out of control in the yard, the walkway to the front door was broken and jagged. It had been abandoned for a while. The numbers next to the door hung off their screws, 4-4-6-5-8, the third number could be a nine as well. We’d look for both.

      “How can I reach him?” I asked. All of my real questions had been answered, but if I left in the middle of the conversation, he’d suspect something, so I played it out. Asking all of the questions he expected and accepting all of the bullshit he spewed. As long as he ran back to the God and told him all of the misinformation I had fed the vamp, it would be fine.
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      Alastor had obtained the penthouse suite again. He thought it was a better base of operation than the club, where supernaturals of all kinds could just waltz in. I had a key this time, so I didn’t have to force the man in the elevator to take me to the top floor.

      Although, the little man did shrink back in fear when he recognized me. Not that it was an unusual response to my red eyes and blue skin. I looked very much like the demon I was. I swished my tail, knocking it off the side of the elevator, and he pressed further into the wall, his gaze fixated on it.

      It amused me.

      When the doors slid quietly open, I raked my gaze over his shaking form and then bared my teeth before stepping into the penthouse. The doors closed quickly behind me as if he pressed the button to get them to shut. The grin hadn’t fallen from my face when Samantha came into view. She eyed me like she knew I just terrified the human and enjoyed it.

      What could I say, I was still a demon.

      “Did you find him?”

      “Yep,” I popped the ‘p’, and she smiled. “He fell for it. Hook, line, and sinker. The God will be expecting an army. I told him I would be in touch with our next steps. And I picked up the location of the portal to Osiris.”

      She grabbed me by the cheeks and smacked her lips against mine. “You are the best.”

      “I know.”

      “Don’t give him a bigger head than he already has,” Alastor called from the couch.

      When I glanced over, Lex, Raiden, and Alastor were watching us. My arms came up to trap Sam against me as I let my power loose. Her eyes hooded immediately, and she licked her lips.

      “Love, do you want to really give me a big head?” I asked. She nodded, her hands circling my shoulders and pulling me closer. “Mmmm, you are going to need to say that out loud.”

      I dropped my ability, the air clearing of the chocolate scent, and she blinked. “Bellamy, I want to give you anything you want.”

      “I was hoping you’d say that.”

      I kissed her hard, devouring every bit of her mouth. Unable to get enough of her intoxicating taste. I released the hold on my power again. Not that I needed it. But I knew how to use it to give as much pleasure as I got. She mewled a sexy noise into my mouth as she pressed against me. Dragging my lips over her jaw and down her throat, I urged more sounds from her.

      My thumbs ran over her hard nipples, then dropped to the hem of her shirt, lifting it up and over her head. I wasn’t far enough gone to magic it away, although it was always an option. It was another thing I found I preferred, undressing her piece by piece.

      Raiden came around the couch and leaned against the back of the armchair, his arms loosely crossed. Hunger painted the lines of his face, and I paused to see if he’d join us. When he didn’t, I looped my fingers into her pants, snapping the button holding them closed and releasing the zipper before I followed my progress down her body with kisses.

      After her leather pants were discarded and her panties followed shortly after, I nudged her legs apart, urging her to place one over my shoulder. Breathing in her sex, I inhaled deeply, my eyes dropping shut. I could live off of the desire that was pouring off of her. It was already giving me a nice boost, and she hadn’t even had an orgasm yet.

      Spreading her folds, I sealed my lips around her clit and sucked. Her hands went into my hair before wrapping around my horns, ready to ride the waves. The sounds leaving her lips were bliss to my ears; I could almost cum with just that. As it was, I was straining in my jeans, seeping through the fabric.

      For a moment ,I came up for air and glanced over at the others. “If someone wants to join us, I’d love to suck you both off at the same time.”

      Lex shot to his feet like a jack in the box, and I grinned. He undid his jeans and shed all of his clothing as he approached.

      “Behind her.”

      He followed my direction, and when his cock settled against her from behind, I swiped the tip with my tongue. He groaned but held still. Grabbing hold of him, I urged him into her. She moaned loudly, her single leg support wouldn’t be enough soon.

      As he pulled out, I pushed him all the way out and then tugged him back with my fingers on his thigh. He slipped into my mouth, and my eyes rolled into the back of my head at their mixed taste. Fuck. We needed to do this more often. As he sank back into her, I sucked her swollen nub between my teeth. We found a rhythm. One stroke for her, one for me, a suck for him, one for her. Their combined lust filled me so much that I forgot to use my abilities to prolong it.

      She exploded on my tongue, filling my mouth with her sweet nectar. And most likely gripping Lex so tightly inside of her, it would set him off. But I was greedy, and I wanted both of them. I dipped my head further between her legs and ran my flat tongue over his pumping length, curling around him. He seemed to sense what I wanted, and in his next thrust, he pulled out fully and pounded into my waiting throat.

      His release coated my mouth in ropes of cum, and I swallowed as much as I could. Licking my lips, I sat back on my heels. Looking up at them, Lex held Samantha, his face nuzzled in her neck, her head propped on his shoulder.

      “You two should rest,” I suggested.

      My cock gave a painful throb, but I had different ideas for him. Climbing to my feet, I pressed a kiss to each of their mouths, then turned toward the other two. Raiden wouldn’t be up for what I had in mind, at least not at this point, so I focused on Alastor.

      “I need either a mouth or an ass to find relief.” I palmed myself through my jeans, the wet spot at least the size of a soft ball now.

      Raiden’s gaze dropped down my front as if he were considering it, but he shook his head and looked back at Samantha. His dragon probably needed to remove any scent either of us left on her. It was the way of things now.

      He rarely joined in, although when he did, we all enjoyed it a bit more. And he was starting to be better with the sword crossing so to speak. We’d wear him down eventually; we had a long life together, and this was only the beginning.

      “Alastor?”

      He dragged his gaze from my feet to my face, and I could see the need in the depths of his eyes, even if I couldn’t feel it in the air. Without a thought, I removed my clothing and his. His length jutted proudly between his legs, and I crossed the room to him. Kneeling on the floor in front of the couch, I kissed his crown, making his cock jump, begging for more.

      Lex disappeared into the bathroom, and when he returned, he tossed me a bottle of lube. Then he tugged Samantha into his lap, neither of them bothered with clothing.

      Without the gentleness I’ve been using with Samantha, I hauled him to the edge of the sofa. His legs fell open, willingly giving me what I was demanding from him.

      “Do you want this?” I asked, my voice heavy with need.

      “You wouldn’t have gotten this far, this fast, if I didn’t.”

      Using the lube, I dripped it onto his tight hole before working it into him. He grunted when I added a finger, his cock leaking pre-cum.

      “You’re right about one thing, this is going to be fast.” I could already feel my balls tighten. When his fingers wrapped around me and stroked, I gasped and pushed into his firm hold.

      Mimicking his movements on him as I continued to make sure he was ready for me, we were both on the edge. Finally, he was ready, his muscle as relaxed as it would be, but the lube would help with the rest. As if he read my mind, he lined my dick up with his ass, and my next thrust forward had my head entering him.

      Fuck.

      I paused, attempting to catch my breath. His fingers dug roughly into my ass muscles forcing me forward, his hard length pressed between our bodies as I sunk all the way to my base.

      Our lips brushed, and as I started to move again, he nipped at my lower lip, asking for me to go harder. My fingers circled his neck, gripping him just below his jawline, giving me the control I craved. Teeth clashed as harsh pants left both of us. Ever so slowly I cut his air off, sexy noises of pleasure vibrating his throat beneath my hold.

      My balls tightened again and sent tingles into my lower spine. I released my fingers, and he gasped in a breath of fresh air as I reached between us to stroke him in time with my thrusts. We would come together.

      We became like wild animals taking what we needed from each other, demanding more without holding back. His cock jerked in my palm, ropes of stringy cum coating my abs. It was enough to set me off, and I exploded inside of him.

      I collapsed against him as he leaned back into the sofa. Our chests were sticky with his cum and my sweat mixture. This life we were building would feed my incubus so well, I’d become a glutton. Sated, I slowly slipped out of him and dropped back to my heels. My fingers ran along the mess we made as I scooped some up and tasted it.

      “Fuck, Bell, I love when you do that shit.”

      A slow grin worked its way across my face, and I met his stare, deliberately tasting his essence again. “Can’t let it go to waste.”
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      Sex with my guys was always hot. Watching two of them get lost in each other was even hotter. I knew it was like objectifying them. But if I loved them both, was it really? I didn’t think so. I’d give myself a pass.

      Now, if I hated it, and they did it anyway…I snorted at the train of thought. That would be so hypocritical.

      As they finished, I stretched off of Lex. Need coursed through me for more, but there was only one person in this penthouse that hadn’t participated at all. Although I could see the way his eyes tracked all the movements. He enjoyed watching as much as I did.

      “I’m going to take care of Raiden now,” I said. My gaze fixed on him, and he watched me hungrily. He was on edge, and I was ready to push him over it.

      Maybe, someday, he’d join in full-time. But for now, he was all mine. I kissed Lex softly before crossing to Rai. I stopped in front of him, my nipples hard from the cool air, and my legs still a little wobbly from the orgasm they gave me earlier.

      “Looks like we have some unfinished business,” I said, my voice came out low and seductive as I cupped him through his jeans. Tracing the imprint of him, I bit my lip and lifted my gaze to his.

      “We do,” he husked. He bit down on his lip as his gaze traced my face before dropping to my body. “Sometimes I feel like this is a fever dream.”

      “Well, let’s go prove how real this all is.”

      My fingers laced with his, and I tugged him to the bedroom. The bed was soft beneath me as I scooted across the surface, my hungry eyes locked on him shedding his clothes. He followed, his eyes burning brightly, and the scent of smoke strong in the air. Excitement coursed through me. I knew what that meant. His dragon was on a loose hold.

      In reality, he was his dragon, but there was something primal in the way he acted when he was close to shifting. I was sure sex with a dragon wouldn’t be up my alley, but with him riding the edge, yes please.

      He spread my legs with a growl and another puff of smoke, and my stomach jumped. As he crawled up my body, he nipped me with his teeth, sucking my flesh into his mouth and marking me with little bruises that would fade in a day or two. I was a squirming mess once he reached my neck.

      Of their own accord, my hips lifted off the bed seeking friction with him. He chuckled against my throat. Then he sucked my earlobe between his teeth, sending goosebumps down to my stomach.

      “Oh, Sammy, did you want something?” Rai whispered against the shell of my ear. I groaned incoherently, and he laughed again. “I will give you what you need, but first, I need to satisfy my dragon. So you should use your words, and be loud. Let’s try again, did you want something?”

      “Yes, you.”

      I attempted to find friction again. Nothing. He was purposefully holding himself back just far enough. My hand snaked down my body ready to relieve some of the tension that was building, and he snagged my wrist into his grip and pushed my hands over my head.

      “Sammy, Sammy, Sammy,” he said, shaking his head as if in regret. “You will beg for my touch now.”

      “Rai–” I moaned when he ghosted his free hand down my body. I could barely feel his touch, but I knew he was close because the energy snapped between us. The link between us heightened everything.

      “Yes?” he practically purred.

      “Touch me.”

      “That sounded like a demand, princess.”

      “Please touch me,” I amended.

      “My pleasure,” he murmured. His fingers dipped between my folds, and I cried out at the unexpected touch. “Mmm, louder, princess.”

      “Oh right there, yes like that!” I screamed.

      A satisfied grin crossed his face, lighting up his eyes as he concentrated on my body. I needed him inside of me now.

      He worked me to the edge, my screams echoed back at us, and then he’d stop. My stomach was so tight with the need to climax I thought I’d die. After the fourth time, a needy moan filled the space between us, torn from the depths of my soul, the sound more like a whimper than anything I’d ever made.

      “Are you sure this is good for the baby?” I asked, playing the only card I could think of to get him to give me my orgasm.

      My body was shaking from the edging, and I was sure another time would make me pass the fuck out. My cries had even become hoarse, but I could tell he was enjoying each one he wrung from me.

      His eyes dipped to the slight bump forming. Then he did the unexpected and ran gentle fingers over my skin. “I’m just teaching my son a few tricks. He’ll remember when he is older and he needs to please a girl.”

      “Rai,” I groaned. He grinned down at me and smacked a kiss to my lips.

      “Sammy, I’m sure that since sex is what created the life that it will sustain more of the same.”

      I hadn’t really been worried.

      “That is reassuring.” A weak moan dragged from my raw throat as he sucked a nipple into his mouth. “Rai, fuck me or I’ll go get Bellamy.”

      He hummed against my skin, his fingers tightening around my wrists as if to say, I’d like to see you try. In reality, all I’d have to do is send a mental message to Bellamy if I was serious. I had just found that I liked Rai’s possessive streak, and it seemed the demon set it off more than mentioning one of the others.

      “In this moment, right now, Sammy, you are mine.” His low growl sent a shiver down my spine. In one fluid stroke, he was balls deep inside of me. My eyes rolled into the back of my head, and I swore I could see my brain.

      His pace was unrelenting, and when I fell into the abyss, he dragged me right back out, only to push me into it again. My whole body was shaking uncontrollably, and room service would need to change the bedding before any of us could sleep.

      “Say it, Sammy, say you are mine,” he ordered.

      “I’m yours, Rai, forever and always.” The promise rang true between us. I loved him with my whole being, and I couldn’t imagine life without him in it.

      He slammed into me, running me into the damp bed with the force of his claiming thrusts. Sweat coated his skin, and when he released my wrists, I ran my hands over his muscles. Riding the relentless wave of a dragon claiming their mate. When he jerked inside of me, I clung to him, pulsing around him as he pressed his forehead to my shoulder, catching his gasping breaths.

      “Fuck that was–”

      “The best you ever had?” He pressed a soft kiss to my collarbone and lifted his head. “Think about your answer really carefully.”

      “Perfect.”

      A smile lifted one side of his mouth. “I guess that will do.”

      “I’m just going to stay right here. I don’t think I could walk if I tried.”

      “That is even better,” he said.

      I laughed weakly as my eyes drifted shut and sleep claimed me.
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      The bacon sizzled in the pan, and I watched the bubbles pop up on the pancakes. Bellamy hovered, ready to take over cooking at any moment. But I ignored him as much as possible.

      Samantha was still asleep, worn out by the four of us throughout the night. The hotel staff replaced the bedding after Rai and Samantha had taken a nap on the damp mattress.

      Towels should probably be used on any surface to soak up the remnants of orgasms.

      At least we could all say that we were relaxed and ready for battle. The plan was simple. Enter the portal, eliminate any hybrids or demons in our way, and then take out the God. Or contain the problem at the very least.

      If we destroyed his objective enough, maybe he would regroup and try again in another thousand years. Since it seemed like a cycle with him.

      Tyler would be pissed he was left out of this plan, but Samantha insisted that we didn’t put her brother in danger. I’d grown close enough to him that I knew, as well as Raiden did, that he would attempt to follow us if he caught wind of what we were doing. Which meant all of us had to be quiet on the issue while he was here.

      Rai said he was coming over for breakfast and to talk about the ‘plan’; it would obviously be a fake one for him. So for now, I was distracting myself by cooking enough for an army and fending off Bellamy.

      He trailed his hand down my back and around my waist as he pressed close behind me. I felt him watching the food as if I would burn it. His tail encircled my leg.

      “Are you sure you don’t want help?” His scent filled my nose, the chocolate smell blocking out the breakfast.

      I snorted. Effortlessly, I flipped the pancakes, only folding one in half; it was Bellamy’s fault. He snaked his hand down my front and cupped me through my sweats. Of course, blood rushed straight to my manhood in response, and my ass clenched.

      “Bell–” I warned. He did that on purpose, not because he wanted me right this minute, but because he wanted to cook. “You aren’t playing fair.”

      “Uh, demon, what do you expect?”

      “Lex, can you help a little?”

      “I’d burn the breakfast,” he said absently from the sofa. He didn’t even look over at us from the movie that was playing.

      Bellamy chuckled, his touch bolder as he stroked me through the material.

      “I swear, if you get fluids in the pancakes, I will make you both regret it.” Raiden dropped onto the stool across from us.

      “You might like the special sauce,” Bellamy replied. The smile I could hear in his voice reminded me of the Bell I used to be friends with. It was good to see the change in him. Hell, it was great that he had forgiven me enough to be touching me without wanting to cause pain.

      In fact, all of this felt amazing. Lex, Sam, him, and even my growing friendship with Raiden. It was home. Wherever they were was where I wanted to be.

      “If you add anyone’s special sauce, it better not be yours.” Rai added sugar to the coffee he just poured from the pot. He lifted his gaze back to us as he stirred. “The pancakes are burning.”

      Bellamy squeezed my now hard length through my sweats. I moaned, and the spatula clattered to the pan as I gripped the countertop surrounding the grill. Fuck.

      The burnt scent of the pancakes filled my senses, and it finally sunk in what Raiden had said. Bellamy had already scooped up the spatula and he was flipping the charred remains to the empty plate.

      “Looks like you do need help,” Bellamy said.

      “I would have been fine,” I replied as he nudged me out of the way now that he got what he wanted. He picked up the bowl of pancake batter and poured out perfect circles. He hummed happily, and I shook my head. “You’ve made me hard and aching…and you’re just going to leave me like this?”

      “Alastor, everyone is hungry. I have to cook for them.” His voice was filled with fake outrage, but his mouth tilted up in a knowing grin as our eyes met.

      “I could probably cook you two under the table,” Rai said with a shrug. We both turned our attention to him, and he wiggled his eyebrows. “Secret about firefighters, they can cook. We live at the station for days at a time. If we don’t learn how to cook, we will end up with pizza every night.”

      “Nothing wrong with pizza,” Lex replied, proving that he had been listening to everything that was going on.

      “I’m curious why a God and a demon know how to cook,” Rai added.

      “We learned together,” I replied. “Bellamy used dirty tricks then, too.”

      I palmed myself through my sweats. Although, the things he did when we were younger hadn’t left me hard as a rock. Well, not in his presence anyways.

      “His mom showed us. She started with the easy stuff, like grilled cheese. I never got the hang of baking, but I can cook.” Bellamy flipped the pancakes with ease as he replied.

      The elevator doors dinged before sliding open, then Tyler strolled into the penthouse.

      “Hey, sorry I’m late.” He sniffed, his face scrunching up. “Did you burn something?”

      “Alastor did. But I’ve got it under control now.” Bellamy laughed as he shot me a look.

      “Actually, I am pretty sure he had a good handle on it until you came along,” Raiden said in my defense.

      Bellamy just grinned and moved the done pancakes to an empty plate, before starting another batch.

      Pushing away from the counter, I headed for the bathroom. Walking around with a hard-on was not an option. At the last second, I pivoted toward the bedroom. “I’m gonna wake Samantha up.”

      Lex threw his arm over the back of the couch as he eyed me. “Tell her Ty is here, so she keeps it down.”

      “Oh gross, I didn’t need to know that,” Tyler groaned as he folded into the armchair.

      The guys' laughter followed behind me, but I was already focused on Sam’s sleeping form. She looked like an angel with her hair spread out on the white pillow and her lips parted softly with each slow measured breath. I trailed my fingers over her cheek, and she sucked in a deep breath as her eyes opened.

      “Hey,” she whispered once she saw me. “Something smells good.”

      “Bacon and pancakes. Bellamy took over the cooking.”

