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Chapter One
KATRINA
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Ithought the most peculiar day of my existence was when I turned eighteen, when the orphanage, my only known abode since, forever, handed me a bag of my personal belongings. You know the type, one of those enormous black sacks filled with clothes, the kind you often see fosters lugging from one home to another, and a folder containing my documents.

Looking back, it was far from the most peculiar day of my life, but it marked the beginning of a new chapter. It was the moment my entire life took a dramatic and unexpected turn.
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“Well, here you are.” Ms. Myers hands me the garbage sack she’s thoroughly inspected, along with a tattered brown envelope, her voice tinged with both sympathy and relief.

“What’s this?” I eye the envelope in her hands, hesitant to take it.

“Not sure. It was left in your bassinet, along with that book.”

That book.

The children’s novel now rests wrapped in one of my old white tees, snugly nestled in my garbage bag. The one about gods and goddesses, with the inscription scrawled inside: To Our Dearest Daughter, Katrina Amerie. Since the day I learned to read, I’ve pored over its pages, again and again, desperately searching for some secret—some truth—about why I was left alone on the orphanage steps eighteen years ago.

“It said not to open until your eighteenth birthday, so we kept it for you.” She pushes the envelope into my hand, watching me like she expects me to rip it open right then.

Instead, I slide it into the back pocket of my almost threadbare blue jeans. I want privacy—just a sliver of quiet—to face whatever answers it might hold.

“Okay then,” she tuts, rolling her eyes. “After you.”

She gestures toward her office door, signaling me to step out before grabbing her bag and falling into step behind me.

“We’ll take a quick trip to the Workforce office to get you set up with a job, and then I can drop you off at your new place.”

The ride there is silent. The envelope presses against me like a heartbeat. I ache to tear it open, devour the contents, and drown in the answers I’ve longed for. My hand twitches, creeping toward my back pocket⁠—

Thunk. The car jerks as Ms. Myers throws it in park, her grunt signaling we’ve arrived.

She climbs out, slams the door behind her, and doesn’t wait for me. Typical. Ms. Myers and I have never exactly been close. Let’s just say we won’t be shedding tears when we part ways later today.

“Hurry along. We’re already late for our appointment.”

Her eyes narrow when she sees I’m bringing my sack.

“This is all I have,” I snap, the words sharp with more hurt than I want to admit.

We’re in a rough part of town. I’m not risking my bag getting snatched just because someone thinks it looks like trash. Ms. Myers has a warm, cozy home to go back to. Me? My life fits inside this sack: a week’s worth of panties and socks, five pairs of faded blue jeans, two decent dresses, a handful of seen-better-days shirts, and that children’s book.

“Whatever.” She rolls her eyes again, throws her shoulders back like she’s walking a runway, and strides through the revolving glass doors of the Workforce office.
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“So, you’ll report to work on Monday, and we’ll deposit your check directly into this bank account on the first and third Friday of every month.” Lacy hands me an envelope filled with all my information, her smile polished and professional.

“Thank you,” I mumble, eyes lowered, anxiety simmering beneath my skin after nearly two hours of paperwork, policy reviews, and polite corporate smiles.

“Welcome to the real world, Katrina. I wish you outstanding success. Please come find me if you need any further assistance.” Her smile doesn’t falter—not even a twitch—as she politely dismisses both Ms. Myers and me.

I don’t bother acknowledging her goodbye. She’s just doing her job. We all know—I should say, the three of us know—I won’t be back. These agencies might claim to help the poor, but without an orphanage handler or a social worker riding your coattails, you’re just another name on a file they’ll forget by Monday.

No, from here on out, I’m on my own. And I’ll make it.

Because failure isn’t an option.
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“Well, here are your keys. The orphanage generously covered the full payment for the apartment’s first three months. Oh, and here’s the bus schedule and a yearly pass—it’ll get you to and from work.”

Ms. Myers hands me a single key and another envelope. “Take care, Katrina.”

“Thanks.” I take the envelope and key, then tack on, “Have a great night,” at the last second, remembering the manners the orphanage worked so hard to instill.

Grabbing my sack and paperwork, I step out of the car—walking away from my life as an orphan and toward my new one as Katrina Amerie, the newly hired server at Jack’s Sports Bar and Grill.

Ms. Myers speeds off, tires screeching like a punctuation mark on her relief to be rid of me. I take a deep breath and hoist the heavy sack onto my shoulder.

The sidewalk is cracked and uneven, every step a challenge as I approach building G, apartment 13. The complex is rundown, with flaking paint and shards of broken glass glinting in the parking lot. It doesn’t take long to find my building—its number barely legible, faded into the wood.

The entryway reeks of cigarettes. Across the way, an overflowing ashtray sits beside a still-burning butt. Looks like my new neighbors are smokers.

Not that I mind.

The smell is oddly comforting, reminding me of Gretchen, one of my foster mothers and the closest thing I ever had to a parent. I lived with her and her husband for two years. I would’ve stayed, too, if it weren’t for the accident that left me parentless all over again.

Inside, I’m relieved to find the studio fully furnished, if only barely. A rickety two-seater dining table. A twin-sized bed shoved into the corner, dust clinging to old sheets. An antique-looking TV that probably doesn’t work—not that I care. I’ve always preferred books.

The place smells like a used bookstore—musty, lived-in, and forgotten. I want to air it out, but that’ll have to wait. This part of town isn’t safe enough to risk inviting anyone—or anything—in.

I deadbolt the door and strip the dusty sheets from the bed, coughing as dust clouds rise in protest. The mattress underneath is stained and lumpy, the kind that’s seen too many nights and too little care. Disgusting, but it’s mine.

Maybe once I’ve got money saved, I’ll get something better.

I toss the soiled linens into the closet, planning to wash them when I can, then grab my bag and start unpacking the few clothes I own, stacking them neatly on the bare shelves.

The sack, once emptied, gets torn in half and laid across the mattress to cover the worst of the stains. Then I lie back, reaching into my back pocket for the tattered brown envelope.

It’s light and doesn’t feel like it contains answers, but maybe it doesn’t need to. Maybe the answer is a simple Sorry, kid. You were a mistake.

I study the seal. It’s deep red and stamped with a cross and crown. The words below are too faded to read, but above the image, I can just make out: Sigillum Dei ViVi.

My thumb traces the raised edge. In my mind, I conjure her—a gentle woman with long silver hair, and blue eyes that mirror mine, pressing the seal into place with trembling hands and tear-streaked cheeks. Her heart locked inside.

When I feel wetness on my cheeks, I blink the fantasy away and tear the envelope open from the side, careful not to break the seal.

Inside are two papers—one thick, like parchment, the other small and rectangular. The latter is a money order, made out to me. The amount makes my breath catch, but the payor line is blank. Setting it aside I look at the piece of parchment. It’s stunning with words handwritten in an elegant, archaic script. The penmanship looks like it belongs in a museum. It’s the kind of writing you’d swear took years to perfect, each letter deliberate, sacred.

I think of my own chicken scratch and smirk. Most of my teachers thought I’d grow up to be a doctor or a math professor—just based on how impossible it was to read my handwriting.

This letter feels important, almost sacred.

I take a deep breath and tell myself not to expect anything. That whatever’s in here probably won’t hold the answers I’ve spent my life chasing.

But I read it anyway, letting myself get lost in the words left behind for me eighteen years ago.

Dearest Katrina,

My Beloved Daughter,

There’s so much I wish to say, so much I wish I could tell you, but I can’t. For your safety, there are only certain things I can reveal. So, here I sit, finding myself at a loss for words as I struggle to write this letter to the daughter I’ve always wanted under these limitations. But I didn’t want to leave you, Katrina; I didn’t want you to feel unloved and unwanted because you aren’t. You’re loved more than the mere capabilities of this world. You’re treasured and wanted, wanted so damned much. You’re everything your father and I could have dreamed of.

We were so excited when we found out we were pregnant. We made plans and changed our lives so you could fit into it with us, but even the best-laid plans sometimes fail. And as you can see, ours did. Someone found out about you, my dear, and it put you in grave danger, seeing as you should have never come into existence.

And so, with broken hearts, your father and I decided to give you away with the hope that without us, you’d live a life full of happiness and joy. A life free from danger and damnation.

Our greatest hope is that the danger will cease to exist and that we will reconnect someday. But if that day never comes, please know that we love you immensely and willingly sacrificed everything for you, and we will do the same all over again.

Please take the deposit and use the funds to start your new life, daughter. Be the person you want to be, not the person your very existence has destined you to become. Unfortunately, this is the only gift your father and I can give you.

Love forever, beyond the stars and back,

Mother

(And Dad. Your mom tried to sneak this letter in without me knowing; she said the fewer who knew, the better. The sneaky vixen. But I couldn’t help myself when I saw it. I needed to write to you, my little angel, my darkness and light. I needed to tell you that Daddy loves you and always will. I’ve left behind something to help you when the time comes. Read it and memorize it. One day, you’ll recognize it for what it is.)


Chapter Two
KATRINA
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With cheeks drenched in tears, I stare down at the sopping-wet letter, frustration churning in my gut. I’m even more confused now than before I read the damn thing.

I rifle through the pages again, desperate for something more. There has to be more. This can’t be it. I refuse to believe it. And yet, the truth stares me in the face—this is all my parents left behind: a cryptic, maddening letter, a children's book, and a hundred-thousand-dollar money order made out in my name.

My dad—or the man claiming to be him—wants me to study something. But there’s nothing else here.

Unless…

No. Surely not.

But there’s only one thing left.

Could he possibly mean the book?

I cross the room and pull it from the closet. A History of Lore and Mythology, Kid Style.

Yep, that’s the title. Like the author poured their entire soul into the contents and forgot to slap a proper name on the cover—just scrawled the inner workings of the book itself and called it done. A children’s version of myth, stripped of all complexity, dumbed down to rhyme and whimsy.

I’ve read this damned book a hundred times. The words are beginning to fade, worn by the oils on my fingertips. It’s never given me anything—no answers, no clues. Just stories.

When I was younger, I used to imagine my parents were scholars—brilliant theologians who disappeared on some mythological mission in a remote village, booby-trapped by curses or gods. It was my favorite fantasy.

But now… now I wonder if they were just insane.

The spiral comes fast—why, what if, why not me—and I feel myself slipping beneath it. I squeeze my eyes shut, take a breath, and try to claw my way back.

It doesn’t matter why they left. It happened. It’s done. Eighteen years ago, they made a choice, and no amount of wondering will undo it. Knowing their reasons won’t change the outcome.

When the emotional storm finally passes, I blink up at the clock on the wobbly table and groan when I see the time. It’s just past midnight and I’ve got an early day tomorrow. Tucking the letter and money order back into the tattered envelope I slide it beneath the plastic sheet laid across the mattress. Curling onto my side, I focus on my breathing, counting each inhale, each exhale, until sleep finally comes for me.
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“All right, since you’re under twenty-one, you’ll have to stay on this side of the restaurant,” Greta, the GM, declares, waving a hand to indicate the invisible line dividing the bar and grill. “I’m mostly stationed over there—kids get rowdy—but Jackie-boy here,” she motions to the brown-haired boy approaching us, “has been managing this section since he started working here at sixteen. Jackie’s your go-to if you’ve got any questions.”

Jackie-boy, as she affectionately calls him, wiggles his fingers at us, sticks out his tongue, and breezes past.

“Can’t talk, Greta—gotta get this order in. Mr. High-and-Mighty decided to drop by.”

I raise a brow, silently asking the obvious.

Greta doesn’t leave me hanging. “The mayor’s son. Comes in every shift Jackie works, orders enough food for an army, and expects it fast. Then he parks himself here and eats for the entire duration of Jackie-boy’s shift. Poor kid. You’d think that mule-headed brat would’ve figured out by now this ain’t the way to get into Jackie’s pants.”

I nod in sympathy. It’s weirdly relatable.

Back when I was sixteen and living with Gretchen and her husband, I spent most of my free time in the library where they worked. That’s where my bully-turned-creep fixated on me. Spoiler alert: he walked in on me and my boyfriend in the index section—yep, the old, dusty, no-man’s-land of library archives—and beat the crap out of him before confessing his undying love. Gretchen had to help me file a restraining order. Fun times.

“Grab yourself a pop and hang out here until Jackie-boy circles back. He’ll show you the ropes,” Greta says, pointing to an empty booth near the bathrooms. “You won’t make any tips tonight,” she pauses, gives me a once-over, and smirks, “but study him close and you’ll make up for it tomorrow. With tits and ass like yours, you’ll be rakin’ it in.”

“Err… thanks,” I mumble, crossing my arms over my chest uncomfortably.

“Damn kids these days don’t know how to take a feckin’ compliment,” she mutters, wandering off.

I groan, then slide into the booth, resting my head against the cool tabletop. I’m physically and mentally wiped. Last night was a mess of tossing and turning, and I was convinced I’d miss my alarm and blow my first day.

“Hey, gorgeous!” a deep voice startles me. A guy slides in beside me without an invitation. “Mind if I take this seat?”

At first glance, he seems okay—medium build in a too-tight gray shirt, short-cropped bleached hair, green eyes framed by wire glasses, and a nose stud that doesn’t quite match the rest of him. He might’ve had a chance… if not for the sirens going off in my head. Something’s off. Way off.

“Actually, she does,” a female voice cuts in before I can answer.

A girl with fiery red hair slides into my peripheral.

“She’s not interested, Jasper.”

“How would you know, Jill?” Jasper leans in, his chest brushing my bare arm. Goosebumps break out along my skin, and not the good kind.

“Because she’s right,” I snap, shoving him off me. “I didn’t invite you to sit with me—let alone on me. Leave.”

“Rawr,” he growls, pawing the air like a cat in mid-hiss. “Feisty.”

I open my mouth to rip him a new one, but the redhead beats me to it.

“Jasper, fuck off before I get Gretchen. Unless I’m wrong, you’re on your last strike.”

His face twists, but he slinks away, oozing across the floor like the snake he is, disappearing into the over-21 section and behind the bar.

Great. I work with Captain Creep.

“Sorry ’bout that, new girl,” the redhead chuckles, slipping into the seat across from me. “Figured you could use a hand. Hope I didn’t overstep.”

“No, thank you,” I say, offering a smile.

She’s magnetic—big brown eyes, wide smile, firecracker energy. Her tight black tee hugs her curves like a second skin, the neckline plunging just enough to make Greta’s earlier comment echo in my head. Add a leather choker, and she’s clearly dressed for a high-tip night.

“Like what you see?” she teases, groping her chest with a wink.

“Easy, Jill. She’s straight,” another voice joins in as a guy slides in next to her, laughing at the blush exploding across my cheeks.

“Can’t blame a girl for trying,” Jill says with a grin, dropping her hands and reaching out to shake mine. “I’m Jill. Dumbass next to me is Jack, my twin brother.”

I glance between the two of them. “Jack and Jill? Seriously? That’s rough.”

“Yeah, our parents are sick fucks,” Jack deadpans.

“Real demented,” Jill agrees, laughing.

I can’t help but chuckle. They’re ridiculous.

“Oh, and it’s Jack. Just Jack. Only Greta gets away with Jackie-boy.”

“Got it,” I say with a casual thumbs up, sipping at my almost-empty Coke.

“So, new girl,” Jill starts.

“Katrina,” I cut in.

“Kat. Love it,” she purrs.

“You love anything related to pussy,” Jack shoots back, grinning as his sister rolls her eyes.

“Shove it, Twink,” she says fondly. “Oh, did I mention we’re gay twins?”

“The Gay Nursery Rhyme Twins,” I say with a low whistle. “How have I not heard of you before?”

Their matching grins tell me I’ve officially passed the vibe check.

“I keep telling Jackie-boy here we need our own reality show,” Jill says, stretching.

“We’re already rich,” Jack replies.

“But that’s always his response,” Jill groans, hopping out of the booth. “Time to clock in before Mama starts breathing fire about my ‘lack of professionalism.’”

I blink. “Your mom works here too?”

Jack throws an arm around my shoulders and tugs me to my feet. “Didn’t you know, Kat? Mom and Dad own the place.”


Chapter Three
KATRINA
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Three Years Later

“See ya later, Be-otch!” Jill hollers, waving at me as we split up outside the sports bar, heading to our respective living spaces.

“Can’t we just stay in tonight?” I beg my besties, hoping—praying—they’ll cave.

“Hell no!” Jack declares, looping arms with his twin. “It’s finally your twenty-first, bitch, and we’re doing way more than just getting drunk behind the bar.”

“Fine,” I sigh, accepting defeat. Birthday girl or not, these two always win.

I hurry off toward the bus stop, head down and boots stomping against the sidewalk. I reach it just in time, sliding in front of the closing doors and blocking them with my foot. Note to self: thank the universe for choosing boots over sneakers today.

“Sorry,” I mumble to the driver, flashing my pass and trudging down the aisle. I flop into the first open seat and sink into the cushion.

So yeah. I’m officially twenty-one.

I can now work the bar side, which, while full of grabby men and catty women, is so worth it. Tonight’s tips alone cover my rent and then some. Tomorrow, I’m asking Mama Nursery for more bar shifts.

Hopefully, she and Pops won’t see it as favoritism. That’s the one downside of being besties with the infamous twins: their parents treat me just as strictly as they do them. “No perks for being in with the family,” Pops always says whenever one of us complains.

Not that I complain much. Honestly, I love it.

After eighteen years of floating through other people’s homes, I finally have a family to call my own. I’d take a thousand grounding lectures and awkward bar duty over being invisible again.

Even if it means hearing the grotesque—and far too detailed—story of the twins’ conception every few weeks.

“Well, Mama was a senior in college, just a semester shy of her business degree. I’d just started the MBA program,” Pops always starts, his voice already thick with pride and amusement. “Then Grandad Jake—my grandpa—calls and says we gotta come down to the lake for Christmas. So we’re chugging along in my old Silverado, and a blizzard rolls in. Can’t see a damn thing.”

At this point, Mama usually interjects with, “Well, almost everything,” in that not-quite-amused tone she’s mastered over the years.

Pops, of course, barrels on. “I pull over—calm and prepared, as always—and grab the foil blanket and a cheap bottle of red I stashed in the back. I kick the seats back, knowing if we can’t see anyone, no one can see us. And, well… one thing led to another. Eight months later, Jack and Jill burst into the world. And I’ll always be grateful that Silverado didn’t go sliding down that hill.”

I can’t stop the laugh that escapes me just thinking about it—about Jack and Jill screaming at their father to shut up, and Mama turning a shade of red not found in nature.

The snort earns me a side-eye from my seat neighbor, an ancient woman with enough judgment in her expression to curdle milk. But I grin anyway.

Because today, for once, I’m not annoyed. I’m not lonely. I’m not stuck in the past.

I’m twenty-one. I’ve got a job, a home, and a family that overshares. And I wouldn’t change a damn thing.
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As I walk up my front steps, I spot a package on the landing. Odd—since I haven’t ordered anything. I scoop it up, step inside, kick off my snow-caked boots, toss my purse on the table, and start opening it.

Just as I peel back the last bit of tape, my phone rings. I don’t even check the caller ID. It can only be one of two people, and either way, my answer is the same.

“Absolutely not!” I bark into the phone, skipping hello.

“Oh, come on, Kat,” Jill whines. I can practically see her big puppy eyes and pouty lip already. “You haven’t even tried it on yet.”

“I don’t need to try it on,” I snap, pulling the so-called ‘dress’ from the box. My lip curls in pure horror. It’s barely longer than a napkin—short enough to qualify for the toddler section at Macy’s.

“There’s no way this is going to fit,” I mutter, double-checking the size tag and marveling at the designer’s bold delusion.

“Yes, it will. Jack had it commissioned just for you, babe. You’ll look totes hot. His words, not mine. Now get dressed before I have to force you into it.”

“Jill, I’m not⁠—”

“We’ll see you in a bit. We’re taking the town car. Love ya. Bye!”

“Damn bitches,” I grumble at the dial tone.

Leaving the scandalous scrap of fabric on the table, I head to the fridge, grab the energy drink I’ve been saving, and make a beeline for the bathroom. My glorified footbath of a tub is calling my name. I crank the hot water, dump in half a bottle of lavender bubbles, and sink into the bliss. The water kisses my sore muscles, and I let out a moan, eyes drifting shut. Just for a few minutes. Then I’ll scrub, shave, and deal with the dress from hell.

Laughter and familiar voices yank me out of my bubble-induced coma.

“Damn it, Kat, looks like you’re choosing force!” Jill shouts. I hear rustling as she yanks the dress from the box.

“Ooo, kinky,” Jack whistles. “Let me grab my camera and set up a live stream!”

I sink lower into the water until only my nose and eyes remain above the bubbles. Maybe if I play dead, they’ll give up and go away.

Fat chance.

“Come on, Trina!” Jack hollers. “You’ve soaked long enough! You stay in there any longer and you’ll prune. Ain’t no dick want a wrinkly vadge!”

“Three… two…” Jill starts counting.

Shit.

I slap the water and scramble to feel if I can get away without shaving. Yup. We’re good. I shoot out of the tub, slipping slightly on the wet tile, and wrap myself in a towel just as Jill flings the door open.

“Damn. Missed the show.”

“Oh, baby,” I purr, brushing a finger under her chin as I strut past, “you know the real show’s after tequila.” I wink, snatching the dress from her hands.

Her eyes are glued to my backside, and I fight the urge to laugh. Just before I reach the privacy curtain separating my “bedroom” from the rest of the studio, I drop my towel.

Jill gasps.

I cackle and duck behind the curtain, yanking it shut.

“Trina, one. Jill, zero,” Jack announces, clearly amused.

“Whatever,” Jill croaks, and for a second—just a second—I almost feel bad.

“I’ll be just a minute!” I shout, still giggling.

“Hurry up, bitch! I am ready to par-tay!” Jack yells, just as I turn on my blow dryer, drowning him out.

I start working through my curls, silently praying for cooperation. Within seconds, regret sets in as my silver strands rebel under the heat.

“Goddamnit!” I growl, slamming the dryer onto the vanity. I swap it for a brush and some gel, scraping my hair into a sleek ponytail. A few curls frame my face—manageable enough. Not quite Shirley Temple, but at least not Sideshow Bob.

I lean into the mirror and grab my makeup bag. Purple eyeshadow, heavy kohl liner, mascara to darken my lashes, and dark purple lipstick that matches my favorite stilettos. I finish with glittery gloss and give my reflection a skeptical once-over.

I should’ve put on the damn dress before the makeup.

Too late now.

I skip the bra—because there’s no room for one—and grab a black G-string. The dress slinks over my body like it was stitched in a strip club fitting room, clinging to every curve.

Just as I finish, Jack rips open the privacy curtain.

“Hurry up, Trina, I wanna hit the club before all the hot guys get claimed. This dry spell ends tonight.”

“Ever heard of patience, Jackie Boy?” I shoot back, slipping on my heels.

He opens his mouth—definitely to sass me—but instead, he just stares. Then smiles wide like a cat who found the cream.

“You slut,” he says, beaming. “You look fucking amazing. You’re going to kill Jill.”

“Kill who?” Jill asks, poking her head around the curtain. Her jaw drops. No words. Just stunned silence.

“Didn’t I tell you she’d look amazing?” Jack says smugly.

Still no response.

“You’ve got a killer body, Sis. I’ve been telling you for years to show it off,” Jack gushes. “I’m so glad I got to pick your outfit.”

“Are you sure it’s not too much?” I ask, glancing in the mirror.

“I have a backup outfit⁠—”

“Don’t you dare!” Jill finally shouts. “That would be a travesty. You look perfect. No—deadly. Like sex on wheels. Ain’t no man walking away from that.”

“Hell,” Jack adds, “if I weren’t strictly into peen, I’d be diddling you right now.”

“Gross,” I gag.

“Hey, once you’ve had Jack, there’s no going back,” he teases.

“Hey! I thought I was hitting on Kat tonight!” Jill snaps, punching his arm. “Two’s a crowd, bro.”

“Don’t be jealous, Jilly. It’s unbecoming,” he sing-songs.

“Ugh, let’s go before you scare her off with your talk of peen,” Jill groans, grabbing my hand and dragging me toward the door.

Jack locks up behind us, humming cheerfully.


Chapter Four
KATRINA
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"Oh my God,” I yell, the noise of loud partygoers making it impossible to hear my own thoughts, let alone my two friends beside me. "Is this the line to get in?"

"I told you this was the spot," Jack says, somehow catching my drowned-out question.

"It's colder than a witch’s tit out here. We’re going to freeze to death before we get in," Jill groans, huddling closer.

Not that I can warm her—I feel like an ice cube. It’s fucking winter and I’m barely dressed. Had I known there would be this long of a queue I would’ve worn something completely different.

"Tell me about the club," I say, trying to focus on anything other than the frigid bite in the air.

"Oh, it’s fucking amazing. You’ll love it!" Jack lights up. "All the men inside look like they could model for Hollister or be on Calvin Klein billboards."

His eyes sparkle with desire.

"Okay, and?" I roll my eyes. I want to know about the club, not just the man candy inside.

"Are you sure you’re straight?" Jack teases. I narrow my eyes, and he laughs before getting to the part I actually care about. "So, the whole place gives off witchy vibes. The walls are painted black or deep purple, and chandeliers hang like candle-shaped pentagons. The bar always has this smoky fog around it. The drink and food menus are in this old, spellbook-looking thing, all written in Latin. You never know what you’re going to get—unless you ask the bartender nicely."

I’m not even inside yet, and I’m already vibing. It sounds like my kind of place—somewhere I can be myself, not the preppy, bubbly version I have to play at the sports bar.

"And the Hookah lounge!" Jill smacks her lips in a chef’s kiss, cutting Jack off mid-rant about the upstairs VIP area. "It’s glorious. The Hookah itself looks like a crystal ball, and the shisha is bitchin’. Jack and I always hit that part first and smoke the house blend, X-Static. They’ve added something that boosts your endorphins and gets you in the mood to party."

"Molly?" I frown, second-guessing whether I should even be here. I’ve only smoked pot a few times. I’m not trying to expand my drug repertoire tonight.

"Nah, it’s organic," Jack says. "Everything in the club is totally legal. The owner’s a real stickler for rules."

"Oh, goodie." My heartbeat starts to slow, the anxiety creeping in finally easing.

"It’s going to take hours to get in," Jack groans, rubbing his arms furiously for warmth. His button nose is bright red. "Why didn’t we think about how busy it’d be?"

"Oh, quit whining. Most of these people won’t make the cut. Our turn will come sooner than you think."

"Make the cut?" I frown. I didn’t think Club Hecate was that kind of place.

"Yeah, it’s exclusive. Only the best of the best get in, and we just happen to be the be—" Jill starts, but a hushed "Holy fuck" from Jack cuts her off.

Jack stares, wide-eyed. I turn to follow his gaze, and time slows. The crowd fades, and all I see is a God of a man walking toward us. He’s the most gorgeous human I’ve ever laid eyes on—romance novel cover levels of hot. With dazzling hazel-blue eyes like sapphires and emeralds, short golden-brown hair styled to perfection, and a stocky, bodybuilder build that stretches his lilac dress shirt like it’s painted on, I can't decide what I like more. All I know is I want to run my tongue over every inch of him and feel those large hands roam my body in return.

"Done checking me out yet, Kitten?" he asks, now standing before me. I have to crane my neck to meet his amused gaze.

"Are you done invading my space yet?" I snap, stepping back and planting a hand on my hip, cheeks blazing.

"Hey, now." He chuckles, stepping back. "Didn’t mean to creep you out. I was just going to see if you wanted to follow me inside. But if you’d rather freeze your fine ass off out here..."

"Wait!" Jill jumps in. "Katrina gets a little testy when she’s cold and hungry."

"Ah, Katrina," he says, letting his gaze linger on my curves. It’s like he’s undressing me with his eyes—and with how little this dress covers, it wouldn’t take much. Still, my core clenches at the way he says my name.

"This way," he calls, leading us toward the club entrance. I hesitate, but Jack and Jill are already trailing behind him. Not wanting to be left behind, I follow.

"Hey, Grimm. They’re with me," he says to the bouncer.

Grimm smirks and shakes his head. "Sure thing, Mr. Bossman. Anyone else special I should know about?"

"Nope," he says, glancing back at us. "Just her—er, them."

"Mr. Bossman?" I ask as we enter. "So… you work here?"

"Yeah, something like that, Kitten," he replies, eyes drifting to my lips. I run my tongue along the bottom one instinctively.

His gaze flicks away. "Alright, have fun tonight. I’ve got business to attend to."

Just like that, he’s gone—and I didn’t even catch his name.

"Hot damn!" Jack breathes. "That man is too gorgeous for his own good."

"And he clearly fancies our little Katrina," Jill adds with a grin.

"As if." I scoff. "He probably just thought I’d be an easy lay in this sleazy outfit you forced me into." I laugh, trying to play it off.

"Whatever," Jill snorts. She’s not buying it. "Let’s hit the Hookah bar. You’ve got to try the X-Static."

I let her tug me through the crowd, trying not to search for Mr. Gorgeous. I fail. Anyone who even vaguely resembles him makes my heart flutter—and then plummet when I realize it’s not him.

"Katrina," a waitress calls from the bar. "You’re to come this way."

"Do you know her?" Jack whispers.

"Never seen her before."

"Hiya! I’m Matilda—Mattie for short," the waitress chirps. "Miles—one of the owners—said you’re all VIPs tonight. Drinks and shisha are on the house."

"Uhm… I think you’ve got the wrong Katrina. I don’t know a Miles."

"Nope, he described you three down to the last detail. Said to tell you that you look good enough to devour in that dress. If he didn’t have business to handle, he would’ve shown you around himself."

I flush from head to toe. Miles. So that’s Mr. Gorgeous. When did he even have time to pass that message along?

Rolling my eyes at his audacity, I decide to indulge in his attention. Free drinks? Why not? It’s not like I have to sleep with him.

Jack and Jill are already glowing with excitement as Mattie leads us through red curtains to the upper level. It’s still busy but far less crowded. We’re ushered to a private alcove where a crystal ball hookah sits with three hoses and a spot for a fourth.

“What shisha can I get you?”

“X-Static!” Jill shouts.

“And drinks?”

“A round of tequila shots!” Jack grins. “It’s time to get the birthday girl drunk!”

Mattie laughs and disappears. Another waitress soon appears with fifteen shots and a bowl of shisha. She loads it, lights the coal, and leaves us to it.

Thirty minutes later, all the shots are gone, and the shisha smoked. I feel amazing. The world is spinning but in the best way. With minimal coaxing, I let Jack and Jill pull me onto the dance floor.

I’m lost in the music, hips swaying, until I feel someone pressed against me from behind—a very obvious erection at my back. I freeze. Definitely not Jack. Spinning away I turn to face the intruder.

“Excuse me!”

“What’s the matter, doll? We were having fun.” His sleazy smile makes my skin crawl. "Unless you’re ready to call it a night. I can take you home now."

He grabs my wrist.

“Let go of me,” I hiss.

"Now, now, that’s no way to talk to your lover." His hand strokes my arm, and everywhere he touches sends jolts through my body, and not the good kind. I feel nauseous.

“I said let go!” I jerk free and hold up a hand, warning him off.

Surprise flashes in his eyes, then something darker. “You will do as I say,” he growls, stepping forward.

His words stir something inside me—something sickening.

"I said NO!" I shove my hands forward.

A blinding white light bursts from my palm, sending him flying.

The world spins. My knees buckle. And then, darkness.


Chapter Five
KATRINA
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My stomach lurches as I open my eyes, and my vision spins. I drank way too much last night, and I can’t remember anything after that nasty-ass perv started grinding on me.

I feel toward the edge of my bed, searching for my nightstand where I know my phone should be. But instead of the hardwood, my fingers brush soft, muscular flesh.

Jack is scrawny, like stick-thin. These muscles definitely don’t belong to him.

Panic coils in my gut. Did I blackout and go home with the perv? Surely Jack and Jill would’ve stopped me—unless I was too far gone and they thought I was enjoying his ministrations.

I go to pull my hand back, but a very masculine one catches it.

“Ah, Kitten. You’re awake.”

Miles. His groggy morning voice sends heat pooling low in my belly. If I went home with him, it’s no wonder Jack and Jill didn’t intervene. They’d consider that sacrilege.

I use my free hand to check if I’m clothed. There’s fabric covering me—but not the smooth, tight material of my black dress. I’m in something soft, oversized. I tug my hand from Miles’ and push myself upright. The blanket falls, revealing an enormous T-shirt that covers me like a dress—a dress longer than the one I wore last night.

I sigh in disappointment. If I slept with Miles, I’d at least like to remember it. I'm not even sore.

“We only shared a bed. I wouldn’t take advantage of you being unconscious.”

Miles props himself up beside me and I glance over in his direction, taking in his shirtless appearance. My gaze lingers on his hard chest, cut abs, and perfect V disappearing into low-slung gym shorts. A faint trail of light brown hair draws my eyes further down before I force myself to look away.

He catches me staring and smirks. “We can always fix that if you want.”