      Her eyes went wide. “Are you sure he knows how?”

      I chuckled. “Yeah, he does. But we have a few minutes. Your brother just got here, too.”

      She stretched, her eyes catching onto my problem. A smile spread across her face as she brought her eyes back up to mine. “Is that for me?”

      “If you want it, it is.”

      “Well, then get comfortable. I’ll be right back,” she said. I watched her pad across the floor to the small ensuite bathroom. She reappeared less than two minutes later to find me where she left me. “You don’t look like you got comfortable.”

      I couldn’t help but watch transfixed as she approached. She was so comfortable in her skin that it was hard not to watch her walk naked back to me. If my issue had shrunk any, just the sight of her ensured that wasn’t the case anymore.

      She looped her fingers into my waistband and tugged it down over my hips. My cock stood at attention, ready for whatever she had planned.

      “I can’t believe I’m going to say this, but I’m sore. Orgasms take a lot out of you. So right now, we are going to fix your problem and then go eat breakfast.” She dropped to her knees in front of me on the bed, dragging my sweats off, then she pushed me backward. “Lay down.”

      I did as she asked, and she crawled toward me. Her fingers wrapped around me, stroking my bare skin. Then she dipped her head and her warmth replaced her touch. She sucked my tip, swirling her tongue over the head. My balls tightened as tingles gathered at the base of my spine.

      “I love the taste of you,” she murmured as she came up for air.

      The magic she worked on me had my fingers gripping the comforter and attempting not to thrust up into the welcoming warmth of her mouth. It felt fucking amazing.

      Then she sank onto my length, her breath against my skin, and my tip pushing the limits of her throat. When she swallowed around me, I crashed into my release. Her subsequent swallows only forced more cum from me. I was like a young God who climaxed in seconds.

      My face heated with slight embarrassment as she released me and went back on her heels. I couldn’t even look at her.

      “That was fast.”

      “I know, it felt really good. Sorry,” I muttered, feeling the full force of my embarrassment as it took over any feelings of release.

      “Alastor, you don’t need to be self-conscious. The fact that a blow job from yours truly was so fucking amazing you couldn’t handle it is a great boost for my ego. Besides, I’ve seen you last longer.”

      Peeking over at her, I could see she was serious. It eased some of my chagrin. “Next time, I’ll last longer.”

      She hummed her agreement as she slid off the bed and pulled on a pair of lacy panties, shorts, and a tank top. “I’m starving.”

      I followed more slowly as I tugged my sweats back on. It was hard sometimes to wrap my head around the fact that this was actually my life now. Probably because I had wished for this for as long as I could remember. First with Lex, then with Bellamy, and finally with Samantha who brought all the pieces together.

      “You good?” she asked. She reached up and smoothed my brow. “You look like you are deep in thought.”

      “Sometimes I feel like I should pinch myself to make sure I’m not dreaming.”

      A soft smile parted her lips. “I know the feeling.”
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      My plate was empty, the only remains were crumbs and leftover syrup. I dipped my last piece of bacon into the thick sugar. My tummy was full and happy as I leaned back, my hand resting over my belly.

      Tyler watched me, and it felt like his perceptive gaze saw everything. His gaze dropped to my hand, then came back up to my face.

      “You are glowing.”

      “I’m happy,” I replied.

      “No, it is something more,” he insisted.

      I moistened my lips, gently pressing them together before slowly parting them to respond. “Ty.” I swallowed.

      He lifted an eyebrow in question but remained silent.

      Lex tangled his fingers with mine, and I squeezed his hand in thanks. “It’s because I’m expecting.”

      “Expecting?” he asked. Confusion painted his face in almost comical lines before it sank in, and he launched himself out of his chair like a rocket headed for space. The wooden seat clattered to the marble floor as he leaned across the table. “What?”

      I rolled my lips together. “A baby.” I pressed my palm over my small pouch, which could honestly be a food baby at the moment.

      “Does Mom know? Dad?”

      I shook my head.

      “You can’t fight right now.”

      “Mom fought during both of her pregnancies.” I crossed my arms.

      “Mom wasn’t going up against a literal God.”

      “Ty–” I sighed.

      “Samantha–” he mocked my tone. “I’m telling Mom and Dad.”

      “What are we, four?”

      “Maybe we should take a breath,” Rai said, slicing through the tension that had formed as soon as Tyler realized I was going to fight anyway.

      “You’re okay with this? Rai, she is my little sister,” Ty practically hissed, his voice lowering like it was a secret. “I thought you would protect her.”

      “Ty, I get it. When I first found out, that was my knee-jerk reaction too. But she is capable and strong, she will be fine. We will be there to protect her.”

      Tyler shot me a glare, crossing his arms to mirror my position. “Alastor?” He threw a look at the God.

      “Rai’s right,” Alastor replied.

      He threw up his hands and turned away from us, pacing toward the elevator doors. I was half surprised when he pivoted on his heel and came back to us. And fully surprised when he knelt next to my chair. He wrapped his fingers around mine, meeting my shocked gaze with his own.

      “Samantha, Mom didn’t fight a God or hybrid demons. This isn’t safe, no matter how strong of a hunter you are. None of you will forgive yourselves if something happens.” He squeezed my hand. “Do you want to put that on your guys' conscious? On yours?”

      A pang rang through my chest, clenching my heart in a vise grip. What if he was right? But if he was, and I said, fine, you guys go I’ll wait here, and something happened to one of them—that would be the same pain. Maybe a worse one because I felt it in my gut that we needed to face this together.

      When he noticed me hesitating, he pressed further. “I know you would hate yourself. All of your hang-ups about relationships becoming a reality. Would you come out of it the same person?”

      I sucked in a breath, holding it, as my heart clamored around my empty chest. There was no good answer to this. I wet my lips, slowly releasing the pent-up air. “Ty, if I stayed here and something happened to one of them, I would never be the same. I’m going.”

      He pushed to his feet and glanced around at everyone else as if one of them might have changed their mind. When he saw the resolve in each of their faces, he sighed loudly, tugging his fingers through his sandy hair.

      “Well then one of us will be by your side, the entire time.” His response sent another painful pin prick through me. We weren’t taking him, he just wasn’t aware of that fact. My brother was going to be pissed.

      I nodded because there wasn’t much else I could say without choking on my words. Emotion swelled in my throat, clogging my airflow, while tears gathered behind my eyes. Lying to my brother was painful because I knew it would hurt him.
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        * * *

      

      Once Ty left, I got a quick shower that no one joined me in, sadly. Then I slid into my hunting outfit, the leather pants like a second skin, and the shirt just as tight. I placed all of my smaller weapons in their holders and hidden straps before sliding my dagger into the holder at my waist.

      Bellamy reclined back on his elbows, watching my movements. “Somehow I didn’t realize just how many weapons you had hidden on your body. It’s like an arsenal.”

      I lifted an eyebrow as I locked the dagger in place. “You didn’t know what kind of danger you were in, huh?” I laughed.

      “I was never in that kind of danger with you. It was more a threat of falling for you and you not returning those feelings. I put up a good fight.”

      I snorted.

      “Admit it, love, you just couldn’t resist my charm. Throwing yourself at me every time I was near. I couldn’t get rid of you.”

      “That isn’t how it happened.” I rolled my eyes.

      Lex leaned against the door frame, his gaze running over my body. “You did come back to my bed smelling like him a lot.”

      “Really?” I propped my hand on my hip as they ganged up on me. A smile played on my lips at their teasing.

      “It drove me nuts,” Raiden added as he brushed past Lex into the room. He came over to me and pressed a soft kiss to my lips. “You always smelled like them, before the three of them, it was never the same guy. I could handle that. But the same three men around you all the time, it’s what pushed me to make my first move.”

      His gray eyes sparkled down at me, and a full-blown cheeky grin spread over my face. “Thank goodness for them then.”

      “I think he’s the favorite,” Bellamy grumbled.

      “I don’t have favorites,” I replied, turning my attention to my sulking boyfriend on the bed. “Well, maybe I do, the last one to give me an orgasm. Which would make my favorite right now,” I paused and tapped my finger to my chin, “Alastor.”

      Alastor looked up from his book and smiled at me but said nothing. He was still studying Egyptian Underworld mythology as if it would help us at all.

      Bellamy groaned and clenched his heart like I shoved my dagger into his chest. Then he straightened, his scent filling the space. “I could fix that.”

      “Down, boy,” Raiden commanded with a laugh. “We have a God to take care of.”

      “Fine, but I’m the favorite as soon as we’re done.” He pushed off the bed, crossing the small space between us, and moved between Rai and me and claimed my mouth in a searing and promising kiss.

      Damn. Let’s go defeat a God.

      I would be living in bliss for the rest of my life if Bellamy had anything to say about it. He was the most competitive man I knew.

      “That’s a promise,” he replied, reading my mind.

      My toes curled at the prospect. Yes, please.

      “Okay, Romeo, let’s go,” Lex said.

      Alastor set the book down, while Raiden and Bellamy turned to follow Lex into the main room. “Favorite, huh?”

      I linked my fingers with his and nodded. “Yep.”
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      Once we found the house, it became apparent that time had not been kind to it. The exterior paint had faded and chipped, resembling a weary shade of yellow. Neglected weeds had grown uncontrollably in the yard, while the walkway leading to the front door lay broken and jagged. The signs of abandonment were unmistakable and exactly how Bellamy described.

      It was in a bad part of town, but fairly easy to find once we knew the address. The numbers beside the door hung loosely, barely clinging onto their screws: 4-4-6-5-8. The middle number hung lower and definitely should be a 9.

      Emmons, the street was as forgotten as the building standing before us. Potholes littered the asphalt, and old broken down cars with flat tires were scattered interminably down the street as if they were decoration.

      Raiden climbed from the Tahoe and glanced up and down the street before he strolled purposefully to the front door. We followed behind him. My shadow creatures slipped off of me and into the shade of the porch cover that was hanging on by a thread as we approached. Alastor and Bellamy followed Samantha, and I trailed behind them all.

      This felt too easy. My senses were sending warnings through me, strong enough for Bellamy to glance back at me with a questioning look. I shook my head, attempting to shake it off. We deserved something to go right. Didn’t we?

      My sisters were horrible. They actually thought this would bring me happiness. That living through this hell would make me grateful? I couldn’t wait for it to be done. Not that I knew what that looked like for us. Bellamy, Raiden, and Alastor had a place for each of them. They all needed to rule. And Samantha was posed to rule beside all three of them.

      Where did that leave me? The only thing I controlled was my club, and it was in a completely different realm than Tartus. Could I be happy there? The place I ran from?

      I thought it could be possible. Alastor was part of the reason I left, that feeling of not belonging. But it had all been manufactured. A way to push us into the places they wanted us in.

      I sighed. Swinging my gaze up and down the street, I paused when I caught sight of what looked to be a demon hidden behind a tree. I turned to face the figure, and it was gone as if my eyes were playing tricks on me.

      Alastor’s palm landed on my shoulder, making me jump, and I glanced at him. “Everything okay?”

      With a nod, I redirected my attention toward the door, attempting to dismiss the unsettling thoughts that had gripped my mind. I reassured myself that it was merely my imagination toying with my senses. The dance of shadows cast by the swaying leaves of the trees had conjured illusions, tricking my eyes into perceiving figures that held no substance. It was a mere mirage, a fleeting trick of the light that had momentarily deceived me.

      “Yeah. I just thought I saw something.”

      He looked in the direction I had been staring and tried to see what I had. With a shake of his head, he turned back to me. “Nothing there.”

      He was right, obviously. A deep sigh lifted my chest, and I turned to follow him into the dimly lit house.

      The wooden floors were bare and stripped of any polish. The walls had peeling paint, interspersed with gouging holes. Discarded bottles littered the front room, and a smell of decay filled the air as we moved deeper into the small bungalow. A tiny bedroom in the back held a thin mattress covered by an equally thin sheet that looked like it had seen better days. Trash was strewn about and a flashlight lay next to the bed.

      Someone stayed in this house. A squatter most likely. Did they know about the portal in the basement?

      We were silent except for our breaths as we cleared the house as if we were professionals. As we passed through the kitchen, the shards of glass from the broken window crunched under our feet. Even more trash littered the counters, and a random roll of duct tape lay in the mess; it looked like someone had used it to attempt to fix the now-broken window.

      Sam kept her hand wrapped around her dagger, ready to pull it free. While Cerberus and my shadows practically clung to her.

      “We didn’t check the upstairs,” I said.

      Raiden nodded at me, and I hesitated only a moment before I turned back to go check. My gaze ran over Samantha one last time; I doubted anything could reach her if it tried. Besides, she would have the others with her.

      The floorboards creaked beneath my feet as I went up the steps to check the small loft bedroom. It was in disarray like the rest of the house, but there were strange symbols drawn on the wall. When I approached to get a better look, they shimmered with magic, glowing a burning red.

      “Trap! It’s a trap!” I yelled as I twisted to go back down to the others. I wasn’t sure what those hieroglyphics meant, but they were definitely burned into the wall by the God.

      A roar filled my ears, and I wasn’t entirely sure if it came from downstairs or if it was just the blood rushing through me drowning everything else out. My hearing was muffled, and I felt light-headed. I stumbled on the steps, tumbling down into a sprawling heap in the hallway. Fuck.

      Springing to my feet, I shook off the aches from actually falling down a flight of steps and ran for the kitchen to reach the basement steps. “Trap!” The word punched from me, cut off as I caught sight of a monster.

      My heart raced as the monster turned toward me. Standing before me was a chilling amalgamation of lion, crocodile, and hippopotamus. It struck terror into the very depths of my being. It roared again, proving it hadn’t been my ears. Its massive body exuded an air of menace, with rippling muscles that hinted at its immense power. My shadows were with Samantha, and I scrambled back away from the stalking beast. Its mouth opened, releasing a loud hiss.

      The crocodile’s head, with sharp teeth, scaly hide, and piercing eyes, emitted a predatory aura that sent shivers down my spine. Rows of razor-sharp teeth lined the gaping maw, ready to devour me whole.

      The lion’s body, with powerful and sleek muscles draped over its monstrous frame, accentuating its intimidating presence. Its powerful limbs, ended in sharp-tipped claws, hinting at the swiftness and brutality with which it could strike.

      The half-hippopotamus back end with the large feet that looked as if they could stomp you into the ground if you got too close. The mere sight of this ferocious monster filled me with an overwhelming sense of dread.

      Now would be a great time for my shadows to come save me.

      The very floor rumbled as the beast came for me. I let loose a scream that Bellamy and Alastor would tease me for. My eyes squeezed shut as I hit the wall behind me. This was how I died. The fact I never planned to die at all was beside the point, I had a feeling this monster could tear my soul from my body.

      A loud growl followed another roar, making me peel my eyes open to see my demise, but this time, the sound came from Cerberus as he jumped onto the hybrid's back, my shadows with him. Relief, sweet and pure, filled me as I caught sight of the others on the other side of the room.

      My shadows tore at the beast as Taila, my shadow snake, put herself between us, ready to defend me to the death. The alligator's mouth snapped open and shut attempting to get the hellhound. Then Samantha lunged onto its back, her arms wrapping around its gaping maw, and she forced the mouth shut.

      “Tape,” she said, holding on as the monster whipped her around like a rag-doll attempting to get her off.

      Bellamy tossed her the roll, and she managed to wrap it around the snout, sealing the mouth shut. It was too soon to breathe a sigh of relief though because it still had the massive back feet stomping around, and the lion’s claws cut through the air trying to get the duct tape off.

      Samantha lost her grip and landed hard on the glass covered floor. Rolling out of the way of the back legs, she lunged easily to her feet. She shot me a grin like this was the most fun she’d had in months. The crazy light in her eyes matched Bellamy’s as they both turned their attention to the beast.

      Raiden and Alastor joined in, while I watched. It was what I always did, my shadows fought, and I did nothing. When Alastor only had his ‘flower power,’ I didn’t feel like such an odd man out, but now it was evident I didn’t add substance to the group and was a liability.

      The truth pierced me straight through the heart as I stood as still as a fucking statue. Even Tyler would be more helpful right now than I was.

      The fight was lost by the beast quickly once they worked together to defeat it. Although, I was positive it was still alive. Its chest still moved with shallow breaths.

      Samantha moved to my side, her fingers brushed my hair away as she peered into my eyes. “Are you okay?”

      I swallowed. “I’m fine. Thanks to you.”

      “You need to keep your shadows with you. I can protect myself.”

      My throat was thick with emotion so I nodded my agreement. It was obvious she could. I’d known it all along, I couldn’t even count how many times I’d witnessed how strong she was.

      Bellamy watched me silently from across the room; I was positive he was picking up on my self-deprecating feelings. He didn’t look happy about them either.

      “Did you find the portal?” I asked, averting my eyes from his knowing crimson orbs.

      “No, there isn’t anything down there but more trash,” Raiden replied.

      “Looks like square one again,” Alastor added.

      “There were symbols on the walls upstairs, I think it summoned this thing. So Osiris has been here,” I said.

      “Yes, there are signs in the basement too.” Alastor leaned against the broken sink. “But we should take this back to the penthouse, I don’t think we are safe to stay here.”
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      The fire blazed brightly in the fireplace, and I pushed to my feet, away from the heat. Turning back to the others, I studied them as they talked to each other. There was something off and reserved about Lex since we had come back. He was attempting to act normal, but I could read it in the way he held himself that he was in his head about something.

      With the glances Bellamy kept throwing his way, I was sure he saw it too. And I was pretty sure that Samantha was picking up on something, because she was pressed against his side, leg draped over his, and their fingers tangled together. She ghosted her thumb over the back of his hand in a soothing gesture. Which by itself wasn’t too unusual, but the tiny glances she kept shooting his way told me she was aware of the hidden feelings too.

      Raiden met my gaze and lifted his brow in a silent question that said he felt something off too. As much as it had taken to reach a point of togetherness, we couldn’t be brought down by secret feelings. This had to be pushed into the light.

      “Lex, we need to talk about what happened–” I said. He tensed at my unfinished sentence, and I used silence to coax a response from him.

      “I know,” he sighed. “I was a liability.”

      You could hear a pin drop in the silence after his words. He focused on his joined hand with Samantha, not looking at any of us.

      “Without you, we would have been trapped in the basement. That thing wouldn’t have been focused on you entering the kitchen if you had been with us. It would have had the whole door covered with only room for one of us to get through.” Raiden leaned forward, his intense gray eyes fixed on Lex.

      “But–”

      “Rai is right,” Samantha added.

      “I just stood there and watched,” Lex said, sounding miserable.

      Samantha scooted further onto his lap, holding his face between her hands, and she lowered her head to hook his gaze. “Your shadows helped save us. They did that because of you.” She ran her hand over the fox curled over his collarbone and shoulder at the moment, and it twitched beneath her fingers. “Your mom gave them to you, for that purpose. You don’t have to only have magic or strength to win battles. The majority of them in history was won by the man behind the scenes that helped plan their mode of attack. That is you, Lex.”

      “But–” he tried again.

      Bellamy let out an annoyed sigh and nudged him with his foot from his chair. “The only cure for self-doubt is fucking.”

      A surprised laugh burst from Samantha as she shot the demon a look that said, really? Raiden chuckled, too, and Bellamy gave them both dull stares.