“If we didn’t have sex, why am I here?” I glance around the room. “And what are you doing in bed with me?”

“You passed out on the club floor when I found you. Given I gave you free rein of the bar, I figured it was my responsibility to look after you.” He stretches, muscles rippling. “As for the bed—well, I don’t do couches, and you didn’t seem to mind when your delicious body curled into mine.”

I blush. Fair enough. It is his bed.

“Well, thanks for rescuing me.”

“Trust me, Kitten, if you hadn’t passed out, I would have ravished you.” His voice dips into something dark and sinful. His eyes burn with desire, want, and need—all of it directed at me. “You looked amazing in that dress. But you look ten times better naked.”

“Uhm… Thanks.” I duck my head, hiding my blush behind my hair. Of course he’s seen me naked—I’m wearing his shirt.

“I… err… I didn’t do anything stupid, did I?”

“Define stupid.” He chuckles, then softens at my expression. “Kidding. Why don’t you tell me what you remember?”

“Uhm… not much.” I try to piece the night together, but it’s fragmented. “At least nothing that makes sense now.”

“Try me.” He turns to face me fully, expression open.

“Well, we smoked a bowl of X-Static, then downed five tequila shots each. After that, we hit the dance floor. Some creepy-ass dude came up behind me, ground his erection into my back, and tried way too hard to get me to leave with him.”

Miles’ face darkens and his eyes shimmer—like embers caught behind green and gold glass.

“I pushed him away and… when I did…” My voice falters. Saying it aloud feels dangerous.

“And?” His voice is gentle but insistent.

“I thought I saw a white light blast from my hands. The creep flew into the wall. Then I passed out. And now I’m here.”

I rake my fingers through my tangled hair, bracing for Miles to laugh or call me insane.

“Can I take you somewhere?”

His question takes me by surprise. It’s not what I was expecting at all.

“I should go home first. You know to check on Jack and Jill, grab my phone… and some actual clothes.”

“You look fine.” He crosses to the dresser, grabs a belt, and tosses it to me. “Here. Wrap this around your waist and it’ll look like one of those trendy T-shirt dresses.”

His casual confidence makes me laugh despite myself. I cinch the belt and check the mirror. Not bad. The mirror, I notice, is perfectly positioned to see the bed. Figures.

I wrestle my hair into a messy bun. “Are we going somewhere public?”

“No. Just down the hall to the meeting room.”

Meeting room? I blink. Whatever. Shrugging I decide to go along with it, what’s the worst that can happen? If I embarrass myself, it’s not like I’ll be forced to see him again.

“Okay. I’m game.”

As we step out, I realize we’re not in an apartment—we’re in a dorm.

“What college is this?”

He pauses, then shrugs. “It’s an academy of sorts.”

“…Okay.” Not the answer I expected, but I’ll let it go, for now.

He opens a door at the end of the hall and gestures for me to enter. I adjust the belt, then step through.

An older man sits at the head of a long table, his face aged but his eyes startlingly sharp and young. His jet-black hair is too natural to be dyed, and a mole dots the end of his long, pointed nose.

“Damn! She’s fucking gorgeous,” someone says from across the room.

I turn and see three devastatingly handsome men staring at me.

The speaker has fire-red hair and electric green eyes. He’s built like a linebacker.

“Did you fuck her?” asks another—leaner, with tousled brown curls and sea-blue eyes that sparkle with mischief.

“So, this is the one?” says the last man, all cool stoicism.

He’s stunning. His eyes are so dark they seem black—until the light catches them, revealing shades of deep violet. His jet-black hair is pulled into a low ponytail, and his pale skin is inked with intricate tattoos. The one on his neck—a dagger through an apple with outspread wings—catches my eye. I wonder if there’s a meaning behind it.

After I finish my inspection, I look at the three of them as a whole and notice that they haven’t taken their eyes off of me. Feeling self-conscious I take a step back and brush into Miles. His hand wraps around my hip, and I instantly stiffen, feeling like a caged animal put on display for all to see.


Chapter Six
MILES
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Katrina’s back stiffens when I place my hand on her waist, and I wonder if she feels the same strong connection I do. I can tell my cousins have taken an interest in her too—even Samael, Heir to the Underworld, Mr. Dark-and-Brooding himself. They haven’t seen her powers. They don’t know anything about her, but from the way they’re looking at her? They’re ready to devour her.

“First off, Beckett, I didn’t fuck her. I watched over her while she slept after she drained her powers on an incubus. Secondly, Aphelion, Katrina is gorgeous, hence my need to constantly touch her. And lastly, Samael, can you get that angry-ass look off your face? You’re scaring her.”

“Wait, what?” Katrina pulls out of my grasp, spinning to face me. “Powers? Incubus? What are you talking about?”

“Kitten,” I say calmly, reaching out, just in case she takes the news badly, “that white light you saw—right before Raphael went flying? That was real. Not your imagination.”

She laughs—hard before side-stepping away from me.

“Okay, okay. Is this where the guy with the camera comes out and yells, Gotcha?’”

My cousins glance at each other. Yeah, I hadn’t exactly told them Katrina was raised amongst humans or that she has no clue gods exist, and that we’re not just mythology.

“This is the real deal.” I take a step toward her, keeping my eyes locked on hers.

“Of course. You have to be fucking crazy.” She laughs again, loud and sharp, then chokes on it, anger taking over. “You were too good to be true. A deliciously hot, charming man who’s into me? Yep. Should’ve known you were batshit crazy. Red flag alert.”

Aphelion approaches, slow and cautious. He stops beside me and lifts a hand, a gentle breeze rising to caress her cheek.

“Th… That was coincidental,” she stammers, glancing over her shoulder. “Someone probably turned on a fan. Look, I get it—pick on the poor, naïve girl. Real funny. But I’m done. I need to go. My friends are probably worried, and honestly? I’m over this.”

She moves past me toward the door.

“Enough!” Samael’s voice booms like thunder. Blue flames roar to life across his body.

“Oh, my,” Katrina breathes—and faints.

Luckily, Aphelion is close. He catches her with ease but is stunned when their skin touches.

“Wow.” His breath catches. “Do you feel the sparks?”

“It’s more like a surge in my power. Feels like the Earth is rattling.”

“That must be what I’m feeling too.”

Aphelion—Heir to the Kingdom in the Sky, firstborn of Zeus and Hera—feeling sparks like lightning makes sense. Divine power calls to Divine power.

“Did you have to scare her?” Beckett asks, shooting a look at Samael, eyes swirling like the ocean in a storm.

“Why didn’t you tell us she had no idea what she is?” Samael growls, still glaring at me.

“I didn’t exactly have time to fill you in,” I snap. “Katrina cast Heavenly Light. Power that hasn’t been seen since Michael descended. When I told Headmaster Simmons, he called a meeting immediately⁠—”

“I didn’t think you’d bring the girl,” Simmons interrupts, stepping forward. “This is a matter for the Heirs. Unless, of course, you’d prefer I bring it to the attention of the ruling council?”

That threat hangs heavy in the air.

If Simmons brings this to the council, Katrina’s dead. Her powers alone would mark her as a threat, but her unknown lineage? That’s worse. That’s the real danger.

“What else was I supposed to do with her?” I ask. “If I left her in my room, she’d have disappeared—or run into someone in the halls.”

“Did you tell her what happened to her friends?” Beckett’s eyes flick to Katrina, still unconscious in Aphelion’s arms. I can see it in his face—he feels the pull too.

“No,” I admit. “I didn’t even know how to tell her about her power. How was I supposed to tell her that it killed her friends because they weren’t Divine?”

“What were they doing on the top floor of the club anyway?” Samael mutters, still glaring. “That floor’s for Divine blood only. There’s a reason for that. We don’t want regulars finding out about us—or dying because of us.”

“I felt drawn to her. I wanted to keep her close, and yeah, I knew her friends were regulars. But her? She was different. I couldn’t read her. My power was pulling toward her—like she was made for me. I didn’t know what she was then, but now I knew she was at least part angel. And Definitely not part of Brahma’s collection.”

I pause. “There’s something else in her too. Something I can’t identify. A power I’ve never felt before.”

“Hmm… Interesting,” Simmons mutters, stroking his beard. “Do you all feel this connection?”

“Yes,” we answer, almost in unison.

“I thought so. That explains your behavior. She must be powerful indeed.”

“So, what do we do now?” I glance at Katrina, watching the way Aphelion looks at her like she’s already his. My jealousy flares, but I force it down. She’s not mine alone. Not if the others feel it too. I won’t rob them of her just because I found her first.

“We enroll her in the academy,” Simmons says. “It’s the only way to monitor her and teach her control.”

“And if she doesn’t want to enroll?” Beckett asks, arms crossed, leaning against the table.

“She doesn’t have a choice. Either she enrolls, or the council is informed.”

A chill crawls down my spine.

“Speaking of enrollment, the four of you have classes you should be attending. Aphelion lay Katrina down on the lounge chair. Once she wakes, I’ll tell her the news about her friends and advise her she is now a student at Divine Academy.”

“Where will she be staying while she’s here?” I ask, feeling a sharp pain at the thought of being away from her.

“She’ll be staying on the upper floor, away from the other students—for their safety as well as hers.

“I’ll move up there too,” I reply, not as a question but as a statement. Technically, I’m a higher power than the headmaster. I’m his soon-to-be King. I’ll be taking my place on the throne as soon as I graduate from the academy.

“Us too,” Aphelion says, speaking for himself, Beckett, and Samael. He finally looks away from Katrina and up at Simmons, the look on his face daring Simmons to try to defy him.

Simmons sighs. “I wouldn’t expect any less. But until you graduate, I’m still in charge. Get to class. We don’t want to draw too much attention to her arrival.”


Chapter Seven
APHELION
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Igrunt as Beckett lands a kick to my thigh, my thoughts wandering away from sparring and back to the beautiful woman in the headmaster’s office. I’ve never felt so drawn to another being before. Sure, I’ve had flings with most of the girls at this academy, but I’ve never once felt the need to settle down or belong to someone.

As Heir to the Sky Kingdom, I know I’ll eventually need to find someone. I’ve been betrothed to Hilda for as long as I can remember. Father said a betrothal to Thor’s daughter would help strengthen our claim to the throne, but I’ve never felt ready to claim my birthright. I never really wanted a Queen.

Then she walked in. This woman—whose name I don’t even know—makes me want to be hers and hers alone. To hell with strengthening the Kingdom.

“Aphelion, are you trying to let me kick your ass today?” Beckett asks, right after landing a punch to my jaw.

I throw a bolt of lightning at him, which he dodges easily, grinning, before hurling a burst of ice in return. I throw up a shield just in time to block the icy blades.

“How can you focus on sparring right now?” I ask.

“Poseidon and Amphitrite raised me not to let anything distract me,” he replies, casual as ever.

It’s always weird to hear him call them by their names. But I get it. Some gods don’t exactly parent the way mine do. Zeus and Hera want constant updates—what I’m doing, who I’m seeing, how soon I plan to take my place in the Sky Court. It’s exhausting.

“Do you think she’ll be okay?” I feign a kick to his waist, which he blocks—but I’ve already sent a bolt of lightning, low and quick.

He doesn’t see it until it’s too late. He throws up a shield, but my lightning breaks through, zapping straight through him. I burst out laughing as his perfectly styled curls frizz into a crackling puff.

“Cheat,” he mutters, blasting me with water. “Yeah, I think she’ll be fine. Miles said she’s strong-willed. And her name’s Katrina, by the way.”

I pause, surprised. “I don’t remember Miles saying her name. He just called her Kitten.”

“I asked him while we were walking to class. You had your head in the clouds.”

“So, you’re curious about her too?”

“Of course I am. I’ve never met someone who made my power surge the way she does. I didn’t even touch her, but by just being near her, I could feel the sea whirling in my blood.”

The professor eyes us, and we cut the conversation. No one else can know about Katrina yet. It’s too soon. We up the intensity of our sparring, throwing real force behind our blows, enough to keep the professor’s attention off us and focused back on the class.

Gods, I don’t know how I’m going to focus through the rest of today. Not with Katrina in my head. Her laugh, her fire, the way she looked at us like we were the crazy ones. I want to skip the rest of the day and go back to her. But I know I can’t.

If Hermes catches wind that I skipped class, he’ll report straight to my father. And then I’ll have to deal with his wrath.


Chapter Eight
KATRINA
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“Oh, you’re awake. Goodie,” comes the deep baritone voice of the elderly man from earlier. What had Miles called him?

I sit up from the soft couch I’m lying on and rub my temples. My head still aches, and I’m not sure if it’s the lingering hangover or all the stress from today that's doing me in. What I need is a giant glass of ice water—and possibly a shot of tequila. You know what they say about the hair of the dog that bit you.

“Here, dear,” the odd-looking man says, holding out a glass of water and a couple of aspirin. “Unfortunately, we don’t have tequila on campus. At least not in my office.”

How does he know about my headache? Or the tequila? Did Miles tell him everything about last night? Or is it just that normal for people to lose their minds after learning every myth they thought was fiction is actually real?

“I can read minds,” the man replies with a soft smile. “My name is Godrick Simmons. I’m the headmaster here at Divine Academy. And the gift bestowed upon me by the gods is the ability to read minds.”

I blush instantly, remembering the very vivid thoughts I had about Miles and the other three Adonis-level males earlier.

“Don’t be ashamed,” Headmaster Simmons says, clearly catching the images I was trying to shove into the darkest corners of my brain. “Every female—and even a few of our male students—have had the same reaction. It’s practically impossible not to find the future heirs attractive.”

“Where is Miles?” I ask, glancing around the room, surprised he’d just leave me here.

“I forced him to attend class. He’s there now, along with his cousins.”

“When can I see him again? And what about my friends? I’m sure they’re worried sick by now. I don’t even have my phone to tell them I’m okay. Do you happen to have a phone I can borrow?” I glance up at the clock, noticing it’s already half past two.

“You’ll see Miles shortly. His last class ends soon, and then he’ll come collect you and show you to your new quarters.”

“New quarters?” I echo, frowning. “And what about my friends?” I repeat, a little sharper this time since he’s so casually ignored that part of the question.

“You are officially enrolled here as a student. Now that your god-given powers have emerged, it’s imperative you receive training. Here, you’ll learn to harness your abilities.”

“And my⁠—”

“Why don’t you take a sip of water, Katrina,” Simmons interrupts gently, “and then we can talk about your friends.”

A cold knot of dread forms in my stomach. It’s the way he says it. The look in his eyes. I already know—something’s horribly wrong. Still, I sip the water in small, shaky gulps and place the glass back on the table, trying to steady the trembling in my hands by folding them into my lap.

Simmons begins to pace, like he’s trying to find the least horrible way to drop whatever bomb he’s about to tell me. But then he stops, lets out a heavy sigh, and looks at me with deep sympathy. “I don’t know how else to say this, Katrina, so I’ll just be blunt. Your friends are dead.”

“D-D-Dead?” The word barely makes it out. I choke on it, my brain rejecting it entirely.

Breathing becomes a struggle. My heart splinters like shattered glass in my chest.

Simmons continues, as though he hasn’t just crushed my world. “The power you used last night is called Heavenly Light. It’s incredibly effective at warding off evil intentions—as you saw when you fought off that incubus—but it’s also extremely powerful. The only other person to master Heavenly Light was Michael.

“He’s been missing—presumed dead—for a very long time. But now…” Simmons pauses, then waves the thought away. “Let’s not speculate. What matters is that the nature of the gift and the light that comes with it is so potent, it kills anyone who doesn’t carry at least a drop of divine blood.”

The way he voices it sounds like a lecture. Yet, if it’s just a lecture why does my whole world feel like its been just been destroyed. I have to ask, because there’s just no way I heard him right.

“I killed them?” My voice cracks tears begin to roll down my cheeks. “The power that came from me murdered Jack and Jill?”

“I’m sorry, Katrina. But yes, it did.” He reaches for my hand.

I yank it away, stumbling to my feet. “This has to be a joke. A horrendous, completely messed-up joke,” I mutter, heading for the door.

But before I can reach it, Headmaster Simmons places a hand on my shoulder—and suddenly, my vision floods with memories that aren’t just mine.

A blinding streak of white light shoots from me. Jack and Jill are dancing in the corner, laughing near the DJ. Miles is running—racing toward them—his hand outstretched like he’s trying to shield them. The man who tried to attack me is hit by the light. It absorbs into him—then detonates, bursting outward in a wave that bathes the upper floor in searing purity.

Bodies are thrown like rag dolls. Everyone gets up slowly. Everyone except Jack and Jill. I stand frozen, staring at their scorched, unmoving bodies. Miles is kneeling beside them, glowing with light, trying to heal them. Grimm is there too, shaking his head. Telling Miles it’s too late.

Miles turns and slams his fist into a support beam, leaving a crater in the concrete. His eyes find mine just before I collapse.

And then he’s there—catching me. Pulling me against him. Stroking my hair and kissing the top of my head.

The vision fades and I’m back in the room with Simmons, sobbing uncontrollably. I understand why he showed me. Without it, I never would’ve believed him. But now? Now I’ll never unsee their bodies.

“I murdered them,” I whisper. “I killed my best friends.”

“The only thing we can be thankful for,” Simmons says gently, “is that they didn’t see it coming. They were happy—laughing—until the very end.”

“How many?” I ask when I can finally breathe again. “How many others did I kill?”

He shifts uncomfortably. “No others were harmed.”

“How is that possible? Why just Jack and Jill?”

“The upper floor is typically reserved for those with divine blood,” Simmons explains. “Everyone else upstairs had some blessing or lineage to shield them from your light.”

So because of me—because Miles thought I was cute and let us upstairs—Jack and Jill are gone. And if that had happened downstairs? I could’ve killed hundreds. Thousands.

I fight against the spiraling despair, shoving it deep into a locked box in my mind. I can’t fall apart. Not yet.

“How do I control this?” I ask, terrified of what I’ve become.

“By taking classes at Divine Academy,” Simmons says, back to his sales pitch tone. “Our specialized courses will prepare you for your future in the Divine Realm.”

Afraid of what I might become without that control, I nod along in acceptance. I’m willing to do whatever it takes to learn to control this power inside me.

He walks to his desk and pulls out a folder, handing it to me. “This file contains your room key, class schedule, and your bank information through Divinity Credit Union.”

Bank info?

I flip open the file and spot the schedule: Sparring, Angelic and Demonic History, Magical Studies, and Magical Enhancement. Sounds intense—but interesting. Then I turn to the next page and my eyes practically pop out of my head.

“Uhm, Headmaster Simmons? Where did these funds come from?”

He peers over my shoulder. “Ah, yes. That’s your monthly stipend, provided by the Academy. We don’t want our students to go without.”

“Twenty thousand is a stipend?” I ask, stunned.

“Well, technically it’s only two. The boys must’ve added the extra. They want you to feel comfortable here.”

“Still—two thousand?!”

He chuckles. “You’ll find that most students here come from very influential families and are used to a certain… lifestyle.”

That’s when he goes for the kill shot.

“And speaking of parents… we couldn’t locate any information on yours.”

I consider mentioning my mom’s letter but think better of it. If this is the danger she warned me about, I’m not giving them anything.

“I never knew them. I was left at an orphanage just before my first birthday. No names. No documentation.”

Simmons studies me for a second longer than I like. Did he see that flicker of doubt in my mind?

If he did, he doesn’t call me out. He just sighs.

“That’s unfortunate. It would’ve helped us determine the source of your Heavenly Light and what other powers you might have.”

“I’d like to know that too,” I say, which isn’t a lie. Not technically.

“No worries, dearest. We’ll find answers in time.”

A bell chimes—and then one-by-one the four Adonis-like models walk into the room no one bothering to knock.

“Ah, I see our time together is up and that you have company.” The headmaster smiles.

Seeing Miles makes my heart race. I fling myself into his arms, seeking a comfort that only he can provide. I’ve only just met him, but I feel safe within his massive embrace.

“It’s alright, Kitten. Everything is going to be okay,” Miles whispers in my ear, stroking my head.

“No fair!” one of the guys whines. “Miles is hogging her.”

It doesn’t take long before someone grabs my arm, pulling me from Miles’ embrace and into his own. He smells like a sea breeze, and I feel myself melting against him.

“The name’s Beckett, Darling,” he says, his voice a deep baritone that has my body aching for attention. He holds me tight, grounding me in his arms. I look up and stare—he’s breathtaking. Curly brown hair, bronzed skin, and cerulean eyes that sparkle with mischief. He’s well over a foot taller than me, making me feel like a delicate little doll wrapped in strength.

“My turn,” comes another voice—just as deep, but silkier, more sensual. “Hey, Princess,” he says, whisking me away from Beckett with casual ease. “I’m Aphelion. Phil for short.”

He tilts my chin up, his hazel eyes locking with mine. Some might find him odd—those eyes with that fiery red hair and sun-kissed skin—but I think he looks like sex on legs. Aphelion can pull off the impossible. He glances down at my lips and smirks. I bite my lower lip, wanting him to kiss me. He leans in closer but before our lips meet, another hand yanks me away.

Where Aphelion felt like kissing the sun, this new touch sends a chill skittering down my spine. I turn, and my heart skips. It’s him—the one I first saw wreathed in blue flames.

“You were covered in fire the first time we met,” I whisper, “but now your touch sends shivers through my body.”

He freezes, just slightly, his eyes widening in surprise before he pulls me fully into his arms. He lifts my chin and lowers his plush lips onto mine. The kiss is soft. Sweet. Devastating. I’m left aching for more.

“I can still make your insides burn with want for me,” he murmurs as he pulls back. There’s a playful glint in his eyes—and a single dimple that appears when he grins. “By the way, I’m Samael.”

“What, no cute nickname?” I tease.

“No.” He smiles, voice low. “I like how your name sounds coming from my mouth, Katrina. Don’t you agree?”

He rolls the “R” in my name with sinful precision, and damn it—I do agree. I like the way he says it far too much.

Samael is just as gorgeous as the others, but he’s no preppy pretty boy. He’s the dark prince type—goth-emo heartbreaker. Long black hair now tied into a messy bun, deep violet eyes so dark they’re almost black—probably contacts, but who cares—and tattoos covering nearly every inch of visible skin. To put it delicately? He’s delicious. I want to trace every line of ink with my tongue.

The headmaster clears his throat, dragging us all back to reality. “Alright, it seems you’re all well acquainted. I have other matters to attend to. I trust you’ll all escort Katrina to your new quarters.”

“Our new quarters?” I ask, my stomach flipping when I hear the word quarters—not room.

“Why yes,” he says. “You and the heirs will be sharing the upstairs corridor. You’ll each have your own rooms with ensuite bathrooms, but the common area and kitchenette will be shared. Of course, most of your meals will be taken in the school cafeteria.”

“Oh. Okie dokie,” I manage, trying to play it cool.

How did I go from a tiny, cramped apartment to living with four gorgeous men at some outrageously expensive academy?

And seriously—what the hell did he mean by heirs?

“This way, Darling,” Beckett calls, snatching the files from my hands as he heads out of Simmons’ office, leading the way to our new quarters.


Chapter Nine
KATRINA
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As the guys lead me upstairs to our quarters, I expect to see more students, but the corridor is just as empty as it was when Miles first walked me to the headmaster’s office.

“Wait!” I call out, spinning to face Miles. My foot slips and I nearly go tumbling—but Aphelion is right there, catching me with ease.

“You sure are clumsy, Princess,” he murmurs against my ear, his breath teasing my skin. A chill races down my spine, the hairs on the back of my neck standing at full attention.

I ignore him and turn my focus to Miles. “I thought your room was on the first floor?”

“It was,” he says, voice clipped, shoulders shrugging as he keeps walking.

“So, why the sudden change?” I press, annoyed by his brush-off.

Miles comes to a sudden halt and spins toward me. “Would you rather I leave you alone with my cousins?” he asks, and I catch it—that flicker of red in his hazel eyes.

“Don’t put words in my mouth,” I snap.

“Alright, lovebirds,” Samael calls from the top of the next flight, voice full of dry amusement, “if you're done flirting, I’d really like to get to our new chambers and unpack.”

“Wait—unpack?” I echo, still trying to piece it all together. Are they all moving in?

“Yes, Princess,” Aphelion answers, slipping his arms around my waist. His firm chest presses into my back, his lips brushing close to my ear. “Who better to protect you—and the school—than the heirs to the Kingdoms?”

There it is again. Heirs.

“What exactly do you mean by heirs,” I ask, a pulse of irritation tightening in my chest. Who are these men who’ve hijacked my life and are now acting like I belong to them?

“How about we get to our quarters first,” Beckett says smoothly, stepping up beside me, “and then we can answer all your questions, Darling.”

I sigh. “How much farther is it?”

“Just a bit more, Princess,” Aphelion says, still sticking close. “I can carry you if you’re tired.”

Miles lets out a loud huff and charges up the stairs, only slowing when he reaches Samael.

“What’s his problem?” I mutter, scowling.

“He’s never liked to share,” Beckett says like it's the most obvious thing in the world.

“Yeah,” Aphelion adds, grinning. “He thinks he can call dibs, and the rest of us will back off. But that ain’t happening. It doesn’t work that way with our Fated.”

Fated? My stomach twists at the word. “Fated?” I ask, not missing how he said it like it meant something… more.

But instead of answering both Beckett and Aphelion go quiet, continuing up the stairs in silence.
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When we finally reach our destination, we enter our quarters using the key card from my file. I gasp in surprise. The inside looks like a small loft; there’s a sitting room with a large fireplace, a little fire already crackling inside. A small kitchenette sits off to the side, fully equipped, its appliances gleaming with that brand-new shine—as if no one’s ever used them.

That makes sense, I guess. Most students probably eat in the cafeteria.

A glass door behind the kitchenette catches my attention. I drift toward it, eager to see the view. The balcony overlooks a breathtaking scene: a narrow creek winds its way toward a shimmering pond, the water glistening beneath the sun. Rolling hills stretch beyond it, inviting me to explore. I’ve never lived outside a bustling city, and I plan on soaking in every second of this place—hiking, swimming, just being in nature.

“Would you like to see your room?” Miles’s voice sounds right behind me, making me jump.

“Oh, so you’re finally talking to me?” I turn from the view to face him.

“It’s hard watching my cousins all over you.”

“So, you’re jealous then?” I step closer.

While the others are charming—well, except Samael—and jaw-droppingly gorgeous, I met Miles first. He protected me at the club when I passed out. Instead of leaving me in the wake of my destruction, he carried me out and brought me here, where he knew I’d be safe. I feel closer to him than the others.

“Yes,” he says without hesitation. “Even though I’ve heard the prophecy so many times I could recite it in my sleep, I never thought I’d actually meet my Fated. I knew, even as a boy, that if I ever found her, I’d have to share her with my cousins. That’s how it’s supposed to be—our fate destined to unite the four Kingdoms into one. But the prophecy is ancient. It was told before we were even born, when our parents were still children. Before my father and his brothers took down the Titans and divided the Kingdoms. I didn’t think it would ever come true.”

“Didn’t they ever teach you that sharing is caring in Kindergarten?” I tease.

“What’s Kindergarten?” he asks, brows knitting in confusion.

“You don’t know what Kindergarten is? What, did you grow up under a rock?”

“No,” he says with a small smile, “I grew up in a training camp learning how to become the future ruler of the Earth Kingdom.”

“Oh, are demigods allowed to rule the Kingdoms?” I ask, thinking of the old book my parents left behind.

Miles chuckles, a deep, rich sound. “Oh, Kitten, you have so much to learn.”

I raise a brow, but he just shakes his head, takes my hand, and pulls me into a warm embrace. He presses a kiss to the top of my head.

“How about we go look at your room now?”

I let him lead me off the balcony and into the hallway, where four doors line the walls—two on each side.

“This one’s yours.” He opens the first door on the left.

I step inside, blinking at the sheer luxury. A large king-sized bed sits at the center, wrapped in a lilac comforter with four fluffy pillows. On either side stand white nightstands with black reading lamps. Toward the back of the room are two doors. I open one and find a walk-in closet filled with blue plaid skirts and crisp white blouses—the academy uniform. Further in, a small dresser holds socks, panties, bras, and blue and yellow plaid ties.

They’re all my size.

Why that surprises me, I don’t know. At this point, it’s probably one of the least shocking things that’s happened.

I close the closet door softly and smile when I see Miles lounging on my bed, utterly at ease while I explore.

The other door reveals an ensuite bathroom straight out of a dream. A standalone shower with a rain spout, a jacuzzi tub big enough to fit five people, and a sleek vanity with drawers for makeup and hair accessories.

“I cannot wait to soak in that tub,” I sigh, walking back into the bedroom.

“Maybe I’ll join you. Help wash your back.”

My thighs squeeze together as images of Miles in the tub with me flood my mind.

“Would you like that?” he asks, voice low and rough as he approaches.

Before I can answer, a soft knock sounds at the door.

“Katrina,” Samael calls through the door, “we’re ready to answer all your questions now if you’re settled.”

Miles’ smile fades, replaced by a faint frown. I cross the room to him, stopping just in front of his broad frame.

“I could use a backrub,” I whisper, lips curling into a flirty smile. “And after the day I’ve had, I wouldn’t mind a strong, protective man spending the night with me either.”

His smile returns as he wraps an arm around my waist, pulling me closer. “You don’t have to placate me.”

“I’m not. I don’t want to be alone tonight.”

If I am, I know I’ll be haunted by the reminder of Jack and Jill’s lifeless bodies, the image of them replaying over and over again.

Miles leans down and brushes his lips against mine. “Okay, Kitten. I’ll share your bed tonight. But no sex.”

That stops me short. Not that I was planning to sleep with him—I mean, him being a one-night stand at Club Hecate is one thing. But now? We live together. That complicates things. Still, the way he just… drew the line? Unexpected.

“You’ll know why soon,” he says, reading the surprise on my face.

Another knock at the door. Samael again.

“We should probably get going before my cousin gets jealous and burns down your door.”

“Does he burn things often?” I ask as we step out.

“Only on occasion,” Samael answers smoothly, standing there like he hadn’t just threatened light arson. “And if you’re lonely tomorrow night, Katrina, I wouldn’t mind warming your bed.”

My cheeks flush as I shoulder past him.

Miles catches my hand and leads me to the lounge. Beckett and Aphelion are already lounging on the loveseat, drinks in hand. Samael claims one of the empty armchairs, leaving just one unoccupied.

“You can take the armchair. I’ll grab a chair from the kitchen,” I offer, starting to pull away.

“Don’t be silly, Darling,” Beckett says, flashing a grin. “You can sit with one of us.”

Miles growls. Like, actually growls.

I cover my mouth with my palm, fake-coughing to hide my laugh as Miles clamps a hand around mine and drags me to the empty armchair. He sits, pulling me into his lap like it’s the most natural thing in the world, holding me tight against him.

Samael rolls his eyes. “So, Katrina, what questions do you have?”

There are dozens of things I want to ask, but one rises above the rest.

“What does fated mean?” The words tumble out before I can second-guess myself.

Beckett chokes on his beer, spraying frothy foam across the room.

Aphelion laughs. “Starting with the big guns, I see.”

Miles shifts beneath me, suddenly tense. Samael’s face stays unreadable.

“So?” I press. “What does it mean?”

Samael turns to Aphelion with a wicked gleam in his eye. “Since you find this so amusing, why don’t you answer?”

Lightning flickers in Aphelion’s eyes. “How about we skip this question and come back to it later,” he says, gaze sliding to me.

“No.” I shake my head firmly. “I want to know.”

He exhales, gaze locked on mine. Studying me. Measuring.

“I didn’t really think that would work,” he mutters, almost to himself. There’s a pause, something soft and unguarded settling into his features. “I don’t want to scare you away, Princess.”

“I haven’t been scared off yet.” I smile gently, hoping to offer some kind of comfort. “Whatever it is, it can’t be worse than having my entire world flipped upside down.”

His eyes linger on mine, and for a moment, I swear he’s peering straight into my soul. Maybe he can? Isn’t that what they say—eyes are the window to the soul? Maybe it’s more than just a saying.

“Fated is short for fated mates. I believe the human realm calls it a soul mate or a twin flame. A fated mate is your perfect match. Your Fated was made to mold perfectly to you—two halves of a whole. Except in our case, it’s a four-to-one ratio. You were created for us, and we for you.”

I stand from Miles’ lap, arms folding across my chest as I start pacing in front of the fireplace, Aphelion’s words spinning through my mind. Is he screwing with me? Judging by the seriousness in his tone, I don’t think so. Still, it’s a lot.

Stopping in front of him, I let out a heavy sigh.

“And how do you know I’m your Fated?”

Instead of Aphelion, it’s Beckett who answers. “Don’t you feel the pull toward all of us? The need to constantly touch us? The need to be close, like the universe doesn’t want us apart?”

It’s true. I feel that connection with all four of them. While the pull is strongest with Miles, it’s still there with the other three. I’d thought it was because all four of them are insanely hot and I hadn’t had sex in a while, but maybe—just maybe—it’s something more.