      “I was serious. Who could feel bad about themselves after giving or receiving an orgasm? It is the cure-all.”

      “Says the incubus,” I replied.

      He poked his tongue into his cheek before it swiped his lower lip. “Yes, says the expert on sex.” Lex snorted as he flicked his gaze over to Bellamy, and he winked with a grin. “See, it’s working already.”

      “Putting a bandaid on the issue won’t fix it,” I said.

      “No, but we would all feel good, and I think after almost dying that would be a great thing.”

      “We should talk about this. Alastor is right,” Samantha said. “Lex, you aren’t useless. You’ve saved me more times than I can count with your shadow creatures. Just because they slip off your body to help doesn’t mean they aren’t still an extension of yourself. It is just as valid as magic or physical strength.”

      He pressed his lips together but didn’t reply. I could see the doubt shining in his eyes, and I knew what he felt because I had been in his shoes for the majority of my life. Before my ability to control souls had emerged, I’d had Cerberus to fight my battles for me.

      “Standing back gives you a clear view of the fight. It is a different kind of strength. You can use it to the benefit of all of us. In the same way, we both used to, together. I’ll be right there next to you still.”

      “Yeah, with your souls,” he muttered.

      “Something else is eating at you, what is it?” I crossed my arms and leaned next to the fireplace, my attention locked on him.

      “It’s nothing. I need to check on the club,” he said. With a soft gentleness, he set Samatha next to him and stood up. Then he headed for the elevator. Rai and I shared a look, and he got up, blocking the way. Bellamy strolled over seemingly without a care and stood next to Rai.

      “The club can wait,” Raiden said. “If we don’t talk this out now, it will be brushed under the rug, and then it will rear its ugly head at the worst time.”

      Lex raked his fingers through his hair, his face flushed red, thanks to his ginger coloring. He glanced around at all of us. His Adam's apple bobbed in a hard swallow, and then his gaze dipped to the floor and stayed there.

      “Where do I fit in all of this? After the battle is won? I have my club. Raiden has a kingdom of dragons, Bellamy a horde of demons, and Alastor will rule the fucking Underworld. And Sam,” he said, his voice dropping off, a small sad smile tugged at his lips. “Sam will help you rule it all. But me—I don’t belong in that equation.”

      “You belong with us,” Bellamy said as Samantha crossed the room to him.

      “Lex, we need heart. Someone to tell us if we are going overboard. You will keep us in line just like you keep the supernaturals in line at the club,” Samantha said.

      He lifted his gaze to her, his lashes were damp, but tears hadn’t fallen. “Alastor has heart,” he said, tossing me a look over his shoulder.

      “I have a heart for the people I care about,” I agreed. “But you all know, I’m more like my father than I had previously thought, and he too has a heart for those he cares about, however those he doesn’t care for–”

      “Lex, you are the only one out of the five of us that cares as strongly about everyone you meet,” Samantha said.

      “Rai is a firefighter,” he said.

      Rai laughed. “Yes, so that I could help save people with my ability and keep my best friend safe as he tried to become a hero. Not because I was like you.”

      “Sam–” he started, and she pressed a finger to his lips to quiet him.

      “You don’t have to say things that aren’t true. I love all of you and my family, but I would sacrifice the whole world for you four. That makes me dangerous and heartless.”

      “Bell–” He met the demon's intense gaze, and Bellamy lifted an eyebrow.

      “I also only care about the four of you. The rest of the world can burn.” He shrugged unapologetically. “Now that it is settled that you care the most, congratulations, you win that medal, can we ease some tension?”

      “You really only think about sex, don’t you?” Raiden asked.

      “Is there really anything else to think about?” He gave Raiden a droll stare before he dropped his gaze down his tall form. “Maybe if you had a taste of me, you’d feel the same.”

      “Bellamy, don’t tease the dragon,” Samantha said.

      “Who said I was joking?” He moved away from the elevator doors, snagging Lex’s hand on his way past; he pulled him back to the couch.

      Bellamy tugged Lex down to the couch and had him lay his head in his lap. The care he showed him told us all that he thought about more than just sex. It might be in the top three things he routinely thought of, but right now, it was comforting someone he loved. He ran his fingers through Lex’s hair and over the sides of his beard.

      When Samantha approached, he shifted slightly and tugged her down next to him, his tail firmly around her ankle. I shared another look with Raiden, and he shrugged before moving back to his chair. He watched the three of them. There was a connection between them that was clear for anyone to see, but when Bellamy glanced up at us, I knew there was room for all of us.
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      I was under no illusions that we had fixed the issue with Lex, but at least it was out in the open now. Something we were all aware of and could work on fixing together.

      Honestly, it felt like the calm before the storm that night. As we each pretended in our own way that the mission today hadn’t been a complete failure. The basement being empty said that the demon had lied to Bellamy somehow. He must have known that Bellamy could read minds. It was the only explanation. That he knew more than we had given him credit for.

      As Bellamy stroked my shoulder, I ran through plans of capturing and torturing the information out of the vamp. The action movie played in the background, and the fire warmed the room, making it all really cozy.

      Without realizing it, I dozed off, waking as Bellamy placed me beneath the blanket on the bed and crawled under the covers with me. I snuggled into his warmth, and one of the others sandwiched me between them. Soon, we were all in dreamland.

      When the sunlight shone into our floor-to-ceiling windows, I blinked and stretched against the men wrapped around me. New day, new plan. Which is what I would focus on as soon as I released a little built-up tension. Rai was at my back, his length already hard and pressing into my ass through his boxer briefs, although soft snores still flowed from him.

      Bellamy had a leg thrown over mine, his tail securing me to him by wrapping around my waist. His rock-hard length felt like a baseball bat settled against my core. Of course, he was completely naked, and even in sleep, seeking the closeness of sex. All it would take for him to enter my warmth would be sliding my sleep shorts and panties to the side.

      The idea made my stomach jump. Rubbing against them both, I debated waking them up. Bell’s scent flowed over me even in his sleep, as if he sensed my internal struggle. Reaching between us, I moved the material blocking skin-to-skin contact and almost moaned as his hot cock pressed into my folds. Tilting my hips towards him, his head slipped into me, and I paused, feeling just a little bit guilty. Then his fingers found my ass cheeks, and he pulled me to him, sinking further into me.

      He nuzzled at my neck, creating pleasurable shivers that ran down my spine. His low purr of satisfaction to wake up the way he did rumbled in his chest.

      A low moan escaped as he pumped in all the way and then out, using the hold on my ass to help him. I brushed against Rai with each slow thrust, and eventually, I could feel him getting even harder behind me. His hand slipped over my stomach as he ground into me. Not caring for one second he was also grinding against Bellamy’s hands.

      I was sure it was my imagination when Raiden’s hand slipped between my legs, and Bellamy hissed, telling me he must have brushed against him in the process. His hot cocoa scent made my nipples harden beneath my thin sleep shirt, and I knew whatever Rai did turned him on more.

      Just imagining it did something to me. Then I felt at least two of his fingers dip into my entrance with Bellamy’s thrust, making me fuller for a moment.

      “Fuck, you’re so wet,” he rasped into my shoulder. He pressed a kiss to a portion of my bare skin. “I bet you could take both of us.”

      Bellamy paused, and I froze. Did he know what he was saying? Was he still sleeping?

      “That is a big first step in sword crossing,” Bellamy said. With his words, he pulsed inside of me, and I clenched his length in response.

      “We have a long life with each other, and if Sammy is interested, I want this. No more tip-toeing around you guys. As long as our girl is involved, I’m willing to try anything once.”

      The breath I had held fluttered out of me as my heart rate picked up, making me feel slightly dizzy.

      “Yes, I want that too,” I admitted.

      Movement behind me told me he was adjusting his boxer-briefs, and butterflies exploded in my stomach as I waited. Bellamy started his slow strokes while Rai got situated. As the tip of his hot head pressed right where Bellamy was pulling out, I sucked in another breath. This was going to happen.

      “You sure?” Rai asked.

      In response, I arched back into him. Bellamy pulled out, then reached between us. Rai’s sharp intake of breath moments before both of their heads were at my entrance told me what he had done.

      They pushed at the same time, stretching me wide. A low whine came from my chest as I held still, needing to feel them fully seated inside me.

      “Fuck, it’s tight,” Rai hissed as Bellamy groaned.

      “It’s perfect,” he replied.

      Then they moved as one. I’d died and gone to heaven. They coaxed moans from me that I didn’t even know were possible, as they each explored the rest of my body with their hands. I was in a passion-induced haze as they fucked me together. It was more than I ever could have asked for and as Bellamy already said, perfect.

      When my orgasm crashed over me in a brutal assault of my senses, I welcomed it, tightly grasping them inside me as wave after wave of pleasure tossed me around in the abyss. Just when I thought they’d wrung all of the bliss from me that they could, I could feel them spilling their cum inside of me, together.

      They slipped out, and I flopped to my back, still sandwiched between them. “We can wake up like that anytime.” I rolled my head on Bellamy’s arm to look up at him. The corner of his mouth kicked up in an answering smile.

      “I agree, my sex addict, you can take your pleasure with me even if I’m asleep. I won’t stay that way long.”

      I nibbled on my lower lip and dropped my eyes.

      “Don’t be shy about it now,” he said with a chuckle.

      I rubbed my hand over my face and brought my gaze back to his. “I can’t believe I did that.”

      He hummed a response before pressing a kiss to my lips. “If it wasn’t me, it would have been Rai.” He pulled back and winked, lifting his eyes to the other man in question.

      Rai’s fingers curled over my lower stomach. “Next time make it me,” he commanded.

      Warmth flooded my chest, erasing the slight shame I felt for taking advantage of their sleeping bodies. Consent was a thing, and I completely ignored it because I woke up horny. I was glad neither of them was upset, not that I could imagine them being mad about it.

      “Wake up horny all the time, love,” Bellamy said, reading my mind.

      “Only if we can do that again.” I glanced between them, just remembering the feeling of them both filling me up was enough to make me ready all over again.

      “What do you think, Rai?” Bellamy lifted his head to look at him.

      “It was an experience that was enjoyable for all of us. I think I could talk my dragon into sharing again. Once in a while.” He grinned.

      A laugh burst from my throat as happiness spread through my chest. I was sure his dragon would insist on erasing any idea of others having me in that way too. The beast was possessive, that was for sure. But in the best possible ways. I looked forward to our one on one time where the dragon convinced itself that I was only his and urged Rai to fuck me silly.

      “Could you three be louder?” Alastor grumbled.

      “We could try,” I said with a grin as I lifted my head to look over at him.

      “Jealous?” Bellamy asked.

      “I’m sure we both are,” Lex replied for him. “If that is how you are going to wake up, we need to switch off who sleeps next to you.”

      “I could make a schedule,” Alastor added. “To make it fair.”

      Bellamy smirked, his palm curling over the rise of my breast, his thumb absently stroking over my nipple through the material eliciting a low moan from me. “If you think just because I’m not sleeping next to our girl that I won’t join in, you are sadly mistaken.”

      “If you keep touching me like that I’m going to need another release,” I admitted, glancing down at his hand.

      “I volunteer as tribute,” Lex murmured as he scooted up on the bed so I could see the top half of his body just past Bellamy. His sculpted chest with his shadow tattoos curled around his upper arm, shoulder, and pecs; each of them appearing to be asleep.

      “If I get her there, I’m finishing the job,” Bellamy replied without looking back at him, his gaze hungry again as he watched me.

      With a dramatic sigh, I extracted myself from between my demon and dragon. “I need a shower, if you want to join me to give me some company I won’t be opposed.”

      Lex and Alastor scrambled from the bed to follow me, and I couldn’t help smiling. The water would run cold before we were done.
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      If only we could stay like we were in this moment forever. If only there wasn’t the threat of war on the horizon. The laughter and joy on everyone's faces as we joked and teased each other was everything to me.

      For this small piece of time, we were outside of it. We weren’t thinking of our next move, or planning anything other than what to put on our pancakes. My father would say we were gambling with time by putting off the inevitable. I felt that we were embracing what we had because once we came out on the other side of this battle we didn’t want a part of, we might not be the same.

      Bellamy flipped another fluffy pancake, like he was born to be a chef. He had started breakfast before we had finished ‘cleaning up’. And I let him continue cooking. Who knew the demon would love to provide for the people he cared for?

      Samantha sat on the high stool across from him at the small island, her chin propped up with her palm as she watched him work. Rai was next to her while Lex leaned against the counter behind Bellamy, observing the process, hopefully learning something.

      I poured a glass of OJ for myself before offering to get some for everyone else. Sam wrinkled her nose, her hand landing on her stomach.

      “I don’t think the baby likes orange juice,” she said. “Just the idea of it is making me feel green.”

      “More for me,” Bellamy said, snagging her glass and downing it.

      “You do know we have another bottle,” I replied, rolling my eyes at his actions.

      He shrugged, sending me a grin. “Gotta protect our girl.”

      “I’m sure that was exactly what it was,” Lex laughed.

      “Leave the demon alone, he was protecting Sammy, it is clear to see,” Rai said, gesturing between Bellamy and the empty glass.

      Samantha shot him a surprised look before she let out a husky chuckle. “Rai, I think they are growing on you.”

      He lifted an eyebrow and met her gaze before casting a look over the rest of us. “They aren’t that bad.”

      She rewarded him with a smack of her lips against his, which quickly turned into a deeper kiss when he wrapped his hand around the back of her neck and tugged her into his lap.

      “I would like to go on record to say that I also do not think the others are that bad,” Bellamy joked, as he flipped another pancake.

      Lex stepped up next to him and ran his hand over his back. “It just shows that we’ve all come a long way.”

      We had. When I saw Lex again in the club, I knew he hated me for the things I did in our past, and Bellamy never hid his anger. There was never an expectation that either one would accept me back into their lives. It almost felt surreal, a waking dream.

      Bellamy lifted his head and stared straight at me, telling me that he wasn’t blocking out random thoughts at the moment and had heard everything I just thought. He gave me a soft smile that said more than words could have that he felt the same sometimes.

      In an attempt to join the teasing, I dropped my gaze to the pan and said, “Careful, that one looks almost burnt.”

      “It is dark brown, not burnt, add butter and syrup and it will be perfect.” He flipped it once more before putting it on the waiting plate.

      Samantha grinned as she slid the plate in front of her and lathered it with butter before smothering it in syrup. There was no way she would taste the actual pancake beneath the toppings. Popping a sticky bite into her mouth, she chewed thoughtfully.

      “Mmm, just like my mom makes.”

      Rai laughed. And she wiggled on his lap before taking another bite.

      “Was that an insult?” Bellamy asked.

      “She has burned a few pancakes in her time, but also believes butter and syrup make them taste just fine,” Raiden answered as she continued to happily eat. “Don’t worry, you are cooking better than Sammy could.”

      “Hey,” she said around a mouthful of food. “I can cook, and you know it.”

      He just grinned as his hands settled on her hips, tugging her snuggly against him.

      “At least we won’t starve,” Lex replied. “If I’m the only one that can’t cook–”

      “We’ll teach you, you’ll be our kitchen boy in no time,” Bellamy teased him.

      “If Bell lets you cook that is,” I added.

      “There is that,” he admitted.
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      The majority of the day was spent on research. Tyler had stopped by with a stack of books he had snagged from The Order, and we each were skimming through them. He had work or he would have stayed. He was pissed about being left out of the last plan, and there is no way that I’d tell him Samantha wanted it that way.

      If I could make portals for one and make it go to Osiris’s underworld, Bellamy could go and find a mirror to bring the rest of us. Or I could do one at a time. The issue comes in opening the portal to the right place.

      I snapped the book shut in my lap, feeling a surge of frustration and weariness coursing through me. The strain of continuous reading had taken its toll, making my eyes ache and blur from the relentless lines of text. Leaning back, I released a heavy sigh, longing for a momentary respite from the intellectual onslaught. Placing the weighty tome on the coffee table with a thud, I turned away and made my way to the kitchen, seeking solace in a simple glass of water.

      As I gripped the cool glass, I couldn’t help but rub my forehead, massaging away the tension that had accumulated there. Glancing back at the others, their dedication to their books only amplified my mounting frustration. Each one of us was immersed in this endless search for answers, yet none of us had stumbled upon even a trace of the elusive solution we sought. It was frustrating.

      Samantha's gaze met mine, and at that moment, an unspoken understanding passed between us. With a gentle grace, she leaned forward and carefully rested her book on top of mine. Pushing herself up from her seat, she joined me in the kitchen.

      Samantha slipped her arm around my waist, drawing me closer to her in a half-embrace. The warmth of her presence enveloped me, creating a sense of safety and easing the burdens that had settled on my shoulders. In that simple gesture, a release of tension coursed through my body, as if her touch had the power to melt away the worries and uncertainties that plagued my mind.

      Leaning into her, I found comfort in the connection we shared. The weight of the world seemed to diminish, if only for a fleeting moment, as her presence provided a much-needed respite from the uncertain future we faced.

      “We’ll find something, Alastor.”

      Placing a kiss on the top of her head, I nodded. We had to; our world hung in the balance, and I didn’t mean the Underworld or Earth. Our tiny family depended on the outcome of stopping Osiris. It was possibly why frustration had flowers blooming in the potted plants around the apartment.

      “I think I found something,” Lex said. He looked up, focusing on us before glancing at Bellamy and Rai. “Here it says, ‘Enter the shadows as the sun sets. The waters will be calm as you sail into the darkness. Find the spot the water meets.’ It talks about how Ra the Sun God travels into the Underworld as the sun sets on a magic lake that changes colors.”

      “You mean ‘Magic Lake’?” Samantha pulled away from me, excitement lighting up her face.

      “It says, a magic lake,” Lex said, running his finger over the words.

      “In Egypt, there is a lake that is actually called Magic Lake. It changes colors, and that is how they named it. We went there when I was a kid.”

      “Do you have pictures?” Bellamy asked. He closed the book he was reading and tilted his head to watch her.

      She shrugged. “Somewhere I’m sure. Maybe the internet would have some good ones?”

      “Any with mirrors in the background? We could even use the water. But that might put us in a bad situation if we aim for the wrong part, and water is always moving, so maybe not.” His tail slapped the base of the couch as he waited for her answer.

      A laugh popped from her lips. “I’m sure I was not focused on any mirrors while we were there. If we can’t find any online or in our old photos, we can call Brook. She has said she has portal rooms all over the world. Maybe there is one that goes to Egypt in the area we need. Fae travel is as fast as your mirror travel if not a little disorientating at first.”

      “You guys are missing a key fact,” Rai said. “We don’t have a boat even if we make it there.”

      “I’m sure a demon, God, Demi-god, and dragon can figure that issue out, don’t you think?” Bellamy asked.

      He pressed his lips together in a thin line. Obviously stealing a boat wasn’t at the top of the dragon’s list of things he wanted to do. Which was honestly interesting since I’ve seen his pile of treasure.

      “We can rent a boat,” I suggested.

      “If it is shiny enough, our dragon will just steal it,” Bellamy quipped.

      “That isn’t how that works,” Rai replied. He leaned back into the sofa, his arms crossed as he shot an annoyed look at Bell. “And to think, I defended you earlier.”

      Bellamy laughed loudly, his head thrown back, and a smile tugged at Raiden’s lips.

      “I think renting a boat is the best solution,” Samantha said. “I’ll contact the pixie that can get a message to Brook.”