“The moment I saw you in line at my club, I knew you were the one,” Miles says, drawing my attention. My heart flutters. “Your aura shined so bright. It called to me, beckoning me to claim you. That’s why I approached you. I wanted to make you mine right then and there. But the longer I was around you, the more I realized—you hadn’t grown up in our world. If you had, you would’ve recognized me. You would’ve felt our connection.”

“I felt the pull the minute you walked through the door with Miles,” Beckett adds, stealing my attention again. “I could smell Miles all over you, and I became insanely jealous. I wanted to rip you from his arms and claim you as mine.”

“I was enraged when I first saw you,” Samael says coldly. “I couldn’t believe a mere human was our fated mate. How could someone so weak be destined for the heirs of the Kingdoms? When I felt the pull toward you, I thought fate was playing a cruel joke. How could a powerless human unite the four Kingdoms?”

His words cut deep. My chest constricts at his rejection, tears stinging my eyes.

“But I still felt drawn to you,” Samael continues, voice softer. “With this insane need to protect you. To shelter you from the world. I was terrified when I let my Divine flames cover my body and the sight of me made you faint. I thought I’d hurt you. I feared seeing me again would frighten you when you woke.”

“So, what?” I snap, narrowing my eyes at him. “Once you learned about my immense power, I suddenly became acceptable? If being fated mates means you’re stuck with someone you don’t even want, it sounds more like a curse than a blessing.”

“Katrina,” Samael begins, rising from his chair.

“No!” I roar, my anger surging. How dare he kiss me? Flirt with me? Change his mind now that I’m someone of significance? “You don’t get to make excuses. I won’t hear them.”

“Princess, you need to calm down,” Aphelion whispers soothingly.

I spin to him, ready to yell for trying to placate me—but then I catch a glimpse of myself in the reflection of the coffee table. My silver hair is intertwined with fiery flames, and my eyes are pitch black. Blacker than the bottom of an abyss.

Out of the corner of my eye, I see Beckett and Miles exchange a worried glance. Aphelion rises and approaches me slowly.

“What’s going on?” I ask, a darkness inside me begging to be released.

“It’s okay, Princess,” Aphelion murmurs, pulling me into a tight embrace.

I hesitate, worried my fire might hurt him, but he seems completely unfazed. His heartbeat thunders in my ears, his scent engulfing me, sending calm waves through my body. The darkness recedes, soothed by Aphelion’s presence.

I take a deep breath and pull away, glancing around at the others. Their stunned expressions mirror my own—like they can’t believe what they’ve just seen.

“That shouldn’t be possible,” Samael mutters to himself.

“You are incredible,” Beckett whispers.

“Incredible?” I echo. “How am I incredible? I looked like a fucking monster.” Tears burn in my eyes as images of Jack and Jill’s lifeless bodies flash in my mind. “I am a monster,” I whisper hoarsely.

“You shouldn’t even exist,” Miles says, his voice reverent. “And yet, here you are. Right in front of us.”

“What do you mean I shouldn’t exist?” I ask, fear creeping in. Just when things start to make sense, I’m an anomaly all over again.

“You’re displaying both archangel and fallen angel powers,” Aphelion says calmly, as if this shouldn’t be earth-shattering.

“And those powers were thought to be long extinct,” Miles adds, moving to stand beside Aphelion. He looks at me like I’m a miracle.

“Great. So not only am I clueless about everything happening at this school, but I’m also a freak of nature,” I mutter, anxiety creeping in at the thought of tomorrow’s classes.

“No one can know about this,” Samael says, still seated, refusing to move closer.

“Perfect,” I say bitterly. “So first, you’re ashamed of me for being human. Now you’re ashamed because I’m too powerful.”

“Let’s get the facts straight, Sweetheart,” Samael says sharply, his own temper rising. “I am not ashamed of you. And you are not too powerful for me. I am a God. One of the strongest to walk this godforsaken wasteland. Nothing frightens me—including you, Katrina.”

He stands abruptly and heads for the door, pausing as if to say more. But he shakes his head, sighs, and leaves without another word, slamming the door behind him.

“Don’t worry about him,” Beckett says after a long silence. “He hates being defied. And he doesn’t handle the unknown well. He knows he screwed up with you. He’s just too damn stubborn to admit it.”

“And now that I’m something that shouldn’t exist?” I ask, still seething. “Does he want to be rid of me?”

Miles growls, a low, inhuman sound. “Even if he did, he wouldn’t get the chance. I’ll protect you always, Kitten.”

My anger melts a little, and I smile at him. I adore his protective side.

“So,” Beckett says, returning to our earlier conversation, “any other questions?”

“Why are there only four rooms on this floor? I thought we were supposed to be sharing space with the other students?”

Beckett smirks. “The headmaster thought it best if you stayed away from the rest of the students and faculty until you get a handle on your powers. And there are five rooms, actually. Four you’ve seen, and one more down that hall,” he says, pointing to a hallway I haven’t explored.

“Whose room is that?” I ask, thinking of how territorial the guys have been—except for one.

“Samael’s,” Aphelion replies. “He was raised in the Underworld. He’s used to solitude. The group atmosphere’s… challenging for him.”

“That’s not the only thing he needs to adjust to,” I grumble.

“Give him a chance, Darling,” Beckett says, tugging me onto his lap, earning growls from Aphelion and Miles.

“Honestly, I couldn’t care less about Samael,” I lie. “And why did the headmaster allow the four of you to stay here with me if I’m such a threat?”

“Because we’re the strongest beings in the academy,” Miles replies. “Your powers might maim or kill other students, but they won’t affect us.”

“Cocky much?”

“I’ll show you cocky,” he murmurs, voice thick with desire.

Aphelion clears his throat. “He isn’t being cocky. We are the strongest here. Heirs to the four Kingdoms. Direct descendants of the original gods. That’s why I could hold you, even laced with Hellfire, and not burn.”

I shiver at the reminder of the demonic beast I became. Beckett rubs my arms in a soothing rhythm.

“Do you always change like that when your emotions run high?” he asks.

“No, we’ve never changed form,” Aphelion replies. “There’s so much we don’t know about you, Princess. So much we need to learn.” He leans forward, cupping my cheek gently. “But until then, try to stay calm. Keep the darkness down. If the council finds out you’re also part fallen angel… I don’t know what they’ll do.”

Just great. And how am I supposed to control my emotions with so many new and terrifying things being thrown at me?

“Any other questions?” Beckett asks, stifling a yawn.

I glance at the clock above the fireplace. It’s midnight. We have an early morning ahead. I have dozens more questions, but I can tell they’re exhausted. Still, if I don’t ask this one, I won’t sleep.

“Just one more.” I take a deep breath. “What will my friends’ parents be told about their deaths?”

Jack and Jill’s mom and dad were like surrogate parents. They’d welcomed me into their home, arms wide open… and I’d destroyed their lives.

Beckett looks to Miles. They exchange a long, silent look, like they’re weighing what to say.

“Don’t spare my feelings,” I say. “I need to know if I’m ever going to heal.”

Beckett clears his throat. “Their memories have been wiped. They don’t know Jack and Jill ever existed. Their existence has been erased from every mortal’s mind.”

“That’s…” I swallow, unsure of what to say. It hurts, knowing Jack and Jill’s legacy is gone. That no one remembers them but me. But at least Mama and Pops won’t suffer. Their pain is mine to carry alone.

“I think I’ll head to bed now,” I say softly.

I start to walk away, but Aphelion catches my hand.

“Everything will be okay, Princess. I promise,” he whispers, pulling me into his arms and pressing a gentle kiss to my forehead. “Sweet dreams, my little angel. I’ll see you in the morning.”

Aphelion and Beckett remain in the sitting room, whispering quietly, while Miles follows me down the hall toward my room.

“After all that, are you sure you still want me to spend the night?” he asks.

“Yes,” I reply, turning toward him, wrapping my arms around his neck and pulling him in for a kiss. “I don’t want to be alone. You make me feel safe.”

Miles deepens the kiss, his lips moving with urgency. When I gasp, he slides his tongue into my mouth, sending sparks and tingles through every part of me. I don’t even know how we make it to my room, but somehow, he navigates us there, opens the door, and leads me inside. He slams the door shut behind us, lips never leaving mine, guiding me toward the bed.

I brace for him to push me down, but instead, he pulls away.

“Fuck, Kitten,” he groans. “You make me lose all control when I’m around you.”

“Miles,” I say, shifting on my feet, face flushed. “Err… Is sex still off the table?”

His eyes gleam with desire. He takes a calming breath, nostrils flaring. “If we have sex, it will seal our fated bond. You’ll truly become mine—in every way. There would be no breaking it.”

“Oh,” I whisper, disappointment stirring. I get why he’s holding back… but a little euphoric bliss would’ve helped distract me from everything. “Do you not want to be mated to me for eternity?”

“I would love nothing more,” he says, his voice thick with emotion. “I’ve wanted this since the moment I saw you at the club. But I don’t want to rush you. I want you to be sure when we become one.”

“Thank you,” I whisper, eyes misting as I kiss his cheek. “You’ve always just wanted to protect me.”

“Of course, Kitten.” He smiles, taking my hand and guiding me the rest of the way to the bed. “Now let’s get some sleep. You’ve got a big day tomorrow.”


Chapter Ten
KATRINA
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As I walk into the cafeteria the next morning, hand in hand with Miles, a hush sweeps over the room like a wave crashing against stone. Every table is full—except one. Moments ago, I could hear the joyful clamor of students catching up and chatting about classes from the hallway, but the second we stepped through the doors, silence fell like a dropped veil.

I squeeze Miles’s hand, nerves twisting in my stomach. He lifts our joined hands to his lips and kisses my knuckles softly, a tender gesture that only seems to draw more attention. Or maybe it’s just me they’re staring at.

Beckett and Aphelion trail behind us, but Samael is nowhere in sight—not that I’m looking for him.

“Aphelion!” a shrill voice cries, piercing the silence like a dagger.

A girl with jet-black hair and piercing green eyes comes striding—no, practically skipping—toward us. She wears the same uniform as every other girl here, yet somehow makes it look runway-ready. Kohl-lined eyes, blood-red lips, and the unmistakable aura of an “it girl.”

Without hesitation, she launches herself at Aphelion, limbs winding around his neck and waist, lips aiming for his mouth. But he turns his head at the last second, and she ends up kissing his cheek instead. His arms remain stiff at his sides, not returning the embrace.

The entire cafeteria collectively gasps.

“Uh, Hilda, hey,” Aphelion says awkwardly, gently peeling her off. She blinks up at him, confusion clouding her eyes, but doesn’t speak. Not yet. “This is Katrina,” he adds, breaking the tension. He pulls me forward, nudging me between them like a human buffer.

Hilda’s gaze sweeps over me, head to toe, her expression unimpressed. Not that I care. I don’t even know her. Who is she to judge me based on appearances? Still, she manages a thin-lipped introduction.

“Hilda. House of Lightning. Demigod. Daughter of Thor.” Her words drip with pride, but it’s the next line that lands the punch. “Oh—and did I mention? Betrothed to Aphelion, Heir to the Sky Kingdom.”

I snort, unable to help myself. Her possessiveness is laughable—even as jealousy burns through me like wildfire.

“Umm, Hilda,” Aphelion starts, rubbing the back of his neck, clearly uncomfortable.

I raise a hand, cutting him off. My first face-off at Divine Academy, and I want it on the record—I’m not someone to mess with.

“Nice to meet you, Hilda,” I say, flashing a sugary-sweet customer service smile. “I’m Katrina. House unknown. Parents? Also unknown. But I am fated to Aphelion, Heir to the Sky Kingdom.”

I grin wickedly and extend my hand for a shake.

The cafeteria explodes with whispered questions.

“Fated?”

“When did this happen?”

“Where did she come from?”

“How can her House be unknown?”

“Don’t you need powers to get into Divine Academy?”

Hilda’s eyes flash, her lip curling as she hisses, “You may be Aphelion’s newest playmate, but you’ll never be his fated. A god can’t be destined to a nobody.”

Aphelion tries to defuse the situation again, but I’m not done.

“Listen, Helga,” I reply sweetly, deliberately mangling her name. “You may be his betrothed, but we’ll see whose bed he’s warming tonight.”

Aphelion’s shoulders ease, his worried expression breaking into a wide, amused grin. I chuckle, triumphant. It's like I just handed a dog a treat.

Without another glance at Hilda, I stride toward the lone empty table in the center of the cafeteria—the one that might as well be a throne. My men follow silently, leaving Hilda frozen in place, mouth agape.

“Well, that was entertaining,” Beckett says, sliding into the seat beside me. “Nothing like breakfast and a show.”

I roll my eyes at him, but a smile tugs at my lips. Of course, Beckett would find the humor in the situation. I’ve only known them for a day—less, really—but I already find comfort in their company. Their quirks. Their personalities. They're growing on me.

“So, are there any more betrothed or angry girlfriends I’ll be dealing with today?” I ask, scrolling through the electronic breakfast menu. I quickly select a caramel iced coffee and a poppy seed muffin, and to my amazement, the items materialize in front of me.

Miles chokes on his coffee—apparently, he’s already placed his order—and Beckett bursts out laughing while Aphelion’s cheeks flame red.

“It’ll be Miles’ girls you’ve got to worry about,” Beckett says once his laughter dies down. “He was something of a playboy. I only had two serious relationships, and both ended amicably. Poor Aphelion’s been stuck with Hilda since birth. On again, off again. Apparently, she didn’t realize they were off again.”

“Playboy, huh?” I tease, jabbing my elbow into Miles, who’s sitting beside me.

He chuckles awkwardly. “Err… I wouldn’t say playboy, exactly.”

“Oh? Then what would you call yourself?” I turn to face him, leaning in with a mischievous grin.

He sets his coffee down and strokes his chin, mock-thoughtful. “Hmm. I guess you could call me... a skilled lover.”

“Get out of here,” I laugh, shoving him lightly before turning my attention to Aphelion, who sits across from me. “So, tell me, Sparky—why were you and Queen B betrothed?”

“Sparky?” Aphelion gives me a not-so-amused look. “And the correct tense is were. As in, ‘Why were you betrothed?’ Keyword: were.”

“Hilda doesn’t seem to think so,” I reply, casting a glance toward her table across the room. “If looks could kill, I’d be toast.”

“Hilda doesn’t play well with others,” Aphelion says, reaching across the table to take my hand. “Especially if she thinks someone’s encroaching on her territory.”

“And am I encroaching?” I ask, sliding my hand into my lap before he can touch it. I don’t want to be distracted by his touch. Not yet.

“Princess, you could never. Your place is by my side. Just like I’m made for you, you’re made for me.”

“Made for us,” Miles growls under his breath, reminding Aphelion that I’m not just his.

Feeling a little guilty, I reach across the table, lacing my fingers with Aphelion’s and giving his hand a gentle squeeze before letting go and picking up my coffee again. “You don’t have to apologize, Sparky. The past is the past. I just want to understand the betrothal.”

Aphelion sighs, rubbing his temples. “It’s a long story.”

I can tell he doesn’t want to talk about it, but I need to understand. I can’t take things further with him unless I know.

“It’s not that long,” Beckett interjects. “Aphelion’s dad wanted to tighten his hold on the Sky Kingdom.” He shrugs like that’s all there is to it.

“And?” I prompt.

“Right now, Zeus is the strongest sky god, but Thor isn’t far behind. Baal comes next. And Baal? He’s got a son. Zeus got paranoid that Baal and Thor would marry off their kids and challenge him for the throne. So, he sold his eldest son—Aphelion—to Thor through a political betrothal.”

Aphelion grimaces. It’s clear this topic makes him uncomfortable.

“And if you don’t go through with it?” I ask, setting down my coffee and reaching for his hand again.

“As long as you are the reason, I’ll be fine,” Aphelion replies, capturing my hand in his. “You’re my true mate. My Fated. Not even the High Gods can override a mate bond. And there’s the prophecy—about you uniting all four Kingdoms.”

“So... no pressure, right?” I chuckle, trying to lighten the mood.

A loud bell chimes, and all three men groan in unison.

“Is it already time for first period?” I ask, nerves fluttering in my stomach again.

“Yep,” Beckett says, already grabbing my bag. “What’s your first class?”

“Umm...” I stand and pull the schedule from my skirt pocket. “Angel and Demonic Studies.”

“Ahh,” Beckett says with a grin. “Looks like you’ll be seeing Samael after all. Aphelion and I will walk you there—it’s near our sparring class. We used to have it with Miles, but that asshole switched schedules just to be with you.”

At the mention of Samael, my stomach twists. Fantastic. First class of the day and I get to face the one mate who can’t seem to stand me.

“It’ll be okay,” Miles says, rising to his feet. “Samael’s not used to affection. He grew up in the Underworld.”

I roll my eyes. “He seemed sweet enough at first,” I mutter, remembering the way his lips felt on mine.

“We’re all affected by you differently,” Miles says, leaning in to kiss me softly. “I’ll see you at sparring, Kitten.” He adds a playful eyebrow waggle before heading off toward his class.

As we leave the cafeteria, Aphelion falls into step beside me.

“So,” he says, his voice low and teasing, “were you just trying to ruffle Hilda’s feathers? Or were you serious about me sleeping in your bed tonight?”

“Well,” I smirk, brushing past him with a flick of my hair, “we’ll just have to see, Sparky—if you’re a good boy or not.”


Chapter Eleven
SAMAEL
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Students trickle into the classroom, eager to scoop up seats in the front row like it’s a damn concert. I got here earlier than usual—skipped breakfast—so I slid into my regular spot in the back, feet kicked up, arms behind my head like I own the place.

I was planning on catching some zzz’s since I slept like shit last night, but I can feel her. The tug. That mating pull that won’t quit.

Phil and Beck are the ones who brought her to class. I’m a little surprised Miles isn’t glued to her hip. Honestly, it shocks the hell out of me that he willingly left her side just to go to class.

Glancing over I see they’re all smiles. Beckett leans in and says something that makes her blush. Before the pink can even settle, Aphelion scoops her into his arms and kisses her like he’s auditioning for the cover of a romance novel. Her cheeks go full crimson.

Before the two buffoons leave, Beckett calls out that they’ll see her at lunch and that Miles will swing by after class to pick her up. Then they vanish down the hall to sparring without so much as a glance in my direction.

Figures.

Katrina scans the classroom until her eyes land on me. She glares—sharp and unapologetic—then walks straight to the front row and takes a seat, spine straight like she’s made of stone refusing to acknowledge me.

And yeah, I probably earned that.

Still, she’s infuriating. She wouldn’t even let me finish what I was trying to say last night. Sure, I could’ve worded it better, but I’ve never been great with speeches. Her anger wasn’t even the worst part.

No. It was the fire. The hellfire. That moment her entire body was cloaked in it? That’s when everything shifted for me. There was no denying it—my beautiful, stubborn Fated is an angel-demon hybrid. Something that shouldn’t even exist. Fornication between an angel and a demon? Forbidden. The idea of a child? Considered outright impossible.

It’s not her powers that scared me—it’s what they mean. What they’ll cost her. Her showing off that kind of power puts a giant, flashing target on her back. She's not just powerful—she’s dangerous. To the wrong people, that makes her a threat.

The second I saw the hellfire, I knew who her parents were. Two angels. A fallen and an arch. They both disappeared around the same time. People chalked it up to divine politics—angels go missing all the time—but what if they didn’t just vanish?

What if their disappearance was planned? It would explain why Katrina has both their powers.

I need to visit the archives to confirm my suspicions. And I need to take her with me. Which, right now, feels about as likely as kissing a phoenix and walking away without a burn.

Still. I’ve got to try.

With a sigh, I gather my things and move from the back row to the front. If I’m going to fix this, I have to start somewhere.

“Move,” I growl at the guy sitting next to her.

He looks up, clearly about to argue—until he recognizes me. Then he jumps like I set him on fire and bolts three rows over.

“Well, I’m glad your rudeness isn’t solely reserved for me,” Katrina mutters without looking at me.

“Listen, Katrina. I think we got off on the wrong foot⁠—”

“Samael, I couldn’t care less about your feelings or where your feet are. You’re an insufferable asshole, and I’d prefer it if you didn’t talk to me at all.”

“Ka—”

“Shush,” she snaps, eyes forward. “Class is starting. And unlike you, I actually need these lessons. I’m not an entitled heir to a Kingdom.”

Jaw tightening, my eyes roll and nostrils flare, as I swallow down the heat rising in my chest. I hate being interrupted. And being shushed? That’s a whole new level of infuriating.

But I let it slide. Just this once.

Still…

“Says the heiress to all four Kingdoms,” I mutter. Because apparently, I don’t know when to keep my damn mouth shut.

She turns, like she’s about to bite back, but stops herself. Her lips press into a thin line, and she turns toward the front of the class instead.

“Good morning, class,” the professor says. “Today we’ll be studying the history of Archangels. The first angel we’ll focus on is Michael. Can anyone tell me what they know about him?”

Today’s topic piques my interest. Even though I already know everything there is to know about archangels, I wouldn’t mind a refresher on Michael—especially now.

“He was the first angel,” chirps a feminine voice from somewhere in the middle.

“He vanished unexpectedly, causing the Heavens to lose power,” adds another, more masculine one.

“Very good. Very good,” Professor Malakar says, clapping his hands with genuine excitement. “Looks like you all know a little something already. That’ll make today’s lesson easier. Michael was the first of the seven archangels. He was followed by Raphael, Gabriel, Jophiel, Ariel, Azrael, and Chamuel. Michael was the strongest of them all—a warrior, a protector of the Kingdom.”

He paces slowly in front of the class, his voice gaining dramatic weight. “When Michael disappeared, the Kingdom fractured into four realms—Sky, Earth, Water, and the Underworld.”

His chin juts in my direction and I roll my eyes.

I hate when people look at me like I’m just the heir to the Underworld. Like I’m some walking power trip with flames for blood. That’s why I keep my circle tight—just me and my cousins. I don’t date and I don’t make nice. People say I’m stuck up, but I don’t care. Let them believe what they want. At least I know the ones I keep close are real.

“Michael’s strength rivaled that of the gods,” Malakar continues. “In fact, many gods were afraid of him. When he vanished, speculation ran rampant. Some even blamed the gods. One god in particular took the brunt of the accusations: Hades.”

The class gasps, and every head snaps in my direction. Even Katrina glances over, her expression unreadable.

My fists clench. I’ve heard these damned rumors my whole life, and that’s all they are—rumors.

“Shall I tell my father that a teacher at Divine Academy is spreading treason about the Underworld?” I ask, voice low and dangerous, eyes locked on Malakar.

“Please, dear Prince, I meant no disrespect,” he stammers. “To teach about Michael, I must include the historical speculation⁠—”

“I’ve told you before. My name is Samael. Refer to me as such.”

“Y-yes. Of course. Samael. My deepest apologies.” His hands tremble visibly.

From the corner of my eye, I catch it—a small, crooked smile playing on Katrina’s lips.

What the hell is she smiling at? She should hate this display. Me, flexing power like a pompous asshole. But she’s smiling.

“Carry on, Malakar.”

The professor clears his throat, fumbles with his notes, and finally finds his place again.

“Right. The speculation about Hades. Many believed he orchestrated Michael’s downfall. Why? Because of Lilith. She was the strongest of the fallen angels. And she disappeared the same day as Michael. Some said she was the only being strong enough to withstand Michael’s Heavenly Light.”

Whispers ripple through the room.

“But Hades’ name was eventually cleared—by none other than his elder brother, Zeus. On the day Michael vanished, the four brothers—Hades, Zeus, Poseidon, and Ares—were together in a closed-door meeting. What they discussed remains a mystery.”

The room goes still.

“Wouldn’t a battle between Lilith and Michael have left behind mass destruction?” Astrid asks, breaking the silence. “Why would anyone assume Lilith was the cause of his downfall if there’s no evidence a fight even happened?”

Astrid. Daughter of Hel. One of the many women my father once hoped I’d pursue for the sake of strengthening alliances. What he didn’t know? Astrid’s not interested in a king. She grew up in the human realm, raised by her mortal father. She plans to return there after graduation—with a queen by her side.

“Excellent point, Astrid. If there had been a battle—between Lilith’s Hellfire and Michael’s Heavenly Light—the aftermath would’ve been catastrophic. Which brings us to our next question: who can tell me more about Michael’s Heavenly Light?”

To my surprise, it’s Katrina who speaks.

“It’s improperly named,” she says flatly. “There’s nothing ‘heavenly’ about it. Any human who sees it dies on sight.”

A few students laugh, their snickers bouncing around the room.

Speaking ill of archangel power is considered taboo. But Katrina doesn’t care. She’s not wrong, either. She’s just… honest.

“While part of your statement is true—humans do die from the sight of Heavenly Light—there’s never been a single recorded case of it being used against a human…” Malakar pauses. “Until recently.”

And then he looks directly at her.

My rage spikes.

How dare he?

Blue flames flare around me in a sharp wave, shielding Katrina from his gaze. I glare at him—daring him to keep going.

The professor’s mouth works open, but no sound comes out. He breaks eye contact, and nervously clears his throat. But I’m not done. Not even close.

I want to lunge across the room, wrap my hands around his neck, and⁠—

Her hand touches mine and the world comes to a stop. A calm, cool sensation pulses through me, snuffing out the flames. It’s like she poured water on my fire with nothing more than a gentle brush.

I glance up at her. She’s shaking her head, mouthing: not worth it.

My eyes drop to our hands. She touched my fire. My fire. And lived. No one has ever done that. Anyone who’s tried before ended up screaming, their flesh melting off their bones. But her? She’s fine. It’s like my flames welcomed her.

They recede at her calming touch and I let them.

Malakar clears his throat again, oblivious to how close he came to being incinerated.

“Heavenly Light is the power to destroy darkness. Humans, born of corruption since Eve’s betrayal of Jehovah, cannot withstand it. Only one ever wielded it—Michael. That is… until recently.”

He looks at Katrina and the class gasps.

“Well,” Katrina mutters, slumping forward and letting her forehead drop to the desk. “Guess the cat’s out of the bag now.”

“Don’t worry, Sweetheart,” I murmur, leaning closer. “I’ll protect you from all the questions.”

That earns me a small smile. Counting it as a win, I decide to hell with subtlety. There’s no time like the present.

“Katrina,” I say, my voice softer now. “I need to ask you something.”

She lifts her head and turns fully to face me, tuning out the rest of the lecture like it doesn’t matter. Giving me all her attention like I matter.

“Will you come to the Underworld with me this weekend?”


Chapter Twelve
KATRINA
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“Listen, Samael. I know we kind of had a moment there, but that doesn’t make up for what you said last night—the part where you didn’t want me because you thought I was a weak human. Why would I want to go anywhere with you?” I turn in my chair, crossing my arms, the professor’s lecture fading to white noise.

Samael growls—low, frustrated, and a little too feral—drawing attention from the class. With a flick of his wrist, shadows rise between us and everyone else, blocking out the rest of the world.

“I never said I didn’t want you, Katrina. Don’t put words in my mouth.” His voice is sharp. “The moment I saw you, my heart didn’t just skip—it fucking stopped. I wanted to mate you right then and there.”

I glance down, heat blooming in my cheeks.

“No.” He hooks a finger under my chin, gently but firmly tipping my face toward his. “Eyes on me, Katrina. I want you to see the truth in my eyes when I pour my soul out to you.”

I nod, caught in the intensity of his gaze.

“My heart beats for you and you alone. I was scared when I thought you were human. It felt like some cruel twist of fate—giving me someone so perfect, so innocent, only to let my world destroy you. I’m being groomed to be King. How could I protect you from all of this”—he gestures broadly—“when I couldn’t even imagine asking you to leave your world behind? I didn’t want to lose you.”

“Then why didn’t you just say that last night?”

“Because I’m shit with words. I suck at sharing feelings.” He laughs dryly. “I grew up in the fucking Underworld. Affection is currency there—demons feed on it. My parents were a forced union. My dad kidnapped my mom because he fell in love with her at first sight. Sure, she loved him eventually, but as for emotions? Those were rarely spoken aloud.

I won’t be the mate who brings you flowers or writes you poetry. I probably won’t even be the one who cuddles. But I will be the most direct. Always. And for the record”—he smirks—“you didn’t give me a chance to explain before you raged out.”

I blush. “Where did you go last night?”

“Home. I needed to check a few things. I think I found something that might help you figure out your past. That’s why I need you to come with me.”

I pause, considering it. He’s been so open and honest and I really do want to learn more about who I am. “Okay. I’ll go with you.”

His grin is crooked and cocky, dimples flashing as he flicks his wrist and drops the wall of shadows. Gods, that smile. Can this man get any hotter?

The bell rings and Samael grabs my bag, slinging it over his shoulder like it weighs nothing, and walks out of the classroom. I follow quickly behind him.

As soon as we’re out the door, he spins and presses me against the wall.

“So tell me, little mate… am I forgiven?” His voice is husky, teasing.

I smirk. “Hmm… I don’t know yet. I think you’ll have to work a little harder at earning it.”

“Harder how?”

He leans in. I bite my lip, heart thudding.

“Like this?” His lips brush mine in a soft, barely-there kiss.

“Mmm… a little harder than that.”

“How about this?” His body presses into mine, the bulge in his pants sliding against the edge of my skirt, dangerously close to where I’m already burning. His mouth crashes into mine, demanding and hot, his tongue sweeping in and stroking mine until I’m moaning softly. And then—he pulls back.

“That’s a nice start.” I duck out from between his arms, breathless, lips tingling. “I’d like to see what else your tongue can do.” I wink.

“Looks like you two made up,” Miles calls, coming up behind me and slinging his arm around my shoulder, grinning at Samael.

“We’re getting there,” I say, shooting Samael one last look before Miles whisks me away toward the gym.


Chapter Thirteen
KATRINA
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Iwalk into the women’s locker room and quickly change into my sparring outfit: a bright yellow sports bra and navy Spanx. Apparently, the professor wants us to have a full range of motion.

“Slut,” Hilda snorts as she bumps my shoulder on her way past.

“Can you believe she’s fated to all four of the heirs?” her curly-haired friend whispers.

“More like their pass-around girl,” Hilda snaps as they disappear through the door.

I inhale sharply and exhale slowly, trying to center myself. I can’t let rage take control. I won’t let Hellfire loose. Hilda can say whatever the fuck she wants—for now, but when I get the opportunity I’m knocking her right off the pedestal she’s got shoved up her ass.

As I leave the locker room I’m swept up into a familiar embrace.

“Hey, Kitten,” Miles purrs, his chest rumbling against my cheek. “You look delectable in that outfit.”

I step back, curious to see what the professor made the guys wear and my breath catches. Miles stands shirtless, his abs cut like marble, leading down to that devastating V that disappears into low-slung navy gym shorts. His beautiful forearm and chest tattoos are on display and I drink him in, every sculpted inch.

“You’d better stop staring,” he murmurs. “You’re starting to drool.”

I turn toward the professor, who’s just entered the room, my face heating as I swipe at my mouth.

Our professor is stunning. She has dark mocha skin, a cascade of curls, and warm brown eyes that don’t quite match the rest of her softness. Her eyes are sharp and calculating. They continuously scan the room like she’s assessing threats.

“My name is Herja. I am your Defense teacher, for those of you who don’t already know.” She glances briefly at me. “I am a Valkyrie, which means I’m skilled at fighting. Normally, I determine who lives or dies in battle. But Odin has granted me the honor of teaching here at Divine Academy.”

Her gaze sweeps the class. When her eyes land on Miles, she smirks, giving him a slow once-over, making me wonder if she’s one of his past conquests.

“Today, we’re practicing takedowns. I’ve paired you based on skill. Miles, since you don’t technically need this class, you’ll train your Katrina.”

Miles flashes me a wicked smile. “After this class, Kitten, you’ll be begging me to take you back to your room.”
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“Will I be in combat often?” I ask Miles once we’re off on our own.

“Not if I can help it.” His eyes gleam possessively. “But if something happens, I want you to know how to handle yourself.”

I cock a brow. “Okay, show me what you’ve got, big boy.”

He smirks, circling behind me. “First, your stance.” He stops behind me, his voice dropping. “This leg—” his hand runs down my hip to my thigh, giving it a light squeeze— “goes here.” He nudges my right leg back. “Now spread your legs just a bit… like this.”

His hands glide between my thighs, grazing just below my apex and I suck in a breath. We haven’t even started and I’m already flushed.

“Standing like this gives you more balance,” he says smoothly, like he didn’t just seduce me into a puddle. “If someone pushes from the front or behind, you’ll hold your ground.”

He gives me a gentle shove and I barely budge.

“What’s next?” I ask, trying to focus.

“We’ll go over a few takedown methods. First, I’ll demonstrate. Then it’s your turn.”

“Got it,” I nod eager to learn. If I’d known this before, maybe Jack and Jill would still be here.

Miles mirrors my stance. “I won’t warn you when I come at you. I want to see your natural skill.”

“That’s fine. I’m ready when you are.”

He moves in a blur—fist jabbing toward my face. I duck left. His arms drop, grabbing my right leg, disrupting my balance. He hooks it between his thighs and leans in causing me to topple backward onto the mat. Miles lands softly atop me, our legs tangled.