      When she pulled away from me and disappeared into the bedroom to change I assumed, I went back into the living room and sank into the armchair. Time went from slow motion, we will never find a solution, to super fast, we will be in the Egyptian Underworld before the next sunset.

      “It says something else here,” Lex said. His mouth moved silently before he looked up at us. He swallowed hard before he continued. “It says that we have to time it right, or we will be stuck in the in-between where the lost souls are.”

      “So we will be gambling with time, again.” I sighed. The pressure tightened my chest with anxiety.
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      The night air was cool on my skin; fall was in full effect, and winter was on its way. The satisfying crunch of the leaves beneath our feet was the only sound that joined us. Rai had insisted on coming with me.

      We entered the forest on the normal trail, but I quickly followed the Fae signs to the old Oak tree that grew off the path. Green clovers lined the ground, making their own route to the tree. A few moss circles indicated fairy traps along the way. Created to stop humans that shouldn’t be approaching the old tree.

      There was a perfectly round hole in the side of the tree, about chest high. My fingers curled around the ribbon I had stopped to buy from the store before we headed this way. Pixies were notorious for not helping unless they were bribed.

      I knocked next to the hole and waited. Rai shifted on his feet and glanced around the area, alert for any danger that might be nearby.

      I could hear the fluttering of the pixie's wings before she came out of the tree. The tiny creature scowled at me, an equally tiny dagger held in her fist.

      “What do you want?”

      “I brought a gift,” I said, tugging the roll of ribbon from my pocket. “But I need a message taken to the Queen.”

      She sniffed and looked at the ribbon as if it was a string of gold instead of pink silk. I could see her need to snag it from between my fingers, but she hesitated.

      “What kind of message?”

      “Just that her best friend needs her help. And she can text me for my location once she is back in this realm.”

      She eyed the ribbon and then my face as she decided if the payment was enough.

      “I’ll send her back with three more rolls just for you once she comes.”

      Her face lit up, and she fluttered her wings excitedly. “Deal, little mortal. Don’t forget, Fae deals are binding.”

      I held the ribbon out for her, and she flew over and lifted it into her arms. It was almost the same size as she was, but she carried it back into the tree without a backward glance. Now we only had to wait for her to get the message to Brook.

      “That’s it?” Raiden asked when I turned back the way we had come.

      I smiled. “Yeah, pixies are easy.”

      “Dangerous. You used the wrong word. If they will do the bidding of anyone for a roll of ribbon, do you even know what kind of things people could have them do?”

      “They still have brains. They might want the ribbon, but if it is something they know is wrong, most of them won’t accept the deal.”

      “Most,” he huffed. “Does Brook know what they are like?”

      I laughed. “Yes, she is the one that taught me, well, her guys were the ones that taught me, but same thing.”

      He shook his head as he walked beside me through the underbrush. “I think I should warn them.”

      “You’re cute.”

      “Cute?”

      “Yeah. All protective and shit, it’s sweet. I mean it has always been sweet, if not a little annoying, but now that I know you don’t see me like a little sister it is mainly nice.”

      “Well, I can show you how nice and protective I can be when I have Alastor lock you up in his tower to keep you safe.”

      I scoffed. “Alastor wouldn’t.”

      “He would.”

      Rai was probably right, if given the right incentive he would do it in a heartbeat, and if Raiden had a good enough argument, like me growing a baby… I was still surprised it hadn’t happened the second they found out. They handled the news like champs, it could be because of the other two though.

      I hummed, not really having a defense to his words, and he chuckled, that low and deep sound that I loved so much. It bounced off the trees and back to us, making me laugh too. Even in the middle of all of the chaos our lives have become, I could laugh with him. It was freeing and filled me with so much love, I thought I would burst open from it overfilling.

      Our conversation stayed teasing and a little flirty until we reached the hotel again. When the penthouse elevator opened, the others glanced over from the living area, varying questions on their faces.

      “She will get the message soon. We just have to wait.”

      “Lucky for her, I have learned a pastime that makes me super patient,” Bellamy said with a grin that told me I was the pastime, and he wanted to eat me up. He even swiped his tongue over one of his fangs for added effect.

      “You’re incorrigible,” I informed him as I crossed the room.

      His tail wrapped around my waist and tugged me down to his lap as soon as I was within range. Cerberus took the opportunity to shove two of his heads into my stomach and sniff loudly. The hellhound was obsessed with the life growing inside of me. If all of the guys hadn’t already found out, they would have grown suspicious quickly with his actions. I patted him on his heads as Bellamy nudged them away from us.

      “Sorry, pup, she is mine right now.” He nuzzled his face into my neck, his teeth grazing my sensitive skin and working a half-moan and half-mewl from me when the tip of his tongue joined in. Without urging or touch, I could feel my nipples pebbling beneath my shirt, already begging for the attention they knew they would get.

      “Mmmm,” I hummed as he ghosted his hands over my curves, settling on my hips. Shifting I placed my knees on each side of his legs, straddling him. He captured my lips and kissed me like he was fucking my mouth, eliciting another low moan from me. I was already losing myself in him. He was right, as far as pastimes go, this was top notch.

      “Not to be a cock block, but your phone just received a text from Brook,” Raiden said, breaking into the descending haze of lust. Damn, she was fast today.

      My face flushed with desire, I pulled away from Bellamy. I rubbed against his very hard length as I slipped off of his lap, and he groaned.

      “I’ll remember this,” Bell grumbled as he adjusted himself.

      “Well, good thing you have more than one option,” Lex replied as he dropped down next to him. “Let us help you with your little problem.”

      “Little?” he asked, his brow lifting as Alastor sat on his other side.

      They were devolving into an orgy, and I wanted nothing more than to join them. But Rai held out my phone for me, and I did the responsible thing and took it. I replied to Brook, letting her know where we were and to text when she reached the lobby.

      When she said they would be here in twenty, I turned back to my guys, fingers linking with Raiden’s as I tugged him with me. “Twenty minutes. She will be here in twenty.”
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      Even being an incubus, I was positive I had never had as much sex as I had since we formed our family of sorts. Was I complaining? No. It was an ethereal illusion I was actually living.

      With Samantha’s friend, Brook, sitting in the room, I still wanted to pull Sam into my lap and distract her. It was bad, maybe something was wrong with me. Or maybe I was afraid of losing what I found and was attempting to soak in as much pleasure as possible in the little time we’ve had.

      Either way, I had tuned out the conversation as I became hyper-fixated on the way Samantha brushed her pale blonde hair over her shoulder or the way her hands moved when she was explaining something. Every single movement I watched and filed away.

      She glanced over at me, and a pretty flush colored her cheeks, reminding me of how she looked when she had an orgasm. I caught a fleeting thought that told me her mind had joined me in the gutter, and I smiled, allowing my gaze to flow from head to toe before I brought my eyes back to hers.

      Brook looked between us, a brow raised. “Did you two have something you needed to do?” She laughed and looked at the guy standing by her side. He was a big dude and looked nothing like the last guy she brought with her. “What do you think, Kellan, do they need some privacy?”

      He grunted out a half-snort, half-laugh but didn’t say a word.

      “They are fine,” Rai replied, shooting me a look that very clearly said, knock it off. It was then I realized I was letting my scent flow freely. Oops. What could I say, Samantha did something to me.

      “Right, well, as I was saying, if you all come to Fairy–”

      “Fae, the Elysian Fields,” Kellan said, correcting her. She grinned.

      “I know, marshmallow, I just like pushing your buttons,” she laughed. He glowered down at her, but there was a hint of warmth in the look, like he enjoyed her teasing. “Anyways, once you guys are there, and we make it to the portal room, I’m sure Caspian will know of a portal to Egypt.”

      “Is it a long journey?” Alastor asked, breaking his silence.

      She laughed again. “No, just down a few halls once we are in the house. I brought the tablet so we can use that to get to the field outside the house.”

      She tugged the stone out of her small bag, and it sang a low song, lighting up in her hand.

      Lex leaned forward, his arm slipping around Samantha as he did, and he eyed the portal maker. But he didn’t look surprised. She must have used it in front of them before.

      She stood up and ran her fingers over the glowing symbols, and the humming of the music grew louder as a large door opened to reveal a sunlit field with a large home in the background. Brook gestured with her free hand at the space. “Go on.”

      Sam looked between us before she stepped through. Lex snagged up the book he found the information in and followed right behind her. Raiden and Alastor next. I slowly unfolded from the couch, gave Brook and Kellan a nod, and stepped through with the others.

      As soon as they followed, we headed for the house, Samantha and Brook leading the way. Lumi stepped out on the porch with a carbon copy of himself only dark. Like his shadow was peeled from his body and made another form. Sam had said he had a twin before. Then another man came out of the house, his hair was as bright as my skin was, and he was deeply tanned.

      They each greeted Brook with a kiss, telling me they were her harem. At least I knew we could trust them. Although their minds were blank canvases that I couldn’t read, it didn’t make me wary like it would if I didn’t already know they were the good guys.

      They brought us into a gaming room by the looks of it. A pool table was on the far end, already racked and ready for a game. A sofa and a few armchairs surround a large flat screen TV. Brook’s guys moved into the room, obviously comfortable in the space.

      “You are going to face a God?” the carbon copy of Lumi asked. He leaned against the pool table, Kellan as still as a statue next to him, with the exception of the flipping of the dagger over his knuckles. “I trust you have a good plan? Because Brook will lose it if you die.” He pinned Sam with a familiar look, that said he cared about our girl, but he loved his more.

      “We have a plan, Auberon,” she replied, crossing her arms and pressing her lips together. “And dying isn’t part of it. I’m pretty sure I faced more danger with you five.”

      “What area do you need to go to in Egypt? We don’t have a lot of access points there. Fae don’t like the dryness of some of the desert areas.”

      “It is called Magic Lake,” Sam said. The five of us stood near the door ready to go.

      The blue-haired man dropped to the couch and kicked his feet up on the coffee table. He stared at something before muttering something about, now not being the right time. Was he crazy? I mean, everyone was when you looked close enough. Even me. So I wasn’t judging, but the guy was talking to himself, and no one else was batting an eye.

      He lifted his clear, very lucid gaze to me. “Your skin is the same color as my hair.”

      “Uh–” I rubbed the back of my neck. What did you say to that? Thanks? I noticed? My tail twitched, and I immediately wrapped it around my calf when his eyes dropped to it with curiosity.

      Brook laughed as she dropped next to him. “Don’t mind Caspian, he really has no filter.” He rubbed his palm over her leg in soothing circles, and she relaxed into him. “You guys should relax a bit. Time is different here, and if we go through another portal right now, you might be sick for a few days.”

      Lex sucked in a deep breath as he brushed past Alastor further into the room. He tapped the edge of the pool table. “Who plays?”

      Auberon glanced at him. “All of us. Don’t make a deal with my brother, though, he always wins.”

      “Not always,” Brook said with a cheeky grin.

      “When I’m not playing someone that pretended not to know what they were doing,” he grumbled. “I always win.”

      “Want to play?” Lex fingered a sleek, black pool stick.

      “Partners?” Lumi asked.

      When Lex glanced my way, I shook my head. Not really my thing. Samantha grinned and moved over to them. “Only if Brook plays too.”

      “It is going to be a really fast game if we both play,” her best friend quipped as she pushed to her feet before going over and selecting her stick. She grabbed the chalk and rubbed it on the tip, as the others grabbed theirs.

      With a sigh, Alastor moved over and perched on a stool against the wall to watch. I guessed if we ween’t going anywhere anytime soon, we should stop hovering at the door. I shared a glance with Raiden, and he shrugged as if he could hear my thoughts. We both moved into the room and sank into opposite chairs.

      Caspian eyed me again. “Your energy is interesting. In a lot of people, you can see swirls of it, but yours is still, yet deep. The shades say you were touched with darkness at a young age.”

      “The shades?”

      He lifted a shoulder and looked back at the spot he was focused on earlier. “They are like Fae who got stuck and never moved on after dying. They didn’t get to come back. So now they are sort of like ghosts. I can see them.”

      “Well, I’m a demon, so–”

      He nodded like that explained everything. Then he turned his attention to Raiden. “You have that same darkness. Actually, all of you do. I suppose that is why you are soulmates. The light in Samantha pulls you all together. It was the same for us with Brook. Because what are the shadows if there is no light to reveal them?”

      “Just darkness?” I asked.

      “Yeah, lifeless and dead, never to experience everything life can offer. Hold on to her.”

      “That’s the plan,” Raiden replied. His fingers tapped over the arm of the chair he was sitting in, and I was sure he wanted to run through the house and find the portal room himself to get it over with. I felt the same.

      “We could help,” Brook said, and I glanced over to the others still around the pool table. “You helped us when…when everything happened.”

      “No, we have to do it alone.” Sam shook her head and took another shot.

      Her friend pressed her lips into a thin line and looked at Auberon. He lifted a shoulder and twisted his mouth as if to say, we can’t force them to take our help.

      “Why do you have to do it alone?” Kellan asked, breaking his silence. The dagger he had been flipping over his knuckles paused as he waited for a response.

      “The prophecy basically says we are supposed to,” she said as she straightened.

      He nodded in understanding.
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      What felt like hours later, Brook led us to the portal room. It had been nice to visit with her for a while, but I was anxious to face Osiris. She pushed open the door to the large room. I’d been here a few times, but the four pillars of marble in the center with the symbols that matched her stone tablet were always a sight to see. Rome had definitely gained some insight from the Fae when they built theirs.

      She strode confidently across the space. Her fingers lighting up the first one, a low song filled the room as she moved to the second and then third. When she stood in front of the fourth, she looked at me.

      “When you finish, come back to the portal room you arrive in. We will check for you and bring you back.”

      I nodded. If we could get back to Egypt after traveling to their Underworld we would, if we couldn’t, we might have bigger problems. Was this a well thought out plan? Probably not. We knew how to get there, and we knew what we needed to do once we arrived. But as far as leaving… we’d figure it out.

      My mother’s mantra echoed in my head, and I paused. ‘If you don’t have a plan, then you plan to fail.’ That wasn’t the case. But what if the words were right?

      “Wait,” I said as she lifted her hand to finish opening the portal. My heart pounded in my chest at the thought of being stuck. I turned to face the guys. “What if we can’t get out?”

      Bellamy stepped forward first. He brushed his fingers over my cheek. “The issue isn’t getting out, it’s getting in. We have two that can portal, and I can open them with a mirror. I’m sure there are surfaces that could work even if they don’t have mirrors.”

      He was right. I was just anxious, and it was doing strange things to me. He pressed a soft kiss to my forehead, and I wrapped my arms around him, taking every bit of comfort he was offering. At least I would have the four of them by my side. I wouldn’t want to face this with anyone else.

      “Are we good now?” Brook asked as I pulled away and faced her.

      “Yeah,” I said.

      She traced one last symbol, and a portal shimmered in the middle of the four pillars, swirling larger and larger as we watched. “Take care of my best friend,” she ordered the guys as I hugged her.

      “I love you,” I said and smacked a kiss to her cheek. She smiled as my guys disappeared into the portal one at a time. With one last thank you, I followed.

      The stone room was covered in sandy dust. It honestly looked like the inside of one of those pyramid tomes without the carvings on the walls. We walked slowly down a similar, long hallway and up some man-made wooden steps, if they could be called that. Voices reached us, and we paused looking at each other.

      The excited words weren’t all in English but enough were for us to hear people talking about being inside the Great Pyramid of Giza. A metal grate blocked our way as we reached the noise.

      Alastor peered out of it. He glanced back at us. “It looks like people exploring on their own.”

      “Is that loose?” I asked.

      He curled his fingers into it to test it and nodded his head yes.

      “Just wait until the area clears out,” Raiden said. “We don’t want to end up in some prison for trespassing.”

      “Or I could send a spirit to clear it faster,” he replied.

      “Please, I can’t handle this cramped space,” Lex said from behind me. I reached back and laced my fingers with his clammy ones. He was feeling some sort of fear, that was for sure.

      Shrieks of terror filled the area just beyond the grate, and I could hear people fleeing. Soon, silence fell and Alastor popped it out of place. It led to another sort of stairway. On each side, there was one leading up, and then a single one leading down. The way up appeared empty, so we turned toward the cramped looking downward climb.

      Hunched over, we traveled down the narrow stairway. It opened up at the bottom, and we found other people, some pointing in our direction speaking in another language. I assumed they weren’t talking about us but about the spirit that had scared them. When we passed, they ignored us.

      We followed others and found our way out. And I was pretty certain that making it back to that portal room wouldn’t happen even if we needed it. Ducking back into that grate without people seeing us was luck we probably wouldn’t have.

      The air was hot and the sky a bright, cloudless blue that I had only seen in pictures. If we were tourists, I’d enjoy the sights, but we had to find a way to the lake and find a boat before sundown.
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      After finding our way to the lake, we stood staring at the small water area. We could see the other side. My stomach sank; this lake didn’t look like it could handle big boats. A few families played in the water, while others sand-boarded, and the roar of dune buggies could be heard from where we were.

      I shared a look with Bellamy, and he scratched at the back of his neck. His tail flicked out behind him.

      People stared at him openly, but that happened so often that I was basically used to it. Most believed he was in make-up because there wasn’t really a creature that had blue skin, a tail, fangs, and horns. He also looked and talked like a man. Humans had always been like that, explaining away the unexplained to protect their narrow view of the world. If it didn’t fit in the hole, they shaped it until it did.

      Lex cleared his throat and pulled out the book. He flipped to the section that had led us here. “It explains how to get there, almost like a map. Do you see a waterfall?” He looked up and studied the area. It was sand and water, maybe some brush and small trees.

      “My bet would be over there where people are jumping,” Raiden said dryly, gesturing at the rocky formations that were part of the ledge to a lower area. It was obvious, and I wanted to laugh. Did anxiety and stress make you blind?

      Alastor and a glamoured Cer moved over to the rocky area. We followed, and as we came up to the ledge of rocks the falls came into view, they were beautiful. People stood at the top and dove into the water at its base, surfacing and swimming to the edge only to climb back up the short hike to do it again.

      “So what does it say about them?” Alastor asked. Cer bounced around in the water nearby, acting more like the dog he appeared to be than a fierce hellhound. I made a mental note to take him to the lake once all of this was over.

      “It says that the portal opens behind them, you have to take a boat at sunset and go into the falls.” Lex looked down at the waterfall and out over the lake below. “Look, there is a lifeboat down on that beach. We can use that.”

      A rowboat. If I had any part in it, we’d go in circles in the middle of the lake; I’d lived that day before. When I swallowed and cast my gaze around at the guys, Rai was smirking, probably remembering that day at the beach. Ty and I had rowed ourselves out into the middle of the lake but couldn’t figure out how to get back.

      Raiden and my parents had called directions to us from the sand, but a park ranger had to come out and tow us back. I’d been mortified, failing so epically in front of my crush, it had been the worst day of my life. Then his teasing about it with me had been ten times worse than how he’d teased Ty.

      “Just don’t let Sammy have an oar,” Rai said with a wide grin.

      “Stuff it,” I grumbled and pushed at his unmovable chest as I passed him, heading for the lower beach.

      His laughter followed after me, joined by the others when he explained what was so funny. Men. Who needed them?

      Lex caught up and smiled over at me. “It isn’t that bad, he said you were like twelve.”