“I think I like you on your back.” He shifts, hips brushing mine, and I gasp. His grin widens as he leans in for a quick kiss. “Okay, Kitten. Your turn.”

He pulls me up like I weigh nothing. I reset my stance and Miles matches it.

I jab toward his face but end up overextending. My balance tips and I stumble into him. He blinks—caught off guard—as we crash to the mat, this time with me landing squarely atop him.

“Well, that’s one way to do it.” Miles chuckles, gripping my hip with one hand.

He props himself on an elbow, our faces mere inches apart. His other hand trails slowly up my side, brushing over my breast before sliding to my throat. He gives it a gentle squeeze, and a soft moan escapes me. His length hardens beneath me.

A cough behind us jerks me back to reality. We're in class. With other people. Shit. I scramble off him, cheeks burning.

We keep practicing takedowns—somewhere between serious and not-so-serious—and by the end of class, my panties are soaked.

“So,” Miles drawls as we finish, that wicked grin back in full force, “you want me to take you back to the suite and show you a good time?”

“In your wildest dreams,” I toss over my shoulder, hips swaying as I walk away, smiling when I hear him groan behind me.
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“Ugh, did you see her? She was practically fucking Miles on the floor. In front of everyone. Could she be any trashier?”

I inhale deeply and exhale slowly. I won’t let Hilda’s pettiness get under my skin. She’s just another mean girl who never outgrew high school.

“Oh, shut up, Hilda,” a new voice snaps—strong, clear, and definitely not someone I’ve met. “You’ve been caught in way more compromising situations. You’re just jealous she replaced you.”

“Whatever, Gertrude!” Hilda screeches, her voice pitching higher with rage. “That tramp will never replace me. Aphelion might enjoy screwing her for now, but our fathers will never break our engagement. Not for some nobody like her.”

“You’d get between fated mates?” Gertrude asks, her voice thick with disgust.

“We all know fated mates are a myth,” Hilda scoffs. I can practically hear the eye roll.

“Just because it hasn’t happened in centuries doesn’t mean it’s not real.”

I pause near the corner, curiosity piqued. Peeking around it, I spot Gertrude—a total stunner. Tanned skin, dark eyes, short curls, and curves in all the right places. She stands squared off with Hilda, radiating confidence, completely unbothered by the drama queen in front of her.

“You can’t tell me you’re not upset,” Hilda continues, hands on hips. “Some rando walks in and suddenly the four most powerful guys at the academy are obsessed with her?”

Okay. That’s enough.I step forward casually, dropping my bag with a soft thunk.

“Listen, Helga,” I say, voice cool and even, “Aphelion’s just not that into you. And it’s got nothing to do with me. It’s you. He’s not going to saddle his kingdom with a cruel, self-absorbed tyrant who only cares about herself. That’s not a Queen. That’s a liability.”

Her eyes go wide. “Why, you bitch!”

She throws her hand up—palm out—and before I can move, lightning arcs toward me in a blinding bolt.

I don’t even have time to scream. I close my eyes, but it never hits. Instead, soft sparks dance across my skin—warm, electric, familiar. Just like when Aphelion touches me.

I open my eyes slowly and see everyone staring at me.

“Did you just absorb her lightning?” Gertrude breathes, looking more awed than afraid.

“I… I don’t know.”

“How do you not know?” she says, blinking. “Hilda’s a demigod. Her lightning is second only to Aphelion’s in this school. You’d be fried if it hit you.”

“All I felt were… little sparks. Like when Aphelion holds me.”

I glance down, suddenly self-conscious. Did I just reveal something I shouldn’t have?

Gertrude whistles low. “If that’s not proof you’re his mate, I don’t know what is.” She tugs her top back into place and starts walking. “Later, Katrina. Can’t be late for Magical Enhancement—Professor Isis doesn’t tolerate stragglers.”

“Bye,” I call softly, watching her go. I hope I see her again—I need to thank her properly.

“That performance means nothing,” Hilda sneers. “You’re not his mate. You’re a freak. A power-feeding freak. You don’t feed off sex like a real succubus. You feed off magic.”

My stomach knots.

I slam my locker shut and hoist my bag. “Whatever helps you sleep at night, Helga.”

But her words echo in my mind as I leave.

What if she’s right? What if this is another demonic trait I’ve inherited?


Chapter Fourteen
KATRINA
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Miles is leaning casually against the wall when I exit the locker room, arms crossed and gaze locked on me like he’s been standing guard.

“What’s the matter, Kitten?” he asks, brow furrowing in concern.

“Nothing at all, handsome,” I reply, brushing past him with a smile that doesn’t quite reach my eyes. “Just got a lot on my mind.”

He pulls me into his arms without hesitation, pressing a soft kiss to my forehead. “Want to talk about it?”

“Yes, but… later. I’d rather wait until I can talk to all of you.”

His arms tighten subtly around me at that—possessive, but trying to be understanding. Miles is the most jealous of my mates, and I know he’s fighting that familiar tug-of-war between protectiveness and trust.

“Of course, Kitten. Whatever you want.” He steps back and takes my hands in his, threading our fingers together. “Come on, we should get you to class. You’ll want to make a good impression on Professor Luka. He doesn’t go easy, and since you're behind on your magical training, he’ll be even tougher on you.”

“Magical Studies is about our... powers?” I ask as we start walking down the corridor.

“Exactly. You’ll focus on mastering your unique magic and learning how to defend yourself with it. Magical Enhancement is about amplifying that power.”

“Got it. Thanks for the heads-up.”

We take a sharp left, and there’s Beckett, leaning casually against the wall outside the classroom, arms folded, that lopsided grin already in place.

“Hey, Darling,” he drawls. “Fancy meeting you in a place like this.” He reaches for my hand and, with a playful tug, pulls me away from Miles.

“I’ll see you later, Kitten.” Miles leans down, presses a kiss to my knuckles, then glances at Beckett. “She’s in your hands now.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll take good care of our girl,” Beckett replies smoothly.

“And how do you know I’m not the one taking care of you?” I tease, sliding my arms around his toned frame. I bury my face in his chest, inhaling deeply. “Mmm, you always smell amazing. Like the ocean. Refreshing and relaxing.”

He lowers his head, voice dipping into something darker. “Glad you like it, Darling. Your scent alone makes me want to devour you.” His lips hover near my ear, his breath warm and wicked. “Makes me wonder if you taste as good as you smell.”

A shiver runs down my spine. “Why don’t you come find out then?” I wink and slip out of his arms, stepping into the classroom.

Relief floods through me when I see Hilda isn’t here. I’m already on edge about trying magic in front of strangers—I don’t need her snide commentary on top of it.

And then I see him.

Professor Luka is not what I expected. When Miles mentioned him, I imagined an older man in tweed—maybe a graying beard, scholarly, with a strict, no-nonsense presence. Basically, a younger version of Dumbledore from Fantastic Beasts.

What I didn’t expect was a panty-melting, dark-haired, smirking Adonis who looks like a slightly edgier Jannik Schümann. His black shirt is just tight enough to show off a perfectly sculpted chest and broad shoulders, and he’s wearing dark blue jeans that cling in very distracting places. Casual. Effortless. Dangerous.

And that grin? Cocky as hell. Like he knows exactly how much attention he draws—and loves it.

I blink. What the hell is wrong with me?

Why am I checking out my professor when I already have four insanely attractive, ridiculously powerful mates? Isn’t that enough?
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“Katrina, right?” Professor Luka calls out, eyes locking onto mine as I step toward the middle of the classroom.

“Umm, yeah, that’s me,” I answer, a little breathless. Beckett’s hand slides to my waist, firm and possessive—a silent claim that I’m his. If we weren’t in public, I might’ve rolled my eyes or whispered something sharp, but I already feel every gaze in the room on me. The last thing I want is to make a bigger scene.

“Since you’re a beginner, you’ll sit here.” Luka points to the desk front and center—right in front of his own. “Beckett, since you’re the most advanced in this class, you can take a seat in the back.”

Damn. I’d been hoping to use this class to get closer to Beckett. He’s more reserved than the others—still waters and all that—and I was looking forward to peeling back a few of those layers.

“The headmaster has already made it clear,” Beckett says coolly, voice sharp with authority, “that we’re to remain with Katrina during her training.”

Luka smirks, like he enjoys the challenge. “The headmaster doesn’t dictate how I run my class. Neither do you. You can sit where I told you, or you and your fated are welcome to leave.”

The room goes quiet, and I can feel Beckett weighing his options. Whatever he chooses, I’ll back him. I know he could teach me a lot—maybe even everything this class offers—but I also know how seriously he takes his duty.

Beckett exhales through his nose, low and frustrated. Then he turns to me, his expression softening.

“If you feel uncomfortable, let me know and we’ll leave.”

“I will,” I promise, though I can’t hide my disappointment.

He must see it, because he dips down and presses a tender kiss to my lips. “Believe me, Darling, I’d love nothing more than to sneak off somewhere and get you all to myself. But it would hinder your training. I can help you defend against water magic, sure—but I can’t help you unlock your Divine abilities or prepare you for threats from other kingdoms. And if I dropped out now, it wouldn’t reflect well on the Water Kingdom’s heir.”

I nod in understanding even if I don’t like it. I kiss him back, lingering in his warmth for a moment longer.

“I’ll come find you after your one-on-one with Professor Luka,” he whispers, his breath tickling my ear. “He’s descended from Loki—meaning he can mimic powers. He might be the key to discovering exactly what Divine gifts you carry.”

My stomach clenches.

“He can only sense Divine powers,” Beckett adds softly. “Your secret is safe.”

I watch as he strides to the back of the room, and, gods help me, even his walk is distracting.

“Katrina,” Professor Luka calls, snapping my attention forward. “Come with me. The rest of you—pair off. Practice yesterday’s defensive maneuvers with someone of equal level but opposing magic: Sky Kingdom with Underground, Earth with Water. When we return, you’ll demonstrate your progress.”

He walks briskly out the door, and I have to scramble to grab my bag and chase after him.

“Where are we going, Professor?” I ask once I’ve caught up, a little breathless from the pace and the sudden weight of anxiety pressing on me.

“To the outer fields,” he answers without looking back. “They’re the safest place to unearth someone’s Divine gift.”

“Do you always find your students’ powers?”

He finally pauses at the edge of the field, turning toward me with an unreadable look. “Always.”

My heart hammers.

“This part of the session may be… invasive,” he says, tone even, clinical. “To mimic your magic, we’ll need direct contact. Physical, skin-to-skin.”

I blink. “You mean…?”

“We’ll both need to undress,” he confirms as if he’s discussing the weather. “Clothing can disrupt the flow of power. Holding hands is usually enough for most, but for Divine energy—especially something like Heavenly Light—it must be more direct. Don’t worry. I’ve done this hundreds of times.”

I shuffle in place. “Can I, um, leave my undergarments on?”

“That should suffice. If it interferes with the connection, we’ll reassess.”

My throat is dry as I begin unbuttoning my blouse, tugging at my blue and yellow plaid tie and shimmying out of my skirt. When I glance up, Luka is still fully dressed—his eyes unapologetically watching me.

Not that I blame him. I know what I look like. Still… my pulse quickens.

“I’m ready if you are,” I say, squaring my shoulders.

He snaps his fingers. His clothes vanish in a flash of light.

Yep. Definitely Jannik’s body. Maybe even better.

And now I want to lick him from collarbone to hip.

Luka chuckles, the sound deep and smooth. “Your fated wouldn’t appreciate your thoughts.”

My cheeks flame. “You can read them?”

“Not always,” he says, stepping closer, “but yours are especially loud. Besides, I don’t blame you. The pull I feel toward you—it’s hard to ignore.”

Pull? What does he mean by pull?


Chapter Fifteen
LUKA
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Isense her powers before she even steps into the room. They're godlike—stronger than anything I’ve ever encountered—but there’s something different about them. Who is she? What is she? And why do I feel this sudden, undeniable urge to possess her?

I've been with many women, but none of them have ever drawn me in like this. This isn’t love or some bond of companionship. It’s something raw, primal—a need to own and control. Could she have unlocked powers I’ve always known were buried deep within me, thanks to my bloodline? The lineage of Loki, the God of Mischief, and Eris, the Goddess of Chaos...

I hate that these gifts come from them. People instinctively shrink away, expecting destruction to follow me wherever I go. I’m a trifecta of chaos—Loki, Eris, and Discordia bloodlines coursing through me.

The moment I feel Katrina’s powers, it’s like a dam breaking inside me. The darkness that’s always been there—buried, locked away—starts to stir, restless, hungry.
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Beckett is trying to assert himself, but he’s not my concern. Not yet. He’s still an heir, not a king. Not my king. That title belongs to Miles. And the headmaster knows better than to try me. I’m more powerful than him, and he knows he needs me to keep the academy from descending into chaos. Without me, this place would be a powder keg.

I remind Beckett of my authority with a glance. His gaze flickers to Katrina, and I catch him eyeing her—his beautiful fated mate. I can’t help but notice how short her skirt is, barely covering her curvy ass. The sight makes something in me tighten, but I shake it off. She has long silver hair, straight and sleek, resting just above her lower back. When she turns, I quickly avert my eyes, but I can feel her gaze on me—loud, vivid thoughts dancing in my mind.

Her thoughts are impossible to ignore. They’re the loudest in the room. Most students have learned to block out chaos descendants, but she hasn’t mastered it yet. The Valkyrie usually teaches her students this skill early in sparring. In battle, you can’t rely on mind-reading to gain the upper hand.

I rise abruptly from my desk, chair scraping behind me. My mind is spinning, but I need answers. I need to understand why she’s calling to me like this.

"Katrina, follow me," I command, trying to put some distance between us. "The rest of you, practice the defensive technique we learned yesterday with someone of a different kingdom. Sky with Underground. Earth with Water. When Katrina and I return, we’ll review your progress."

I walk ahead, trying to steady my thoughts. The urge to dominate her is building inside me. My body is screaming for release, but I know I can’t give in. Not yet. If I can keep control, maybe I can understand what’s happening. If I assert dominance, perhaps I can contain the chaos threatening to burst from me.
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When she asks where we’re going, her voice breaks through the fog clouding my mind.

“To the fields,” I answer, my voice low. “It’s the safest place to uncover your Divine gift.”

She asks if I’ve always been able to sense gifts. Her nervousness is palpable. But as I try to dig deeper into her thoughts, I’m met with a block. Her prefrontal cortex feels different now, impenetrable, shielding something from me. This... this isn’t what I expected. It’s not just power I’m sensing; there’s something else. Something that makes me uneasy. Her aura is... too much. I know this will be more complicated than I first thought.

“We’ll need to be connected—skin to skin,” I say, trying to remain calm. “The powers will merge, and we’ll uncover your gift. If it affects the process, we’ll adjust.”

She hesitates for a moment, then asks if it’s okay to leave her undergarments on. I notice the blush creeping up her neck, and something inside me stirs. I don’t want to make her uncomfortable, but I need to ensure we’re fully connected for this to work.

"Yes, that’s fine," I reply, my voice steady despite the storm inside. "If we need to, we’ll strip them off."

Her relief is palpable as she removes her clothes. I freeze, taking in every inch of her body. She’s flawless. Her skin is smooth, and untouched, her breasts fuller than her blouse had suggested. The way her chest curves, perfect and soft, leads to a flat stomach with a crescent moon piercing at her navel. Her tiny red panties sit low on her curvy hips, accentuating her hourglass figure. I can’t look away.

She clears her throat, breaking my trance. “I’m ready, if you are.”

Her confidence only makes her more irresistible. I snap my fingers, and my clothes disappear in a heartbeat. I return her smile as I see her eyes linger on my chest, following the line of my abs. The thought of her running her tongue along them flashes in my mind, and I laugh, darkly amused.

“I can hear every thought, Katrina,” I say, chuckling as her face turns a deeper shade of pink.
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“Okay, we’ll start by holding hands,” I say. “When I send my power to you, I want you to visualize letting me in. You’ll feel tiny vibrations against your skin—that’s my energy reaching you.”

She nods eagerly, a spark of determination in her eyes. “Okay. Let’s do this.”

I grip her hand, surprised by how easily my power flows from me, calling to hers. She lets out a soft, breathy “oh” as the vibrations touch her. But then, a solid wall of resistance meets me.

“Try to let me in,” I whisper. “Close your eyes and imagine opening a door, letting me inside.”

She tries to form the image, but it flickers, unstable. I step back, releasing her hand.

“What is it? Am I doing something wrong?” she asks, her voice tinged with doubt.

“No, you’re blocking me,” I reply. “You’re not letting me in.”