      A smile attempted to tug at my lips, but I suppressed it. There was humor in the story, I knew that. I shrugged. “He isn’t wrong, I will make us go in circles in the middle of the lake. I hope one of you can row.”

      “Alastor can,” he replied.

      “Good,” I said, glancing back at the other three. They were all in good spirits after their shared laugh. “We have a few hours before sunset, I’m sure Cer will eat up the time in the water.”
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      Raiden and I squeezed together on one of the seats of the tiny boat. Each of us had an oar, while Bellamy held Samantha in his lap and Lex sat next to them. Cer curled up in the bottom of the boat at our feet.

      A few beach goers watched us untie the boat and take it out, but none of them said a word to stop us. I wondered, though, what they would think when we just disappeared. Not that it mattered.

      No, the only thing that did was save this realm and my own. Our powerful strokes cut through the glass lake. It was a brilliant orange with the setting sun, and you could actually feel magic in the air. It tingled along my skin as we rowed.

      The waterfall didn’t look like it had anything but rock on the back side. “We’re sure?” I asked, my eyes set on the stone wall.

      “We don’t have anything else,” Lex replied.

      Raiden grunted, and I took my cue to paddle. One. Two. Three… on the fourth stroke, we were under the falls, drenched to the bone, our boat taking on water. On the fifth, we were through a portal on the other side. A shimmering black lake, as smooth as the one we had traveled from lay before us.

      Samantha pushed her hair off of her face and wrung out her shirt, as the others did much the same. The black sand glittered in the unnatural light of the underworld. It was the opposite of Egypt in every way. Even the buildings were the same obsidian in the distance.

      “I bet Osiris is in there,” Bellamy said, pointing at the large half castle, half pyramid behind a few smaller buildings.

      “The key is getting there without being seen,” Lex said.

      I nodded. We hadn’t been spotted yet, but that was just luck. We steered the boat to the dark sand, beaching it. On foot, we made our way toward the looming castle. The streets were empty, and I wondered where everyone was until we reached our destination and found everyone gathered outside the gates.

      The God in question was on a raised platform, his booming voice encouraging the hybrids, calling them all to war, promising them things he would never be able to provide. Osiris commanded attention in the same way Hades did. And if he was anything like my father, he had a weakness.

      We watched from the shadows as he rallied the troops. It was obvious he didn’t expect us here at this time. That was good. The element of surprise was on our side.

      A small woman stepped next to him at his coaxing, and I narrowed my eyes on her. She was the weakness. If we get to her, we can make him do anything we want.

      “You don’t belong here,” a dry voice said from behind us. I spun, gathering the souls to me, ready to take out the threat. The man held his palms out. “Neither do I.” He shrugged.

      Samantha closed the distance, pushing the man against a wall, her dagger at his throat. He laughed.

      “If you alert anyone to us being here, I will end you,” she threatened him.

      It made him laugh even more. “No worries, little princess, I have a vendetta against my brother too.”

      Lex and Bellamy surged forward, ready to intervene as the spirits danced in the air waiting for my command. Raiden let loose a warning huff of smoke, scales appearing for a moment and then retreating. A God. That wasn’t in the plans.

      “Easy, heroes, Osiris needs to be stopped. I’ve done it before. Cut him into pieces and spread him around. But our sister, his wife, Isis, put him back together again. She wouldn’t if she knew what he did, that he’d been unfaithful.”

      “Your sister?” Samantha asked.

      “It is the way of the Gods, little princess, you should know that entering into the Greek pantheon as a Queen. I’m Seth by the way.”

      “How do you know so much about us?” Lex demanded. His shadows slipped off of him, ready to defend him in an instant.

      “Since my brother's last failed attempt at deposing Hades, all we’ve heard about was the prophecy. The five from different worlds joining as one to stop him for good.” He flicked his gaze over us. “I assume that is the five of you. A dragon, Demi-god, demon, God, and hunter. I have to say, the fates that put this in place really played the long game.”

      Lex bristled, and Bellamy ran his palm over his back in a comforting gesture. “If it is the five of us, where do you come into the equation, Seth?” Raiden asked, a roar seemingly barely contained in his tone.

      He grinned, flashing white teeth. “I know the way to the palace. I’ll be your guide.”

      “Our guide to the dungeons,” Bellamy replied.

      “You think my brother has dungeons?” He laughed. “No, he has the pit of souls, he has no need for dungeons.”

      Loud voices traveled toward us, the rally must be done. I glanced up and down the stone road we were on. There was nowhere to hide. Seth pushed on a large brick, and a hidden door swung open into a passageway.

      “This way.”

      Sharing a look with the others, we each paused for a moment before following the God into the torch lit hall. It wasn’t very tall and appeared to be created for shorter beings, so each of us crouched as we walked. It opened up into a large stone room that looked carved from a mountain.

      A stone slab in the middle and the way there were circular tracks on the ground with the remnants of what looked like dried blood told me everything I needed to know about what this chamber was used for.

      He didn’t pause as he crossed the room, ignoring the sacrificial platform as he freed another hidden passageway. He snagged a torch off the wall and led the way inside.

      “These will lead to the palace. Osiris will be still basking in the loyalty of his hybrids, he won’t expect you.”

      “You're not coming?” I asked.

      The flickering light played with the lines of his face, making his smile almost sinister. “You five have been a nighttime story for years, if not centuries. The monster under the bed. No, I’m not coming, but I will watch from the shadows as my brother's fears are realized.”

      Bellamy grinned as he glanced around at us. “We are legends.”

      “He just said we were the monsters under the bed,” Rai replied, giving him a droll look.

      “I’ve been a monster my whole life,” he replied.

      Rai nodded and lifted his shoulders as if to say, fair point.

      “Isis, our sister is innocent in this.” Seth pressed another hidden panel that released a door. “Try not to harm her.”

      When he stepped back, keeping in the passageway, I knew it was the palace. The secret route opened into a room that looked like it was never used. Sheets covered the furniture, and a fine layer of dusty sand coated the floor.

      “I’ll be close. If it looks like you might fail, I will assist you,” Seth added before the door shut between us.

      “What if we just let him lead us into a trap?” Lex asked.

      Cer whined as he sniffed at the ground, and I searched my memory for any legends about Seth and the Egyptian Pantheon. There was always a fraction of truth in them. But focusing on Osiris didn’t help with knowing anything about Seth.

      “No, I think there is some kind of divide between him and his brother. It has something to do with Osiris sleeping with his wife,” I said. Patting Cerberus on his middle head, I moved past everyone to the door.

      “That is random information you have in your head,” Samantha replied with a laugh.

      I shrugged. “I guess some things my dad taught me stuck. It was so long ago that I hadn’t pieced it together until Seth mentioned his name. I always thought it didn’t sound like a very God-like name. And I sort of had a refresher on Egyptian Mythology recently.”

      “I wonder if he doesn’t have magic,” Lex said. “If he cut his brother up and it didn’t kill him…”

      “Then he doesn’t have the ability to actually kill him,” Bellamy finished the sentence. They both looked at me.

      “Only a God with the power of death can kill another God,” Lex said.

      I had powers now. A dry swallow worked my throat, and I nodded my understanding. It was time to prove to myself that I wasn’t a coward.

      My chest tightened, and my throat felt thick. Fuck. Could I do this? I didn’t want to let them all down.

      “You are stronger than you think,” Samantha said. “You already saved all of us once. This time, we are here to help you. Together we will be unstoppable.”

      She wrapped her arms around me, and something loosened inside. She was right. We had each other. For the first time, I felt the true power behind that idea.
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      This was it.

      My heart pounded in my ears, and adrenaline coursed through my veins. In minutes, it could all be over, and the rest of our lives could actually start. I pressed my palm flat against my stomach. And now we had a future to protect that was outside of the five of us.

      Raiden cracked open the door, giving the silent all clear signal we had agreed on. We moved into the brightly lit hall. It was empty as we explored. A hybrid came around a corner, and before he could make a sound, Alastor's souls were cutting off his air. He collapsed to the ground, and Bellamy and Lex rushed to pull him into an empty room.

      This whole floor seemed like it was never used; each room we had checked had the same sheets covering everything and the dust coating the floors. It was strange to have this much space and not use it.

      A set of stairs led up and down from the hall the hybrid had come from. Rai lifted an eyebrow, and I shrugged. Down would probably be the best bet. Unless he just didn’t use a middle floor.

      Bellamy brushed past us and headed down, obviously thinking the same thing. His tail swished behind him, and there was a bounce in his step. If I had to guess, I’d say he was enjoying this adventure. He shot me a grin as he reached the bottom, and I shook my head ruefully.

      We were the same side of a coin, so similar to each other, yet still different enough to fit together like missing puzzle pieces.

      For that small moment, I was distracted, and when the hybrid came around the corner, there was no time to scream out a warning. No time to stop the horror that happened in front of our eyes.

      Bellamy fell.

      He crumpled at the base of the steps; a knife sliced him open. Then all hell broke loose. I flew down the steps like I had fucking wings. Alastor’s flower power exploded from the pots, vines whipped around us, cutting into the hybrids, holding them prisoner before slicing their throats.

      It lasted seconds but felt like hours.

      I knelt next to Bellamy; the bright red blood that coated his blue skin made me blanch. We’d been here before, and the flashbacks weren’t welcome.

      “Samantha, let me see.” Alastor’s voice broke into the haze that had engulfed me. And I fell back to my heels giving him room. I watched unblinking as souls flowed over the wound, knitting it back together.

      Bellamy groaned and then hissed as he tried to jerk away from the magic. “Fuck, that hurts.”

      Alastor pinned him with a look. “The poison is still inside you, but you won’t bleed out.”

      He sat up slowly, his fingers brushed over the wound, coming away wet with the remaining blood coating his skin. “That will teach me to rush in.”

      “You scared me,” I whispered, not even sure if I was telling him or myself.

      He ghosted his knuckles over my cheek, tipping my head up to look at him. “I’m sorry.”

      I blinked, attempting to make the leftover emotion in my eyes dry up, as I nodded accepting his words.

      “We need to go, can you walk?” Raiden asked.

      I looked up, but he was focused on Bellamy. Turning my attention back to Bell, I watched as he pushed off the floor, and then he held his hand out to me. I curled my fingers around his, and he tugged me to my feet.

      “Looks like you need to stay with me,” Lex said, dropping an arm around Bellamy.

      “Nah, I’m fighting.” He shrugged him off with a smile.

      “You’re poisoned,” I said.

      “I’m a demon. Poison isn’t going to kill me.”

      Rai wiped his hand over his face, attempting to hide the smile that had started to spread over his face.

      “What?” I growled at him.

      Rai lifted his shoulders helplessly. “He’s just you in male form. If you could fight while poisoned, you would.”

      “Incoming,” Lex said as three hybrids came around the corner to see the desecration of their friends.

      One of them turned to run, probably to raise the alert, but Alastor shot a vine out to stop him. I fucking loved those things. While I was distracted, again, Bellamy swiped my extra dagger from my hip holder and shoved it into one of their chests. It was a pile of ash in seconds, and the other one had been taken out by Raiden.

      “We need to get moving. The more of these things we run into the higher chance of Osiris figuring out we are here,” Raiden said. Scales shimmered over his skin, telling me he was shifting at least part of himself each time. And a puff of smoke came out of his nose, as if he had taken a hit of a joint.

      “Are you okay?” Lex asked as we moved down the next hall. “You aren’t yourself.”

      “I’m just a little distracted I think. Or emotional. Fuck, I think hormones are messing with my head,” I admitted.

      “You think?” Rai asked as he glanced over at me. A smile tugged at his lips telling me he was joking.

      I shook my head as I grinned back at him. “You be pregnant next time.”

      “Is that possible?” Bellamy asked, eyeing the dragon. “Does your kind have babies?”

      Raiden rolled his eyes and left the two of us behind him as he lengthened his strides and walked next to Alastor. We shared a look and almost dissolved into laughter.

      Lex shook his head at us but indulged us in a smile. Then Alastor and Raiden gestured for us to line up against the wall as Rai looked around the next corner. I wrapped my fingers around my dagger, sliding it from the sheath. I’d be ready this time.

      “Come on, I think the throne room is up here,” Rai said as he disappeared around the corner. We scrambled to follow him.

      He shifted into his dragon the second we entered the throne room. Alastor’s vines sprouted from pots, crowding out the plants that were in them. Lex’s shadows tore into hybrids, and Bellamy used my extra dagger again and cut through others. I joined the fight, and we moved as a unit, each of us seeming to know what the other was going to do. Cerberus didn’t leave my side, being extra protective of me.

      There was no way that only one of us could have survived this fight alone.

      Osiris clenched his jaw as he watched us approach, the woman, presumably his sister-wife, Isis, beside him. Panic flickered across his face, but it was quickly replaced by a sinister grin. His fingers danced over a hidden switch on the ornate throne-like chair he was perched upon.

      As we closed in on them, the room around us began to change. The walls, which had been adorned with mesmerizing hieroglyphics, shifted and contorted, forming a barrier that encased Osiris and Isis within an impenetrable dome. It was like watching the ancient magic of Egypt come to life before our eyes.

      Alastor's spirits tried to penetrate the magical barrier, but they were repelled with a force that sent them scattering in all directions. Desperation painted Alastor's face as he tried to regain control of his unruly spirits, but it was clear that the tide had turned against us.

      Osiris leaned back in his throne, his confidence growing with every passing moment. "You underestimated my power, greek interlopers," he sneered, his voice resonating through the chamber. "You thought you could challenge a God and win? How foolish."

      Isis, who had been hesitant moments ago, now wore a wicked smile. Her eyes glinted with malice as she whispered incantations that further fortified the protective dome. It became apparent that she was a formidable sorceress in her own right, and she had no intention of letting us escape.

      I exchanged a grim look with my companions, realizing the dire situation we were in. The odds were stacked against us, and we were trapped in a chamber with two immensely powerful beings who had no qualms about destroying us. As much as we had prepared for this confrontation, we had never anticipated the extent of their magical prowess.

      

      Osiris continued to taunt us from behind the barrier, reveling in our helplessness. "You see, you’re a meager group, and you can never hope to defeat us. You are nothing but insects in the presence of Gods."

      With our only exit now sealed, and our powers proving futile against their overwhelming magic, the realization sunk in: we were on the brink of defeat, facing a godly wrath that we were ill-equipped to withstand.

      As the hopelessness of our situation settled in, a heavy silence hung in the air. We stood there, surrounded by the shimmering, impenetrable dome, our once-determined expressions now replaced by ones of resignation.

      Alastor, usually the beacon of optimism among us, lowered his head in defeat, his spirits vanishing one by one, unable to breach the magical barrier that entrapped us. I could see the weight of our impending failure bearing down on him, his shoulders slumping as he admitted, "I don't know how we can get out of this one."

      Isis and Osiris seemed to relish our despair, their laughter echoing within the confining dome. Osiris waved his hand, and our weapons disappeared, leaving us defenseless. "You should have known better than to challenge Egyptian Gods," he sneered.

      As if to accentuate our helplessness, the room itself began to transform. The ceiling darkened, and a foreboding energy pulsed through the chamber. We watched in horror as the walls closed in on us, the once-beautiful hieroglyphics turning into grotesque depictions of our own inevitable doom.

      Desperation welled up within me, but it was clear that our options were dwindling by the second. We had come here with the intent of thwarting Osiris's sinister plans, but instead, we had fallen into his trap, like unwitting mice in a labyrinth.

      Isis, now fully in control of our fate, raised her hands, and a gust of wind slammed us against the magical barrier. The pain was excruciating, our bodies pinned as if by invisible forces, unable to even cry out. It was a grim reminder of my mortality in the face of godly power.

      With a cruel smile, Osiris leaned forward, his eyes gleaming with malevolence. "Do you feel it? The weight of your powerlessness? Your demise is inevitable, and there's no escape."

      The seconds dragged on like hours, and we could do nothing but endure the torment, our strength waning with each passing moment. The God had outplayed us, and as the walls closed in even tighter, it seemed that our end was drawing near.

      In the suffocating darkness of the dome, the harsh reality set in: we were destined to be yet another tale of mortals who had dared to challenge the gods, only to meet their tragic end. The sense of hopelessness that enveloped us was palpable, and it seemed that not even our strongest resolve could save us from the impending doom orchestrated by the divine forces that had ensnared us.

      As despair threatened to consume us, a flicker of recognition passed between our group. It was a shared acknowledgment that despite the absence of our weapons and the suppression of our individual powers, we still possessed a potent weapon—a force that even Gods might underestimate—the unwavering love and bond that had brought us together as a team.

      Alastor, who had been struggling against the invisible forces holding us in place, suddenly met my gaze with a determined look. "Remember what brought us together," he whispered, the words barely audible over the deafening sound of the encroaching walls. "Our unity and trust in each other."

      The realization hit me like a lightning bolt. We might have been disarmed and trapped, but our love for one another, our trust in our each other, was a power that transcended the magical barriers that surrounded us.

      With newfound hope, I closed my eyes and focused on the connection between us. I could feel the energy of our collective determination building, a subtle force pushing back against the oppressive magic that held us captive. It was as if an invisible thread connected us all; a bond that was unbreakable.

      As we concentrated on our shared strength, the air inside the dome began to shimmer with an ethereal light. The walls, once closing in on us, faltered and retreated. The Gods, who had been reveling in our despair, suddenly exchanged worried glances.

      Isis and Osiris, their smug expressions faltering, watched in astonishment as the dome weakened, allowing a glimmer of hope to pierce through the darkness. Our love for one another was proving to be an unexpected and formidable weapon against their magic.

      Alastor, his voice filled with determination, began to chant an incantation he must have learned from his father, drawing on our collective energy. The room itself seemed to respond to our unity, the hieroglyphics on the walls shifting once more, but this time in our favor. The symbols glowed with a radiant light, forming a protective barrier around us.

      Osiris and Isis attempted to counter our newfound strength, but they were met with a resistance they had not anticipated. The very magic they had used to imprison us was now working against them, as our love and unity held firm.

      With a final surge of determination, we pushed back against the dome, shattering it into a thousand sparkling shards. The room erupted in blinding light as the power of our bond overwhelmed the Gods. Their cries of rage and disbelief echoed in the chamber as they were forced to retreat.

      As the dust settled, we stood victorious, our love and trust in each other having turned the tides against the Gods. It was a reminder that even in the face of seemingly insurmountable odds, the power of unity and the strength of our shared connection could conquer even the mightiest of foes.
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      The blinding light of our triumphant escape faded, leaving us standing in a corridor that seemed to stretch into eternity. The Gods, Osiris and Isis, had fled, but we knew we couldn't let them escape to wreak havoc on the world. My heart pounded with a newfound determination as I took charge.

      "We can't let them get away," I said, my voice steady despite the adrenaline coursing through me. "We have to pursue them and put an end to this once and for all."

      My guys nodded in agreement, their faces etched with the same determination I felt. We had come too far to let the gods slip through our fingers now.

      As we followed the trail of the Gods, it became clear that they were leading us deeper into the heart of their domain, where the very essence of their godly power emanated. The corridors twisted and turned, morphing into surreal landscapes that defied logic and reason. It was as if the gods were using their mastery over reality itself to confound and disorient us.

      But our unity and resolve remained unshaken. We relied on the trust we had built over our arduous journey together, each member of our group bringing their unique strengths to bear.

      Alastor led the way with his unwavering determination, calling upon the spirits to guide us through the labyrinthine passages.

      As we pressed on, the tension in the air grew palpable. It was as if the very walls of the labyrinth were closing in on us, an ominous reminder that the Gods were not to be underestimated. We knew that the final confrontation would be dangerous, but our shared resolve gave us strength.

      Finally, we reached a vast chamber, its ceiling lost in the darkness above. Osiris and Isis stood at its center, their backs to us, their forms radiating with an aura of power. They turned to face us, their expressions a mix of fury and desperation.

      "Give up," Osiris hissed, his voice carrying an otherworldly weight. "You cannot defeat us."

      But we knew better now. We had discovered the hidden weapon that resided within our bond, a strength born of trust and love. With a silent nod, we charged forward, our hearts aflame with determination.

      The battle that ensued was nothing short of epic. The Gods threw their most potent spells and unleashed their divine wrath upon us, but we held firm, our collective energy pushing back against their onslaught.

      Alastor's spirits swirled around us, shielding us from harm. Lex’s shadows took down anything that got to close. While Raiden swooped over them, beating them back with flames. The poison inside Bellamy was taking its toll, and I stuck close to him to ensure he didn’t fall.

      As the battle raged on, wave after wave of hybrids fell, and it became apparent that the Gods were weakening. Their arrogance had blinded them to the power of our unity, and they had underestimated the resolve of our group. With one final, concerted effort, we unleashed a wave of energy that overcame the Gods, stripping them of their powers.

      Osiris and Isis fell to their knees, defeated and powerless. The room shook with the intensity of our victory, and the very walls seemed to groan in acknowledgment. Even the hybrids paused.

      But we weren’t done yet. We needed to neutralize them. Ensure that Osiris doesn’t come back. Alastor and I shared a look before he wrapped his souls around Isis, dragging her closer.

      A startled scream left her lips before she was held motionless by the spirits in front of us. Osiris climbed to his feet and faced Alastor, a look of pure rage on his face. “Let her go, son of Hades, or I will show you what true pain is.”

      He laughed. “You already have. It’s my turn now.”

      Bellamy straightened and pulled out a dagger he must have found once the illusion of earlier had been shattered. He held it to Isis’s neck with an evil grin.

      “A demon can not kill a Goddess,” Osiris hissed.

      He smirked. “No. But I’m sure I could cut her up and spread her body parts around the world.” He tapped his chin with his spare hand. “Oh, wait, your brother already did that to you, didn’t he?”

      His face turned red with anger, but he didn’t move a muscle. Raiden stalked closer, breathing out a stream of fire over the remaining hybrids.

      “If you don’t dismiss your monsters, they will all die,” Lex said. “We have an important topic to discuss with you.”

      When he only pressed his lips together and gestured at his hybrids to leave, silence fell.

      Raiden stayed in his dragon form, hunched and ready to strike out at the God if he made one wrong move.

      “We need to get to an understanding,” I said. “Do you love your wife?”

      His eyes flicked to her as if he didn’t want to admit it, but I saw the same look of devotion on his face as my men wore. It was a universal look.

      I licked my lips. “You are attempting to take what isn’t yours. We have proven to you today how resourceful we are.”

      “Lucky for you, we have a prophecy on our side,” Lex quipped, and I smiled as we shared a glance.

      “So, we will give you a choice,” Alastor continued. “Your wife lives, you keep your kingdom, and you leave my Underworld alone, or Isis has an untimely death at my hands, you follow shortly, and we inherit a brand new Underworld to rule.”

      “You call that a choice?” Osiris’s brow darkened as he narrowed his eyes.

      “No, I would actually call it mercy. Because if I left it up to the Demon Prince, or the Dragon King, you wouldn’t die—you’d suffer for all of time.”

      Raiden huffed his agreement in a burst of flame that barely missed the God.

      He turned his attention to me. “You are a hunter of these monsters, yet you align yourself with them?”

      I gave him a dull stare. “The only monster I see is you. And for the record, I’m not on the mercy side either.”

      “Fine. I will leave your Underworld alone,” he said like a petulant child.

      Alastor chuckled. “Words won’t do it for this agreement. I need a blood bond. For as long as any of us live, you will stay out of Tartus.” He moved next to Bellamy and Isis. “But because I don’t trust you to keep even that sort of agreement, I will add in the fact that it will be between your wife and us. A breach of this will end in her painful death.”

      The spirits held out her struggling palm, and Bellamy sliced the dagger across her dark skin. Then he ran it over Alastor’s palm. I winced as blood welled. Reaching out, Alastor gripped Isis’s hand in his.

      “Repeat after me, or we find another way.” He tilted his head to catch her gaze. She gave a tiny nod. “This blood bond ensures that Osiris and his army will not come to Tartus as long as I or one of my mates lives. He will not attempt to take the throne of the Greek Underworld, any part of Tartus, or our lives, or his wife will suffer the most painful death her husband has ever dealt out to any of his enemies.”

      She repeated the words, her face draining of blood as she said them. I would guess the way he’d killed people in the past was pretty awful if she would topple over without the help of the spirits holding her up.

      “With blood, we seal this bond, forever does it stand.”

      Blinding light flashed and Alastor released her with the spirits and his hand. She crumpled to the ground, and Osiris flew across the room to her side, gathering her in his arms.

      “When I find a way around this blood bond, you all will only be memories as I claim Tartus as my own,” he promised.

      “It is interesting that you say that, because we were only going to leave you be now…but maybe we will stay and watch the reunion between you and your brother,” Lex said. As he stepped to the side, Seth strolled into the room as if it had been the plan all along.

      “Or the fireworks when Isis finds out that you were in the arms of a mortal woman not to long ago,” Bellamy added with a grin. I was pretty sure he was bluffing, but with the way Isis pulled out of Osiris’s arms, I could tell he just opened a can of worms.

      “Brother, sister, I hope you’ve been well,” Seth murmured, before a wicked grin flashed over his face, and he unsheathed the sword that hung from his back. “It will make this all the sweeter.”
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      We slipped out while they were mid-battle; their feud didn’t matter to us. A heavy weight lifted from my shoulders as we walked down the hallway, Lex checking each room for a mirror. At the end, he opened the door into a bedroom, and we slipped inside.

      I glanced over at Bellamy, and he was holding his side, looking as if he would be sick.

      “Can you still open the portal?” I asked.

      He gave a halfhearted shrug. “We are going to find out, love.”

      My blood roared in my ears as he stepped up to the mirror. He waved his hand over the surface, and Lex’s VIP room at the club shimmered on the other side. Lex stepped through first, followed by Alastor and Cerberus, when I hesitated, Raiden nudged me forward.

      “I’m not going through until you are on the other side,” he grumbled.

      I bit down on my lip as I looked between them. “Only if you two come together.”

      They shared a look, and Rai nodded. “I won’t leave Bellamy behind, he’s grown on me.”

      Bellamy grinned at the words, and I gave in. Stepping through the surface and back to the mortal world, I turned to watch the mirror as they tumbled through.

      As soon as the portal closed, Bellamy crumbled to the ground. “Lex, do you have that drug we gave Samantha? Do you think it will work?” Alastor asked.

      I knelt next to my demon, my hand pressed to his rapidly moving chest. Labored breathing filled the space, and I knew he had been acting strong to make sure we got home. But opening the portal and holding it for all of us took its toll on his already weakened body.

      “Yeah, it’s worth a shot,” Lex replied, disappearing from the room and into the loud club beyond the door.

      As we waited, I murmured nonsense words of comfort that I wasn’t even sure he could hear. Raiden slipped on a pair of sweats we had left in this room for him and went to his knees beside me.

      “He will be okay. He’s been in this situation before, but he’s stronger now.”

      Alastor nodded his agreement at Raiden’s words. “And he has all of us.”

      All of my focus was on Bellamy as I willed him to magically get better. If I had magical powers, this would be something I’d use them on. But I could only fight and kill demons, not heal them.

      “What if the medicine Lex is getting doesn’t work? What about Ty?” I gasped. He had magic now.

      Raiden leaned back, his brow furrowed. “He hasn’t healed anyone with the sunlight he has. It could do more damage.”

      That was true. We didn’t know what powers the muse actually gave him. “Bell is a demon, you don’t want to use sunlight on him,” Alastor replied.

      I sucked in a noisy breath and tugged my fingers through my hair. Fuck. This helpless feeling was horrible. “Your mom? She healed me.” I looked up at Alastor.

      “You healed Sammy before,” Raiden said, sitting back on his heels.

      “It doesn’t work on poison,” he sighed.

      “Was that before your full abilities manifested?” he countered.

      Lex came back into the room with a medical box. Quickly filling a new syringe with medicine, he went to his knees beside Alastor. “Hold his arm.”

      They worked together to get the liquid into his veins. Bellamy went still, his breathing leveling out. Relief flooded me seconds before his body bowed off the ground as pain shot through him.

      “Oh, Gods,” I swore. “Alastor, try.”

      He did immediately, pressing his hands to Bellamy’s chest. I sucked in a breath and held it. A warm glow surrounded the space around where they touched as his magic flowed into him. It was different from the souls or the plants. But it still felt like life magic.

      Bellamy groaned, but his eyes blinked open. “Fuck, man,” he grumbled.

      “Bell,” I breathed. The invisible clamp that had started to crush my chest eased, allowing a full lung full of air into my starved airways.

      He slapped Alastor’s hands off of his chest and pushed up into a sitting position. He rubbed his breast bone as he glared at him. “That burns.”

      I laughed, a relieved sound in the tense space, and it broke something in the guys because they joined me. We ended up wrapped together, holding each other tightly, all of us as one. The way we belonged.
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      The days that followed were spent reassuring Tyler that we hadn’t meant to leave him behind, it just happened. I was sure he still didn’t believe us, but he would get over it eventually. And the nights, I wasn’t sure we got much sleep.

      Sooner or later, we would have to face the world and Underworld, and I would have to face the fact that although we hadn’t talked about it explicitly, if I was with them, I would be at their sides as Queen of each faction. Because Raiden, Alastor, and Bellamy were each rulers in their own right, and our trials had proven that to each of them. Lex and I, we would be right there with them.

      But right this second, all I could think about was calling it a night and dragging my men back to the hotel room to have my way with them. First, though, we would need to make it through a family dinner with my parents and Ty.

      It was an important step in breaking the news to them. One, they would be grandparents. Two, all of the guys were my forever mates. Three, I no longer worked for The Order. They would need to find a new hunter to carry on the line, because it stopped here with me. I would keep the demons in line in a new way, with understanding and love.

      “Ready?” I whispered as we pulled up in front of my parents’ house.

      “Only if you are,” Rai replied as he settled his large hand over mine.

      I closed my eyes, inhaling slowly. “Let’s go.” As the guys exited the SUV, I wiped my palms on my jeans, no leather for me tonight, and I was lucky the jeans still fit over my steadily growing baby bump.

      Lex opened my door for me and helped me out. Our fingers threaded together, and we walked up the walkway. The door swung open before we reached it, and my mom appeared. She ushered us into the living room, where my dad sat in his chair.

      “Daddy,” I said as I pressed a kiss to his cheek. He smiled back at me as I pulled away. Lex and Bellamy had perched on the edge of the sofa cushions while Alastor stood behind them, and Rai leaned against the unlit fireplace. “Thanks for having all of us.”

      “Sweetheart, you are welcome to come to dinner anytime you want.”

      I sat next to Bellamy and linked my fingers with his. My dad’s gaze dipped to our joined hands but didn’t say anything. My heart galloped like a runaway horse in my chest. How did you tell your dad that you were with not one but four guys, especially when he had reservations about the first one, still.

      “It smells amazing,” Lex said, breaking the silence that had fallen.

      “Savannah is a wonderful cook,” my Dad replied.

      “Lex isn’t,” Bellamy quipped. Alastor chuckled, and I rolled my lips between my teeth, holding back a smile at the common thread of conversation anytime one of them cooks. “Seriously, he can burn water.”

      “I’m not that bad,” he scoffed.

      “No, I think you are,” Alastor said, taking Bellamy’s side in the mock argument.

      They were cut off as my mom came back into the room; she was drying her hands off with a towel as she entered. “Dinner is just about ready. I hope you are hungry, I made enough for at least twenty people.”

      “Yeah, these guys can eat,” I said with a roll of my eyes. I was pretty sure at this point they thought it was a sport to see who could eat the most.

      “Good. Samantha, help me set the table?” she asked as she lifted an eyebrow.

      I glanced around at my guys and then at my dad. Crap, had Ty spilled the beans? Was my dad going to give them the talk? A blush worked its way up my neck and to my cheeks as I nodded and followed her into the kitchen.

      The table was set already, and I paused next to the seat I normally sit in. My mom held my stare as she dropped into her seat across from me.

      “Four men?” A small smile played on her lips, there but not there at the same time.

      This was awkward as fuck. “Is that supposed to be a question?”

      “Honey, I just want you to be happy. I thought Rai—for a long time, I knew he was for you. But are you sure about the others?”

      I laughed. “More sure than I’ve been about anything in my life. I didn’t think I had a future, and the four of them together opened my eyes. With them I have forever, not just a future, but an epic love that I can call my own. Something like you and Dad have. It is a little unconventional, I know that, but I love them.”

      She leaned back and smiled. “I’m sure that isn’t the big news you are here to tell us.”

      “It was part of it, I wanted you to know it was official, not some sort of phase I was going through.”

      “I’m not sure The Order will–”

      I interrupted her before she could finish her sentence. “I am quitting The Order.”

      “Honey, quitting really isn’t a thing,” she said.

      “It is now.”

      Her tongue darted out to wet her lips as she looked toward the window. “The only way out is dying.”

      “Are they still watching the house?”

      She sighed. “I wouldn’t be surprised if they bugged the house.” She laughed like it was a joke, but it showed a different light to The Order that felt more sinister than I had ever believed it to be.

      “Well, if they do then that saves me a step,” I replied with a flat smile. Raising my voice I called out, “I quit!”

      My mom shook her head with a smile, even though I could see the concern in the depths of her eyes.

      I guess it was time for all the secrets to be spilled. “Mom, I’m pregnant.”

      She jumped from her chair, and it clattered backwards into the wall. Her eyes were as wide as saucers. “A baby?” Her fingers gripped the collar of her shirt. “With one of them?”

      I followed the direction she was looking, back to the living room. A real smile spread across my face, and I snorted. “Yeah. One of them.”

      “I’m going to be a grandma?” she asked, her voice rising with excitement.

      The guys crowded in the doorway at the commotion, my father pushed through them, his eyes going between us, checking to make sure we were safe.

      “We are going to be grandparents!” She turned toward my dad ,and I was pretty sure he was going to pass out. Bellamy stepped forward ready to catch him at my thought.

      My dad turned toward me for confirmation, and I nodded. A bright smile spread across his face, and he closed the distance between us and pulled me into a tight hug.

      Happy chatter filled the kitchen after that. The fact that I was quitting The Order wasn’t brought back up, and I would deal with them later. Neither of them asked which one of the guys was the dad, and I didn’t offer the information up. Everyone would know soon enough.

      The only one missing was Ty. Mom said he was busy and couldn’t make it, but he already knew everything anyway. We’d told him separately.

      Dinner was finished, the kitchen picked up, and the night grew late before we said our goodbyes. It was a weight lifted off of me now that they knew everything. And it was easier than I expected.

      It felt as if I could do anything now.
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      We had put off going to Tartus for as long as possible, but now we were here, and it felt final. Samantha leaned back on the bed, her eyes watching me as I got ready to face my father. The man I now knew I was more alike than different.

      “You look so nervous,” she chuckled.

      “Last time I saw my parents, they were talking about having me take over the throne. And now that we have handled Osiris—”

      “You think he will just have you take over right now?”

      I laughed. “I wouldn’t put it past him.”

      She nodded, a soft smile on her face. She was glowing lately. Happiness looked good on her. And it was enough to distract me from seeing my father. I crossed the room and pressed a kiss to her plush lips, and she wrapped her arms around me to pull me down.

      “Do you think the guys will be back soon?”

      “Bell said it wouldn't take too long,” I replied.

      She sighed and pressed her mouth against mine in another kiss. “I hate surprises.”

      “You’ll like this one,” I promised.

      “I know what else I’d like,” she suggested. Then she dipped her tongue into my mouth, dancing with my own as we deepened the kisses.

      With more restraint than I actually felt, I pulled back, slowing until our kiss was nothing more than gentle pecks. “Later. We don’t want to keep Hades waiting.”

      She pouted as I pulled back. “After you are King of the Underworld, we can do whatever we like, when we want, right?”

      In these moments, when all I felt was love and I was brimming with happiness, it felt like I could give anything Samantha asked of me without a second thought. My heart soared with joy, and the world seemed to dance around us, filled with endless possibilities. This was just the start.

      “Anything we want, I promise.”

      She grinned and slid off of the bed. “Well then, let’s go make this official.”

      She thread her fingers through mine, and I couldn’t help the laugh as she tugged me toward the door. Cerberus popped up off the rug and followed, his tail wagging excitedly as we headed for the throne room.

      My parents looked up as we entered the room. They had been whispering to each other, in a way that reminded me of Samantha and me.

      “Alastor, you’re late,” my dad said, attempting to sound cross, but the smile on his face didn’t disappear.

      “We would have been later if I had my way,” Samantha said.

      Both my mom and dad grinned at her words and shared a look. “Son, the first thing you need to learn is, your woman comes before all else,” my dad said. “As long as she is happy, ruling is a simple thing.”

      He brushed his fingers over my mom’s cheek in a loving gesture I knew well. They had always been open with their affection, my father used to tell me it made him stronger. If his people saw how openly he loved, they would know there was also the other side of that coin. I never understood that until now. Emotions didn’t make you weak, they made you strong.

      “When your mother returns to Olympus, I will be going with her. We will be back when Fall returns. But while I’m away, you will rule in my place.”

      I nodded. So much pride shone in his eyes for me that I had craved for so long, I had always thought I was a failure, but all along, I’d only been growing like the plants I could control. And he hadn’t seen me as a failure, as though he knew what I’d become.

      In that moment, I realized I could forgive him for toying in my life, because it brought me to Samantha and back to Lex and Bellamy, and even Raiden, even if I’d never forget the wounds and scars he’d caused. I was who I was supposed to be, even if he had forged me in the fire to get me here.

      “Eventually, you will take over in full, but we have no need to rush it.” He paused and studied me. “You did well in finding a solution to keep Osiris at bay. You will make a good King.”

      “And Samantha will make a great Queen,” my mom murmured. “When the time comes.”

      Samantha squeezed my hand, and I turned to her. A world of love resided in her gaze, one I looked forward to spending forever with. We would find a way to keep her with us. But that was a problem for another time, and if the others find what they went to visit Morpheus for, it could be closer than either of us knew.
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      Raiden stepped through the mirror first, followed by Lex and then Bellamy. I couldn’t read their expressions and hung back as Samantha launched herself into each of their arms.

      She was so different from the girl I first saw in Lex’s club, yet still similar, allowing love in had changed her. It hadn’t made her soft, not exactly, but it did remove that fear she had seemed to live with.

      All of us had changed for the better.

      “I may need to leave and come back more often if this is the greeting I’ll get,” Bellamy quipped as his arms wrapped around her, and he captured her lips in a passionate kiss.

      “Bell,” Rai sighed.

      “Morpheus said that there is a way,” Lex said, his gaze connecting with mine.

      “A way for what?” Samantha asked as she laughingly pulled away from Bellamy. He pressed kisses along her neck, his scent attempting to encourage us to join in.

      Lex and Raiden shared a look before Rai said, “For you to stop aging, with us.”

      Her brow furrowed. A small smile tugged at her lips as if she wasn’t sure if that was a good thing or not. Then she swallowed. “That feels sort of–”

      We all held our breath as she sorted out her words.

      “Forever.”

      “If you think we are going to let you go for one second now that we all found you, love, you haven’t learned much about each of us now have you?” Bellamy asked, pulling back to look at her.

      “Is it not something you want?” I stepped forward. It wasn’t a question any of us wanted a ‘no’ to, but it had to be asked. We assumed because she was okay with acting as Queen that she would be okay living forever with us.

      She blinked rapidly and shook her head. “No,” she whispered, and my heart sank, falling out of my ass. “I mean, yes, of course I want to. I didn’t think it was a possibility.”

      Anything else she was going to say was cut off as Bellamy lifted her off her feet and swung her around in a circle. Laughter filled the room that soon turned to something else. Something more serious.

      “Morpheus said we need a Golden Apple. The tree was said to have been cut down by the nymphs after mortals learned of its existence,” Lex said. “But he said that it is still there, we only have to go to the edge of the world to find it.”

      “The edge of the world?” Samantha asked.

      “That is a saying of the Gods that, metaphorically, is often used to represent the boundaries or limits of human knowledge, experience, or understanding. It signifies reaching the outermost point of what is known or venturing into the realm of the unknown.” I shifted on my heels when everyone stared at me. “Should be easy, right?”

      Raiden's eyes flickered with a mix of determination and concern. "Easy or not, venturing to the edge of the world is no small feat. It's a realm untouched by mortals, where ancient forces dwell and secrets of immortality are guarded. We must tread cautiously."

      Bellamy's tail swished with anticipation, his mischievous smirk never fading. "Oh, come on, Raiden. Where's your sense of adventure? We've faced demons, Gods, and everything in between. This is just another twist in our crazy journey. Besides, who doesn't love a challenge?"

      Lex's voice resonated with his determination. "Bellamy, while I appreciate your enthusiasm, we can't underestimate the perils that lie ahead. The edge of the world holds unknown dangers and trials we can't predict."

      Samantha's gaze shifted between each of us, her expression a mixture of excitement and apprehension. "I never thought I'd be standing here, contemplating immortality and embarking on a quest that defies imagination. But if it means spending eternity with all of you, I'm willing to take the risk."

      I took a step closer to Samantha, my heart swelling with hope. "We'll face the unknown together, supporting each other every step of the way. Our love and bond will be our strength."

      Bellamy's tail curled playfully around Samantha's waist, his eyes sparkling with determination. "So, to the edge of the world, it is. Let's show the Gods what we're made of, again,” he paused with a smirk, “and claim our destiny."

      As we stood united, the weight of our decision hung in the air. A sort of excitement seemed to dance around us.
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      “The edge of the world,” Hades repeated the statement. “I know the place. The tree no longer grows. You would have better luck asking for a blessing from Zeus.”

      “Can you open a portal for us?” Alastor asked.

      “If I do, you could be stuck there.”

      “Not if we bring a mirror big enough to crawl through,” Bellamy replied.

      “How do you plan to protect a mirror on that journey?”

      Bell shrugged. “They do make unbreakable glass now. I can have one created.”

      “If you have a way home, I’ll send you there so you can see for yourself.”

      “We will have a way home,” Raiden confirmed as he shifted on his heels.

      “Couldn’t you open a portal, Alastor?” Lex asked. “Have you tried to hold one open since your powers came to the surface?”

      “That would be a way home, son.” Hades leaned back in his seat, and Persephone laid her hand on his shoulder, silently taking the conversation in. “Try to move all of you from here to the mortal world, it will be a good test. And it is always good to have a backup plan.”

      Alastor sucked in a noisy breath and ran his fingers through his hair, before shaking them out preparing to try. Then he opened a swirling portal to Lex’s apartment. “Bellamy, you go last, just in case.”

      Lex’s hand trailed down to my hand, and he turned to drop a quick kiss to my lips. “See you on the other side.” Without hesitation, he stepped through the opening.

      Raiden looked to Alastor, making sure he was good to go through as well. He pressed his soft lips to mine and then followed Lex. Cerberus didn’t wait to bound through the opening, and it held firm.

      My pulse beat rapidly in my ears as I glanced over to Hades and Persephone and then back to Alastor. He gave me a nod, not even looking like he had to use much effort.

      Stepping into the portal was similar to Brook's tablets, but without the travel dizziness that usually came with it. Bellamy and Alastor were right behind me, the portal closing. He’d done it.

      I launched myself into his arms, and he caught me with a laugh as he stumbled back under the impact. “Alastor, you are amazing.”

      He flushed at my complement. Grinning at him, I peppered his face with kisses. After a moment, I pulled away from him, letting my legs drop back to the ground, and snuggling in under his arm and against his side for a moment.

      “Can we talk next steps?” Lex asked. He moved to his living area and dropped to the sofa. We followed.

      Raiden leaned against the armchair as Bellamy and Alastor took the spots on either side of Lex. I went to walk by them to the other arm chair, and Bellamy’s tail wrapped around my waist and tugged me down to his lap. He secured his arms around me and nuzzled into my hair breathing deeply.

      “We are about to lose the incubus to his baser nature,” Raiden replied with a raised eyebrow.

      “I can control myself,” Bellamy said dryly.

      “But the question is, will you?” Raiden quipped.

      I felt Bell’s lips curve against my skin, and he didn’t reply. His huff of silent laughter brushed over my neck and sent a shiver down my spine.

      “Morpheus said that Sam needs to be the one to touch the Golden Apple. If she isn’t the one to pick it from the tree, it will rot.” I glanced over at Lex, and he met my gaze steadily.

      “Why?” Bellamy asked.

      “Because only the one that touches it can bite into it,” Lex replied.

      “I can climb a tree and pick an apple,” I replied.

      Bellamy nipped at my skin, distracting me momentarily as I arched my neck to give him better access. I could feel the desire building in my stomach, and soon, it wouldn’t be Bellamy that allowed his baser nature to take over. It would be me.

      He hummed against my throat, obviously picking up on my thoughts, then pressed his tongue to my pulse point, eliciting a low moan from the back of mine.

      “It sounds settled to me. Alastor can get us home, and Samantha can pick an apple,” Bellamy said, his chocolate scent enveloped me in a heavenly cocoon. The smell was almost a drug to my system now. I’d been programmed to expect mind blowing pleasure when he released it from its reins. “And now, I need to recharge. An incubus thing.”

      Raiden chuckled, seeing right through his lie. He was probably ‘charged’, as he put it, for years.

      “Well, we wouldn’t want you to grow too weak,” Lex replied, shifting on the couch to join in.

      As Lex and Bellamy shared a kiss, I beckoned Alastor to me, knowing that although Raiden did join us from time to time, he liked to watch too. From the way his arms were crossed and his intense gaze held us in its sights, I knew today he would watch and then claim me as his own. My stomach flipped, my legs were already weak; they would be little more than limp noodles once my guys were done.

      Alastor captured my lips in an open-mouthed filthy kiss that made my toes curl. Fuck. He was so contained and turned into a different person when we made love. He always ensured I knew that was what it was. Not fucking, he didn’t do that; no, he made sweet, pleasure-making love to me. And I loved every minute of it.

      Bellamy used his magic to remove our clothes, and I could feel him pressing against my ass as we each kissed other people. His fingers gripped my hips, and I knew he was going to adjust me over him so he could sink into me. He paused, his hands flexing against me.

      “Love,” he murmured as he broke off the kiss with Lex for a moment. I could hear the question in his voice and wiggled my hips on his lap, dragging a moan from him.

      “Fuck, Bell, Sammy is ready for you,” Raiden growled. “I understand begging as much as the next guy, but if you don’t give her what she wants right this second–”

      Raiden didn’t have to say more because Bellamy lifted me up and thrust up into me, filling me up with a groan. My nipples tightened as he bounced me on his lap. I wrapped my fingers around Lex’s straining length and stroked him, capturing his mouth with mine as Alastor sucked on my breast.

      The sensations of the touches and kisses had a whimper working its way up my throat. Then Bellamy flicked his finger over my clit, and the cry that left me felt dragged from my very soul.

      “I need more,” I gasped against Lex’s lips. In a tangle of limbs, I urged Lex off of the couch and between my legs. “Same–” It was all I could get out, the need grew inside of me like it had a life of its own.

      Lex swore as he knelt between my legs. Bellamy had clearly understood what I meant, or he’d picked it out of my head. Because he held me up as Lex situated himself at my opening, and they pressed into me together. It was the most intense pleasure as they moved together. I was going to become addicted to double penetration. Tried it once, and now, I needed it. Fuck. My head dropped to Bellamy’s shoulder as I gave them my whole body. Alastor worked his way back up my chest to my throat as gasping moans filled the apartment, most coming from me. It felt like I’d pass out from the pleasure as I took every bit of it they were giving me.

      I was lost to the sensation as I tumbled into my own personal heaven. If I could live here I would. The two of them moved in tandem, ensuring I rode the wave of pleasure until the very last drop was wrung from my spent body. Then they followed, spilling their seed together before we were a pile of bodies, and I was coming back to myself.

      A sheen of sweat coated the men I was sandwiched between, and Alastor was still on his knees on the cushion next to me. His cock was straining, the head purple.

      “Come here,” I whispered, gently wrapping my fingers around him and encouraging him to bring his hard length to my lips. “I want to taste you. While they recover.”

      When he bobbed in front of me, I caught the precum on the tip of my tongue as I looked up at him. He gazed down at me with the love I knew he felt shining in his eyes. Then I sucked him into my mouth, hollowing my cheeks and wrapping an arm around him to pull him closer. He let me set the pace as his fingers tangled loosely in my hair. It was quick because he was on the edge, and soon, he coated my tongue as I swallowed as much as I could.

      He slipped from my lips and then leaned down to kiss me, tasting himself on my tongue. Lex and Bellamy were growing thick inside of me again, and I couldn’t help the moan that felt like it was yanked from me as Alastor broke off the kiss and leaned back.

      Raiden caught my gaze, a puff of smoke curling from his nose and up toward the ceiling. His whole body was tense in the way I associated with his dragon trying to break free.

      “Boys, as much as I’d love a round two, it looks like our dragon needs some attention,” I replied, holding his gaze. A light flared in the depths that said I was right.

      “You look like you need cleaned up, Sammy,” Raiden said. His voice was so gravely that it sent a shiver over my skin.

      I hummed, and he closed the distance, and in one swift movement, he had extracted me from their arms and cradled me in his. They watched as he practically stomped into the bathroom. Their grins were the last thing I saw before he slammed the door shut.

      “Now, my little Sammy, I’m going to show you what real pleasure is,” he murmured as he twisted on the shower heads. I was glad he was holding me up because if he wasn’t, I was sure my noodle legs wouldn’t have supported me with that statement.

      He moved us under the spray of water, uncaring he was soaking his clothes. Detaching one of the nozzles and switching it to a softer pressure with his thumb, he ran it between my legs. Even the gentle pressure had me squirming in his arms as he washed the others from me like his dragon demanded.

      He shifted and set me on my feet. “Lean against the wall if you can’t stand.”

      I did as I was told, and he dipped the nozzle head between my legs again, using his other hand to run his fingers over my sensitive flesh.

      “Rai,” I moaned.

      “Mmmm, louder,” he whispered. He shed his soaked shirt and jeans, kicking them to the other side of the shower. Then he dropped to his knees in front of me. He lifted my leg and placed it over my shoulder. “Sammy, I want the club to hear you over the music. Can you be that loud for me?”

      He didn’t give me a chance to reply before he sunk his tongue into my folds. Kissing my other lips as if he would devour me whole. A puff of warmth flowed from him, and it felt as if I would melt pressed up against the cool shower tiles.

      He growled against me, his lips and tongue rumbling against my sex. I let out a loud moan, and he hummed in approval, the vibration sending me toward my climax as if I were being ripped out to sea by an undertow. If this was how I died, I would welcome it with open arms.

      “Say my name,” he demanded.

      “Rai, oh fuck,” I gasped.

      “Louder, Sammy,” he ordered.

      It was like the first time with him, only a million times more intense. When I couldn’t force words between the moans, he stopped. My heaving breaths rocked me against him, and he chuckled.

      “Do you want me?”

      “Fuck, yes,” I replied, attempting not to crumble to the fucking floor at his feet.

      He nudged my leg off his shoulder and pushed to his feet, his cock heavy between his legs. His fingers ghosted over my cheek as he brushed wet hair from my face. “Can you be loud for me, baby girl? My Sammy?”

      I nodded. He bit down on his lip, then closed the small distance between us. His fingers grasped my ass, and he lifted me, wrapping my legs around him and settling against my opening. Once he had me where he wanted me, he ran his hand over my stomach.

      “I won’t hurt you? Right?” His concern in the middle of everything made me a gooey mess, and I shook my head.

      “I’m pretty sure that this act created him in the first place, so he’ll be fine.” It was all he needed to hear before he thrust into me.

      “Good,” he replied, dropping a kiss to my lips. “Now, be loud.”

      He didn’t give me a chance to catch my breath before he claimed me and made sure anyone within listening distance could definitely hear every sound I made.
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      Sammy was snoring softly as I covered her up and stood up. Alastor slipped under the covers with her, and she snuggled into him in her sleep.

      “I’ll be back soon,” I whispered. He nodded and pulled her closer. That was one good thing about this relationship. When one of us had to leave, she always had someone with her. It soothed me in a way that was welcomed.

      Bellamy lifted an eyebrow and straightened as I turned around. “What do you think Baldwin would know that we haven’t already found out?”

      A shrug lifted my left shoulder. “Just figured we should cover all the bases.”

      “I should ask my mom if she knows anything,” Lex replied. He had a book in his lap, probably reading whatever he could find about the Golden Apple, which wasn’t much.

      “Nyx made one of my brother's friends a God,” Bellamy said.

      “Yeah, but he died first and was tied to her.” Lex placed the book on the coffee table and stood up. “I’ll meet you back here.”

      Bellamy nodded. Then he moved over to the mirror and opened a portal to the red mountains, my original home. We moved through the surface and into the bedroom we shared last time we stayed there.

      Swinging the door open, we startled a maid. A squeal and clatter followed our appearance. We helped her pick up her stuff after she realized who I was. It was probably a good thing she hadn’t shifted and tried to burn our skin off.

      “Do you know where Baldwin is?” I asked.

      “He was at the training grounds this morning,” she replied.

      After thanking her, we left her to search out the training grounds. There was a lot I didn’t know about this place. Baldwin had done a good job of keeping it all going while I was gone.

      As soon as we found him, a smile lit up his old face. “Raiden, what brings you two here today?”

      I couldn’t help the smile that pulled at my lips. “How do you know we need something?”

      He chuckled. “You may not remember me, but I knew you as a child. You haven’t changed that much. So, what can I help you with?” he asked, wiping his hands off on a towel as he moved away from what he was working on.

      “Do you know anything about the Golden Apple?”

      His brow furrowed, and he shook his head. “Only the myth that it can give immortality, which as a dragon, I have no need of.” He shrugged.

      “Do you know of anything else that does the same thing?” Bellamy asked.

      “No,” he replied. “But the prophecy does say your hunter will live as long as the four of you.”

      “Does it say how?” I asked.

      He pressed his lips together and shook his head. “No, I’m sorry I can’t be more helpful.”

      With a sigh, I crossed my arms. Logically, I knew that making immortality easy wasn’t something the Gods would do, but it was still frustrating.

      “Why not ask the Gods you saved to give a blessing? Didn’t you help Apollo, not to mention all of them that call the Underworld home?”

      “Hades said that Zeus would have to give a blessing.”

      Baldwin tossed the towel over his shoulder. “You’ll have better luck with the Golden Apple.”

      “That is what it is starting to sound like,” I admitted. I just wanted the easy button though.

      “Well, thanks for nothing, Baldwin, we need to get back to our girl,” Bellamy quipped, his annoyance at the situation clear, and turned back toward the bedroom we arrived in. When I didn’t follow immediately, he paused. “I will leave you here. And I will cover up the scent you put all over our girl with my own.”

      I snorted and said a brief goodbye to Baldwin before I jogged after the temperamental demon.

      What was my life?

      “You were really going to leave me?”

      He looked over his shoulder at me, the swirling portal already open to Lex’s apartment. He shrugged. “I don’t make idle threats, you should know that already. But you’re here now, so you can come back, I suppose.” He grinned, a mischievous glint to his eye that told me he wouldn’t have left me.

      A surprised laugh puffed out of me. Was it strange that I had a favorite when it came to Samantha’s other guys?

      “You’re not so bad yourself, dragon,” Bellamy said with a wink. “After you.”

      The room was dark, and Alastor still had Sammy wrapped in his arms. They were both sound asleep, not moving a muscle as we entered the room. Cerberus popped up his heads to see us, before settling back down. I moved over to the couch and dropped down, propping my legs up and throwing my arm over my eyes.

      Bellamy sat in the armchair, kicking his feet onto the coffee table. Neither of us wanted to wake the other two by joining them. It was all decided without a word between us.
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      The mood was subdued the next morning. Bellamy and Raiden left on an adventure without me, while Lex went for a visit to his mom, all of them returned already. Both in search of another way. But I was ready to go find that mythical apple and take a giant bite.

      We had a simple breakfast of sugary cereal before heading back to the Underworld.

      Hades smiled as he saw us. “Are you ready?”

      “Yep, no mirror needed,” Bellamy replied, his tone conveying how proud he was of Alastor.

      A flush pinked Alastor’s cheeks as he ducked his head.

      “It seems finding love has unlocked all of your powers, son.”

      “That is usually what it takes,” Persephone replied. The dress she wore, covered in flowers, flowed with an unnatural wind as she rested her hand on her husband's shoulder. “I didn’t have full control until after I met you.”

      He placed his hand over hers before pressing a kiss to the fingers that were still visible. “Mine as well, dear.”

      “You knew that was why I hadn’t shown?” Alastor asked.

      “I hoped,” Hades replied. “But we loved you regardless. Now, I imagine you are ready to start your adventure and don’t want to stand here listening to your parents profess their love.”

      Hades stood up and walked to the middle of the room. He lifted his hand, waving it in the air between us. A portal opened, a dark landscape on the other side.

      We stepped through to the other side, and the portal snapped shut behind us. I glanced around. A small hill was in front of us, blue flowers covered every surface they could, while a small trail was cut between them, revealing a walking path laid with stones. That must be the way.

      Up over the hill, the starry expanse spread out around us. It looked like that famous painting, swirling stars some closer than the others. And beyond where we stood was a dark path leading into who knew what.

      I took a deep breath, my heart pounding in my chest as we stood at the edge of the world, the vast unknown stretching before me. It was an actual place we had been searching for. Bellamy's sarcastic remark broke the tension, as always.

      "Well, here we are at the edge of everything. Who knew the view would be so breathtaking?" Bellamy's tone was laced with playful sarcasm, his blue skin shimmering under the ethereal light.

      Raiden, always the counterbalance to Bellamy's snark now, chuckled. "Indeed, Bell. I suppose we should ask the Gods for a refund on this scenic tour."

      They grinned over at Alastor as if he would be the one to issue them a refund. He shook his head and rolled his eyes but didn’t say a word.

      I glanced between my guys, seeking reassurance amidst my own uncertainty, yet not putting a voice to it. Lex, ever attentive, stepped closer and placed a comforting hand on my shoulder. His touch sent warmth spreading through me, a soothing presence in the midst of the unknown. It was all so strange. I wanted to be here and to find the Golden Apple, but yet, I felt scared almost. It was a foreign feeling for me.

      "Take your time, Samantha," Lex said softly. "We're here with you. The edge of the world may seem daunting, but remember, we've overcome so much already. Together, we can face anything."

      I nodded, grateful for Lex's steady presence. Alastor, standing beside me, radiated hope and determination. His eyes were filled with an unwavering belief in our shared destiny. I only had to lead the way. Morpheus had made that clear in his instructions; I had to be the one to find the Golden Apple. If my guys plucked it from the tree, I couldn’t eat it because it would rot in my grip. That was if the tree was even still growing.

      "Think of the possibilities, Samantha," Alastor said, his voice filled with anticipation. "To defy the natural course of time, to experience eternity alongside the ones you love. It's a chance we can't ignore. I’m sure I’m not the only one that can’t live without you now."

      Bellamy slung an arm around Alastor's shoulder, a smirk playing on his lips. "Oh, Alastor, always the optimist. But remember, eternity is a long time. You sure Samantha’s ready for that?"

      He was joking obviously. The thought of staying with them forever was like a balm to my soul. A kick in my stomach, that felt a little like gas bubbles, told me the life I was carrying inside of me agreed. I rubbed my belly as I looked at each of them. Who knew this was where we would end up? A mythical place that quite literally was the edge of forever.

      A surge of emotions welled up within me. I leaned into Lex's touch, finding solace in his embrace, and then turned to face Bellamy and Raiden. “I’m ready.”

      I led the way into the shadowed lands ahead of us. It was silent and dark. But on a raised cliff was a single tree. It appeared dead, and my heart sank as my feet faltered.

      “Keep going, love,” Bellamy urged.

      Pulling in a steadying breath, I forced my legs to move me forward. If it was dead, it wasn’t a big deal. I was still young, and we would have years to find a solution. We had treated this like an urgent matter, but it wasn’t. Even if I aged a few more years, I wouldn’t look older than any of my guys, and I wouldn’t be older than them ever.

      I climbed up the rocky path toward the dead tree. A figure detached from the trunk as we approached.

      “Who comes to the edge of the world?”

      Her skin was brown like the bark, but smooth and beautiful, and I realized she hadn’t actually been a part of the tree. She had just been resting against it.

      I swallowed. “I came for a Golden Apple.”

      A tinkling laugh filled the air, stolen by a sudden wind whipping over the cliff. “Did you, now? Did you think you would waltz up to the tree and pluck one just for yourself?”

      I opened my mouth to respond when another beautiful woman stepped away from the trunk.

      “Don’t mind Violet, we don’t get visitors much. Not since Myra attempted to burn the tree to the ground. Rumors spread that it was dead. Yet, we are still forced to guard the shell of what's left. To coax it back to the land of the living.”

      “Greta, don’t share our secrets,” Violet hissed.

      “Secrets?” she laughed. “They can see with their own eyes that they have come here for a pointless cause.”

      My gaze ran over the tree. It was large and reached for the starry sky. Near the top was a bunch of leaves, and one shiny Golden Apple. My breath caught.

      Greta followed my line of sight. “The branches up to it wouldn’t hold your weight, even if we allowed you to pass.”

      I met her honeyed stare, getting trapped in the golden hues. “What do I need to do to pass you?”

      “Sammy,” Rai murmured.

      “It’s okay,” I replied. I had a plan. I didn’t need to climb the tree to get to the top, I had a dragon with me.

      A third woman moved away from the shadows cast around the tree. “Answer three questions honestly.” The grin on her face told me the questions would not be straightforward and easy to answer, but I nodded anyway.

      “Very well,” Greta sighed as if this was something they had done thousands of times, and she was tired of the game.

      “Wait, what if the questions can’t be answered honestly?” Lex asked.

      Violet lifted her eyebrows. “Only the honest deserve immortal life.”

      “Question one, if you had to choose between the life in your belly and the life of its father… Which life would you save?” Myra looked downright rabid and expectant as she waited for my answer.

      My chest clenched. I pressed my hand to my stomach. It was an impossible question. Raiden or a baby we created? There was only one answer that rang true to me.

      “I would sacrifice myself to save them both.”

      She grinned wide, her eyes sparkling. “That sounds like the truth, although not really picking between them.” She hummed as she looked at Violet. “Your turn, sis.”

      Violet stepped closer, her gaze running down my body to my feet and then slowly back up to my eyes. “What does it mean to live a fulfilled life, and how do you measure it?”

      “How can I answer that honestly? It is subjective.”

      She tilted her head. “You have to speak your truth.”

      I glanced at my guys. They fulfilled me. Before them, I wasn’t actually living. I was surviving and doing what I thought I was supposed to.

      “Love. To love and be loved, that makes a life fulfilled. Without that one thing, life is meaningless. There is no stick to measure it against because you either have it or you don’t.”

      My hands were shaking, and the sound of a freight train filled my ears, blocking out her response. I only knew I answered correctly when Greta nodded and stepped forward. I sucked in a breath as I tried to get my heart rate back under control. I wiped my clammy hands on my pants.

      One more question.

      Why did this feel harder than any battle we had faced? Probably because fighting was easy for me, emotions never had been. It was like taking my first steps as a toddler, I was still learning.

      "If you had to choose between saving the life of one of your men or saving the lives of a thousand strangers, what would you do?" She pressed her lips into a flat line as a dry swallow worked my throat, and my tongue felt like it grew twenty sizes.

      Truth. That was what she wanted. But the truth was awful. I would let the world burn if it meant keeping my men safe. Thousands of lives could never replace my guys. It didn’t matter that it was hypothetical. Uttering the words out loud felt like they would change something.

      Alastor stepped close behind me, his arm wrapping around my center as if he were giving me his strength. Did he know my answer? Did all of them?

      “I–I would save my men.” The world stood still. The wind ceased its blowing, and it was as if no one ever took a breath. “Does that make me unworthy of forever life?”

      “No. You didn’t actually sacrifice anyone,” Violet replied, her hand propped on her hip.

      “But I would,” I said.

      Raiden blocked my view of the Nymphs. He framed my face with his large calloused palms. “Each of us would do the same for you. You aren’t evil for those thoughts. Say you understand.” Urgency threaded through his words as if I didn’t say I understood they would lose me.

      “I understand, Rai, but–”

      “No buts,” he said, shaking his head. “Our lives are linked in a way that defies logic, and without even a single one of us, we wouldn’t be the same. We need each other.”

      Lex threaded his fingers through mine and squeezed as Alastor propped his head on my shoulder, and Bellamy’s tail wrapped around my calf. Touching each of them centered me, leveling my emotions out. I pulled in a steady breath, and Raiden dropped a butterfly kiss to my mouth before straightening.

      Greta watched me, her gaze serious. “Honesty is rare. Most mortals believe they are being honest while they lie to themselves.”

      “That’s it? For real? No tricks?” I asked.

      She nodded and stepped back, revealing the path to the base of the tree. “The branches are old and charred. Be careful, breaking your neck would be the opposite of what you wish to achieve.”

      Raiden shed his shirt, and then his fingers deftly undid his belt. When he popped the button of his jeans while kicking off his shoes, Violet leaned forward.

      “What are you doing?” Curiosity laced her question as she eyed him. I didn’t blame her because he was a piece of art.

      “I’m taking my girl for a ride,” he replied.

      “Uh, this isn’t really a place people have sex,” Myra said hesitantly. Violet shushed her loudly and waved her hand as if shooing her away.

      “But if you want to–” Violet trailed off.

      I snorted. “He’s a dragon.”

      Violet smirked like she already knew, and Myra sighed, giving a slight nod like she had also known, but it wasn’t where her mind went.

      As he dropped his jeans, their eyes followed. Then he shifted, his skin rippling into the silvery black scales. He huffed and leaned down far enough for Bellamy and Lex to boost me onto his back. As soon as I was settled, he took flight.

      He circled the tree, searching for the right angle to get me close enough to reach the apple. His wing span was too large. The only actual way of me reaching it would be to stand on his back as he hovered just below the branch.

      “Go low. I’ll stand,” I instructed him. He puffed out a breath of smoke that I took to say, no, that’s too dangerous. “It is the only way. Rai, it is either that or I climb the tree.”

      He instantly lowered. Flapping his wings just hard enough to keep himself aloft. I slowly put my legs under me and straightened out. Holding my breath, I stretched up on my tippy-toes to try to reach the fruit.

      “A little higher.”

      He bumped up a foot, and my fingers curled around the apple, easily plucking it from the tree.

      “Got it.”

      I slid back down to my ass, holding onto the apple as he took us back to the ground.

      Greta tilted her head as I found my feet on the ground. “You are sure you want to live forever?”

      She clasped her hands behind her back as she glanced from me to the Golden Apple.

      “Yes.”

      “There is no undoing this. Your family will grow old and die, while you stay as you are.”

      “But I have two families. The one I was born into, and this one right here. I want to stay with them, and forever isn’t long enough.”

      With those final words, I lifted the fruit to my lips and took a bite. The flesh was crisp and fresh, a flavor that was similar to an apple, yet not the same at all coated my tongue. And magic, pure and bright flowed through me, changing me. I could feel it all the way down to my soul as euphoria spread to the tips of my fingers and down to my toes.

      “Welcome to forever,” Violet said. “I hope you don’t regret it too much.”
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      Sometimes I still want to pinch myself at how everything turned out. The last five months of finding our place in Tartus and our quest to get the apple, it was complete. Everything as it should be and nothing like I imagined when I ran to the mortal world seeking an end to everything only to find the beginning. And I wouldn’t change a moment.

      Samantha, Lex, Alastor, and Raiden, the four of them were the people that mattered to me. I finally knew why my brother left the Horde, because I would have too. Love was a powerful thing and worth more than everything else. Who knew a demon could love so hard. Maybe I loved so hard because I was a demon.

      Whatever it was, they were all mine.

      I watched as Alastor attempted to show Lex how to cook. It was probably a lost cause but amusing all the same.

      “Don’t burn it,” I snarked. My gaze dropped to the grilled cheese in the pan. It already smelled like it might be getting a bit dark.

      Lex shoved the spatula beneath the bread, and it crumpled like a sheet of paper being crushed by a heavy hand. Cheese leaked out of it to sizzle on the pan.

      “Better luck next time,” Raiden replied. We shared a look before bursting into laughter.

      Lex grumbled as he tossed the sandwich into the trash. Samantha and Ty arrived in the midst of the whole situation, and the look on her brother's face as he took in the scene made Raiden and I laugh harder.

      “Don’t mind those two,” Lex said as he plopped another sandwich into the hot pan. “They are jerks.”

      “They just want to starve today,” Alastor added with a pointed look at us both.

      Samantha circled the kitchen island and gave Lex and Alastor each a kiss in greeting after placing the bag of groceries she had brought back onto the counter. It was enough for the week we planned in the mortal world. A vacation from all the semi-ruling; if I knew that was possible, maybe things would have turned out differently.

      Not that we had taken over for my father yet. He had announced to the Horde that Samantha would deal out any punishment of demons that fell out of line and caused issues in the mortal world. It seemed to keep them in line much the same way as the threat of the monster under a bed kept a child in their bed at night.

      Tyler propped his elbows on the counter and looked between us. “The key to a good grilled cheese is the temperature of the pan. If you have that right, then once it is cooked on one side, it flips really easy,” he said. “You two need to be nicer.” He wagged his finger between Rai and me.

      Raiden huffed out a laugh. “I’m plenty nice, and so is Bell, for a demon.” He winked at me, and I grinned, my fangs fully visible with my wide smile.

      “Samantha could tell you how nice I am,” I suggested.

      Ty slapped his hands over his ears and shook his head. “No thanks.” He shuddered dramatically, which earned him a smack on the shoulder from his sister as she passed him to come over to us.

      “Bell can be very nice,” she agreed as she pressed her soft lips to mine.

      Immediately, my scent started to leak out. Maybe someday I would get that under control, but it didn’t seem like it would be soon. I was like a teenage boy that couldn’t get enough sex. A smile tugged at her lips as she pulled away, and her thoughts didn’t help matters when I picked up the stray idea of climbing into my lap and taking things a bit too far.

      But then she turned to Rai and gave him a kiss too. He tugged her between his legs and wrapped his arm around her middle. Her belly was showing more and more each day, and one of my favorite things, besides sex, was feeling the little life inside of her kick. Sometimes, at night, I would lay awake with my palm on her stomach waiting for them to come.

      We would be parents soon, and that in itself felt scarier than all the battles we faced. A chance to fuck up a new life while trying to do the best for them. Yeah, that was terrifying, but also exciting—not the possibility of fucking things up, but of doing it right.
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      Raiden and I entered Lex’s apartment to the welcomed scent of sex on the air. The guys all looked well fucked as Raiden pulled me into his lap in the arm chair.

      “Looks like you boys had a little fun,” I said.

      Bellamy grinned like a cat that caught the canary. “I still have more fun in me.” He wiggled his eyebrows, and I laughed, my hand settling over my stomach.

      “I thought this vacation was about relaxing,” Raiden replied.

      “Sex is relaxing, and if it isn’t, you aren’t doing it right. Do you need pointers?” Bellamy said.

      Knowing exactly where this conversation was going, I popped off of Raiden’s lap and headed for the small open kitchen. They playfully poked at each other as I made a sandwich. Lex followed me, leaning against the island.

      “You look happy,” I said.

      “Thanks to you.” He trailed a hand down my side, sending pleasant tingles through me.

      A smile pulled at my lips. “What do you mean?” I’d been gone while they all had their orgy.

      “Without you coming into my club three years ago and ordering me to fuck you, I would have never found the place I belong.”

      A full blown grin spread across my lips at the memory. That was probably the start of the best decision I had ever made in my life, or maybe the start was returning for seconds and thirds. Before eventually making him my sole one night stand that just happened over and over again.

      “You were an amazing fuck,” I said with a laugh.

      “Were?”

      I smoothed his beard down over his cheek. “You still are.”

      “Am I your favorite right now?” he asked.

      Moistening my lips, I glanced over at the other three. “I think I lost count of who gave me my last orgasm.”

      “It’s okay, I can be your favorite later,” he said.

      Happiness. A familiar feeling now inhabited my very soul. I hadn’t known what I was missing, but now I could never live without it.

      “Rubbing my feet might get you that status now,” I replied. Why did no one ever mention how much your feet ached when you were in your third trimester?

      He lifted my plate with the sandwich on it and headed back to the living area. He stopped in front of the empty armchair and looked back at me. “Don’t make me wait, I want to be the favorite.”

      The other three perked up at that sentence, and I laughed as I crossed the space and sank into the chair. He knelt at my feet and pulled them into his lap. Then slowly he removed my shoes and started rubbing them with his magical fingers.

      The sounds he elicited from me should be only reserved for making love, but damn, it was almost as good.

      “Why weren’t we informed that there was another way to earn that?” Bellamy asked.

      I lifted my eyes to his, and he tilted his head to the side as he waited for my answer. “It’s new. Probably good for the remainder of this pregnancy.”

      “It is called sharing, Bell, deal with it,” Raiden said.

      A laugh popped out of Alastor, but he didn’t say anything as Bellamy slowly turned his attention to Raiden.

      “Kettle, black,” Bellamy replied, gesturing between them.

      Rai lifted a shoulder in a half shrug. “I’ve gotten better.”

      “He has,” Alastor said.

      This was my life now. Full of everything I could ever want and tons of things I would have never thought to ask for but couldn’t live without. It was funny how the twists and turns of life changed you and made you grow. Even if you refused, it beat against you until you relented. And I was glad it did.

      Their conversation flowed around us as Lex worked his magic on my feet. I just floated on the cloud of pleasure his fingers were causing until eventually sleep claimed me right there in the warmth of Lex’s apartment above the club where it all started.
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      SAMANTHA

      The celebration was in the air, the palace was ready. Still, not even motherhood could prepare me for becoming a Queen of not one but three kingdoms. Yet the day had arrived.

      The roughly two years had flown by in the Underworld. Time passed slower in the mortal world, and we’d put it off as long as possible. And I was looking forward to it.

      Battles were won, and Osiris was no longer a threat, the demons had settled and life had gone on.

      Junior kicked happily in my arms, trying to squirm from my hold as he caught sight of Grandpa Hades, his favorite grandparent apparently. We would never tell my father that.

      Raiden caught the movement and helped our son down. “Go on, you can see Grandpa Hades.”

      Junior squealed and wobbled across the throne room, demonstrating his new ability to walk, his arms outstretched for him. “Poppop.”

      “Do I look old enough to be a Grandpa?” he grumbled as he knelt down and scooped him up, a wide smile spread across his face.

      “Yes,” all four of my men said at the same time.

      Junior giggled as if he understood what they meant. Hades shook his head and bounced him in his arms.

      “I’m not that old,” he scoffed.

      “No dear, you aren’t,” Persephone murmured, dropping a kiss on her grandson’s cheek, before pinning Hades with a mischievous grin and adding in a mock whisper, “but you do enjoy when I call you daddy.”

      “Ugh, Mom,” Alastor groaned, slapping his hands over his ears in an attempt to not hear more.

      Lex and Bellamy chuckled, while Raiden backed Alastor up. “We really didn’t need that image.”

      “You will understand in time,” she replied.

      “Look, Poppop, fly,” Junior chirped. His favorite words. Could mommy or daddy be first? No. Just Poppop and fly.

      We moved as one to stop his shift, chaos breaking out, and Cerberus bounding between us as if we were playing a game. Bellamy reached him first, and Junior caught hold of his tail with a hiccuping laugh, breathing fire and setting the tip on fire before he flew higher.

      Rai grimaced as Bellamy swore. Lex kept pace below Junior. His shifts were sporadic, and he could shift mid flight and tumble out of the air. Alastor and Cer mirrored him as they moved across the room.

      My heart beat as fast as a hummingbird's wings, I would never get used to him turning into a dragon and taking flight.

      “Such a good dragon,” Lex baby-talked. “Come show Daddy Lex how well you fly.”

      “Daddy Alastor would like to see too,” Alastor added, concern deepening his cultured voice.

      “Leave my grandson alone, he’s showing Poppop how to fly,” Hades commanded.

      Never in my life did I think I’d end up in the Great Throne room of Tartus with Hades scolding us as we attempted to get our son out of the air. Hours before being crowned Queen. It was surreal and a little magical.

      Cer nudged my stomach and our baby girl nestled safely inside kicked. This one was definitely a Goddess if her strength of hanging from my ribcage meant anything. And she would give her brother a run for his money in protecting her.

      Could life get any better? No. I didn’t think it could.
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      If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review. (Honestly, any reviews are welcomed because all opinions have weight.) Thank you for reading, I write for myself but I love sharing my story with others that enjoy them too.
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