She swallows hard. “Is there another way? A better way?”

“There’s one more option, though it might feel... uncomfortable.”

She lifts her chin, determination flaring again. “I’m willing to try anything. I need answers. I need to understand myself.”

I’ve read her file—her history. An orphan raised in the system, never adopted. She aged out of the system at eighteen, alone.

“I’ll need to hold you against me. If the energy transfer doesn’t work through simple contact, I’ll need to kiss you. My power will enter through the connection.”

She hesitates for a heartbeat, then nods. “If you’re sure this will work...”

“I’m certain. This is a rare method—one usually used between gods, or those with bloodlines like mine. But you’re strong enough to handle it.”

Her brow furrows. “How do you know that if you haven’t touched my powers?”

“I can feel them, Katrina,” I answer. “They radiate off you, calling to the gifts buried deep in me. Others can probably feel it too.”

She steps closer. “Okay. I’m ready.”

I open my arms, and she steps into them, wrapping her arms around my neck. I pull her tightly against me, the vibrations of my power already reaching out, trying to find its way inside her. The wall she’s erected is weaker now, but still firm. I release one hand from her waist and place it gently on her chin, guiding her eyes to meet mine. Her breathing quickens.

I kiss her—hard. My instincts take over as I press my lips roughly against hers, biting her bottom lip and pulling it into my mouth. She gasps, and in that instant, I push deeper, my tongue invading her mouth. I feel my power surge into her, flooding her body.

Through the connection, I see it—images flash behind my eyes. Bright, pure whiteness. The four Kingdoms—Earth, Sky, Water, and Underworld—each represented by their elements: plants, air, crashing waves, and raging fire. On one side, a white angel wing. On the other, something I can’t fully see—blurry, but somehow familiar. A fallen angel’s wing? It’s too distorted for me to make sense of. My gift doesn’t allow me to perceive demonic powers.

I break the kiss, pulling away and calling my power back. Our energies are tangled, pulling at each other. A bond is beginning to form, but right now it’s nothing unbreakable. If our powers continue to mingle though they’ll form a perfect knot and our bond will be unbreakable. Katrina needs to let go. She’s holding on strong, unknowingly latching onto my gifts.

“Katrina,” I warn my voice tight. “If you don’t want to be bonded to me forever, put up a mental shield now.”

I feel the resistance slip away as my power is expelled from her, and I breathe a sigh of relief.

"So?" she asks, her eyes wide, still full of questions.

“Your power is intact,” I reply, offering a small smile. “But there is a tiny bond. It should break within a day or two, as long as we don’t get too close. For the next week, I’ll pair you with Beckett.” I notice her smile, faint but present. “As for your powers, you’re the true fated mate to the gods of the four Kingdoms. You have their gifts—and something angelic. I saw an angel wing. There was another wing, but it was too blurry for me to identify... It’s almost like it’s been buried in your mind.”

Her face shifts slightly, something unreadable in her expression.

“Do you need time to process?” I ask, sensing the change in her mood.

“No,” she replies quickly, pulling her clothes back on. “Let’s just get back to class. Beckett and the others are probably waiting.”


Chapter Sixteen
BECKETT
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Idon’t trust Luka for a second. He’s a chaos-type god, and there’s something about his intentions with Katrina that doesn’t sit right with me. And no, it’s not because I want to spend the class getting to know her better—though I’d be lying if I said I didn’t feel that pull. It’s because her relationship with the others is moving faster than mine. Miles has already gained an edge, having met Katrina at our club and rescued her. Then there’s Aphelion, the charming, pretty boy who makes every girl swoon. It’s no surprise Katrina is growing closer to him this morning. Samael has the brooding, tortured thing that women seem to love, and I’m sure he’s made up with Katrina in class. As for me? I’m the shy, quiet one. Whenever Katrina’s near, I get tongue-tied and can’t think of anything to say.

“Uhm, Beckett?” Adriana calls, snapping me out of my thoughts. “Could you help me? I can’t seem to master shielding. Every time I try, Ajax’s power seeps through.”

I nearly roll my eyes. There’s a reason Luka paired us with opposite skill types. Regular shielding won’t cut it. With Ajax’s Earth Kingdom gifts, he could crush a water shield like it’s nothing.

“Water shields won’t work against Earth types,” I say, keeping my tone even. I remind myself that I’m heir to the Water Kingdom—I need to show respect, even if this woman has no clue.

Adriana blinks at me, clearly confused. She’s barely one-sixteenth divine, if that. I still don’t get why the academy invited her here—her power’s so small, it wouldn’t even make a difference among mortals. But the council determined that anyone with even a sliver of godly power had to attend.

“How about we show them a real match?” Penelope chimes in, her voice full of challenge. Penelope, the daughter of Gaea and Ares—Miles’s would be betrothed except she’s deeply in love with her girlfriend, Brynn, who just so happens to be one of Miles’s half-siblings. If something were to happen to Miles, Penelope and Brynn would have a strong claim to the Earth Kingdom.

I smirk at Penelope. She’s the distraction I need. My thoughts have been circling around Katrina and Luka, and it’s driving me mad. “Sure. I’m always up for a challenge.”

Aella from the Sky Kingdom and Dade from the Underground Kingdom combine their powers to create an invisible barrier, trapping Penelope and me in the dueling circle while keeping the rest of the class safe from our attacks.

“In real-life situations, you won’t know when or how your opponent will strike,” I explain, my voice laced with authority. “But in this simulation, Penelope and I will call out our strategies. We’ll demonstrate the importance of preparation. We train to protect ourselves—not just from other Kingdoms, but from the Titans should they escape the Nether... and a darker threat I cannot discuss at this time.”

“You can attack first,” I tell Penelope.

Her stance shifts, and I can already sense what’s coming—an earthquake. I tap into my powers, readying my counterattack. She releases a devastating quake, so I summon a tsunami, the force of my waves matching the intensity of her tremors. Wave after wave crashes into Penelope, but she holds her ground. She climbs to the peak of a mountain she’s formed, then summons a mudslide that slams into my waves, coating me in thick, sticky earth.

Before she can harden it into rock, I retaliate with a downpour of rain, turning the mudslide into a monsoon.

“Very good,” Luka’s voice interrupts, breaking my concentration. My monsoon ceases abruptly, giving Penelope the chance to trap me in the earth.

I glance at Katrina. Her aura now has a silvery glow. Anger bubbles up inside me. I grit my teeth as anger clouds my vision. I can hear the power of the sea around me, but I don't care. The only thing I want to do right now is destroy my professor. He linked his powers with my mate. His aura is now entangled with hers.

"Beckett," Katrina calls, running to me. Only then do I notice Aella and Dade have dropped the barrier and that I've broken through the earth Penelope used to encapsulate me.

“Beckett,” Katrina says again, her voice calm despite the turmoil in me. “You need to stop this before you regret it.”

“He took advantage of you,” I growl, my words sharp with fury. “He mated you without your consent.”

“That’s not what happened!” she yells, her eyes beginning to swirl with the elements of all four Kingdoms. One eye glows with white light, the other with blackness, and I can sense her power rising. The angrier she gets, the more intense her abilities grow. I need to stop her, but the rage inside me won’t subside. It’s like something dark and demonic has taken hold of me.

My water affinity intensifies. Waves crash around me, flooding the room. Thankfully, the students from the Air Kingdom have raised barriers to protect themselves. Katrina, however, walks toward me, the water parting for her like the sea acknowledging its queen. My hand rises on its own accord, palm facing outward toward her. My control slips as acid rain begins to surge from my body, the power rushing toward her.

But Katrina raises her hand, and with a swift motion, she creates a shield that evaporates the acid rain on impact. She’s surrounded by a pure white light, a heavenly aura. She closes the distance between us, pulling me into an embrace, her lips capturing mine. The moment we touch, I feel the darkness inside me being expelled. The sound of the ocean fills my soul again.

I pull her tighter, deepening the kiss, pouring every emotion I feel into it before I reluctantly pull away.

The other students are staring at Katrina in awe. I glance at Luka and he’s looking at us, too, his eyes full of anger and confusion.

“What the hell is that?” Katrina asks, noticing a disturbance in the corner.

I turn to see what she’s looking at—a swirling black sludge, oozing like a sentient being. There’s something alive inside it, but I’ve never seen anything like it before.

“It’s something that shouldn’t exist anymore,” Luka answers, his voice cold. “A darkness thought to have been destroyed long ago.”

“That thing... It was inside you,” she whispers, her voice shaking.

The sludge starts to move, slithering away like a snake, heading toward the rest of the students. Katrina raises her hand, and with a surge of Heavenly Light, disintegrates it on contact.

“Cancel your next class,” I tell Luka, my voice tight. “We need to talk with the others. You need to explain what that was.”

“My next period is free, but I warn you, Beckett,” Luka says, his gaze flicking to Katrina. “The closer I am to your mate, the more likely this bond will solidify.”

I grip Katrina’s hand, my eyes narrowing. “It’s a risk I’ll have to take. I can’t put the Kingdoms in danger just because I’m jealous.”

Luka glares at me. “I’d never force a bond on anyone, especially not against their will.”

I run a hand through my hair, my face flushing with embarrassment. “About what I said earlier⁠—”

“Save it,” Luka interrupts, his tone sharp. “The sooner we tell the others, the sooner we can figure out what’s going on.”


Chapter Seventeen
KATRINA
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Beckett, Luka, and I sit in the living room of the dorm, waiting for the others to arrive. The silence is deafening.

"So…" I break the silence, freezing when both of their heads swivel toward me. "Are we going to discuss the elephant in the room, or are we just going to pretend nothing happened?"

"Nothing happened, Katrina," Luka replies evenly. "Power bonding is a normal occurrence. Your mate just blew it out of proportion."

I focus on Beckett. His cheeks are tinged pink—he’s clearly embarrassed.

"You're the only woman I've ever let in," he murmurs. "I've never had such strong feelings for anyone..."

The lobby door slams open, cutting him off.

"Beck, dude, what’s going on?" Aphelion strides in.

"Why's Luka here?" Miles asks, walking in behind him.

Samael is the last to enter. His gaze immediately finds mine, and he sighs. "I thought something serious happened when you said it was urgent." His eyes narrow on Luka. "Why are your auras intertwined?"

"Luka performed a power-sharing ritual with me," I explain. "My powers tried to fuck his. He helped me block it off before it fully bonded."

"Your power tried to fuck Luka's?" Aphelion asks, blinking.

"That’s… essentially what happened," I reply.

Luka chuckles, low and masculine. It sends a shiver down my spine. "I've never heard it called power fucking before, but yes. The moment Katrina walked into my classroom, her magic called to mine. It stirred things I had buried deep. During the ritual, our powers tried to bond—fully. Luckily, she managed to block it before it was completed. As long as we keep our distance, the bond should fade."

"It’s already stronger than it was before," I admit, locking eyes with him. "I can feel your powers inside of me.”

"That shouldn't be possible," Luka says, frowning. "I put up a mental block. I’d feel it if our powers were still merging."

"Katrina’s right," Samael confirms. "Your power’s still swirling inside hers. That’s how I knew you were bonded."

Luka looks genuinely stunned. "This... this has never happened before."

"Maybe it has something to do with that black sludge?" I suggest.

"What black sludge?" Miles asks, moving to me. He picks me up and takes my seat, settling me on his lap.

"That’s the real reason I called you all here," Beckett says. "When I found out about Luka and Katrina, I was overwhelmed by jealousy. It wasn’t normal. It felt like a dark cloud overtook me. Katrina helped calm me, but when she touched me, a black sludge-like entity sprang from my body. She destroyed it with Heavenly Light. Luka seems to know what it was."

"A sludge controlled you?" Aphelion asks. "You, the heir to the Water Kingdom?"

"It’s more than just sludge," Luka interjects. His mental shield spikes, pushing against me—but my powers slip through, brushing his. "That substance is called Eitr. It’s neither dead nor alive. Jörmungandr created it as a weapon to destroy the Norse gods. It should’ve been destroyed along with Asgard. That was it in its fledgling form—it can evolve into beasts like basilisks, chimeras, krakens, etc. And whoever wields it can open the Void… and release the Titans."

"How do we destroy it?" Miles asks.

"I don’t know," Luka replies. "Thor and Loki supposedly did over a millennium ago. We’ll need to consult the council immediately.”

The room shifts uncomfortably.

"We can’t bring up the Eitr unless we explain how it was destroyed," Aphelion mutters. "And that would mean talking about Katrina, which none of us are willing to do.”

"Why?" Luka asks, his gaze locked on me.

"That’s none of your concern," Beckett growls.

"If I’m risking my life keeping secrets from the council, I need to know why," Luka snaps.

Miles sighs. "Katrina is... special."

Our bond is growing stronger by the second. I feel Luka’s emotions weaving into mine. I trust him completely. He deserves to know more.

"Luka—”

"Katrina, don’t," Samael warns.

"Please, kitten," Miles pleads. "We can’t risk it."

"You’re already at risk, Princess," Aphelion says.

"We can’t trust him, Darling," Beckett adds.

I push their voices aside. "Luka, I have strange powers. I can wield Heavenly Light… but I also control Hellfire. I don’t know what Kingdom I’m from or what god I descend from. But I know I’m more powerful than I should be. If the council knew, they’d destroy me."

"Great, now we’ll have to kill him," Samael mutters.

"Touch him, and I’ll rip off your dick," I snap.

"You’d lose focus the second you held my cock," Samael shoots back, making my cheeks flare.

"Fine," Luka interjects. "I won’t say anything. And I don’t need protection, Kit-Kat. I’m stronger than I look."

"Great. Another nickname," I groan.

"Let’s table the Eitr for now," Samael says. "Right now, we need to stop your powers from screwing each other."

"Still?" Luka asks. "I set up an impenetrable shield."

"Good thing you’re not in Tartarus," Samael laughs. "You’d be taken advantage of."

"Not the time for jokes," Aphelion warns. "If we don’t want this becoming a sixsome, we need to stop this bond."

"I can still feel you inside me," I blurt to Luka. He sputters, eyes flicking to Beckett. "You seem so lonely. On the outside, you seem strong, whole—but inside, you’re afraid. Afraid of your chaos. Afraid you’ll never be enough."

Luka clears his throat. "Yeah, we really need to break this bond. I don’t appreciate having my emotions broadcasted."

"Sorry," I whisper, stepping closer and taking his hand. "I’m not trying to invade your privacy. Your soul just feels... safe."

As soon as our hands touch, a surge of power flashes, then fades.

"What was that?" Aphelion asks.

"She blocked our powers from merging the moment we touched," Luka says, sounding stunned. "That’s... not supposed to happen. Skin-to-skin contact strengthens the bond."

"Something inside me told me to connect with you. When I did, your power left me.”

Luka’s deep in thought when Miles speaks. "The bond’s still there, but it’s weaker. Let’s keep your naughty powers to yourself for now, Kitten. You can unleash them when I take you to bed."

"Actually," Aphelion grins, "Katrina promised me her bed tonight. Sorry, Miles."

I can’t help but laugh. Even now, when we should be focusing on more important matters they’re arguing over who gets to spend time with me.

"We’ll see about that," Miles mutters.

"Sorry to interrupt bedtime negotiations," Luka says, "but I have a question."

"Okay," everyone answers in unison.

"Katrina, have your powers ever fed off anyone else’s before? During the ritual, I saw something… a wing. Opposite your angel wing. It was blurry, but now I’m almost positive on what I saw. It was a fallen angel wing.”

I glance at the floor, nerves tingling. Aphelion wraps his arms around me.

"After sparring today, Hilda said I absorbed her lightning. She claimed it was because I was feeding off Aphelion’s power."

"Hilda attacked you?" Miles asks, his voice sharp. "Is that why you seemed off earlier?"

"That’s not what’s important right now, Miles," I snap, tears filling my eyes. "What matters is… I’m a fucking monster."


Chapter Eighteen
APHELION
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"That's not what's important right now, Miles. What's important is the fact that I am a fucking monster," Katrina shouts, tears spilling down her face as she runs toward her room.

A lump forms in my throat, and my heart aches for my Fated. I caused this pain. Hilda was only messing with her because of me. If I hadn't agreed to marry her after graduation, Katrina wouldn't be in this mess. I just wanted my father off my back. From the time I was ten, learning the ropes of the kingdom, my father had been pushing me to marry Thor's daughter, saying it was for the good of the domain. By thirteen, I was so tired of hearing it that I agreed to the betrothal.

When I finally met Hilda at fifteen, I wasn’t entirely against the match. She was an early developer, with thick, full breasts I couldn’t wait to touch. We had sex the first day we met, and continued off and on until recently. But when I was around her, I always felt antsy, like my lightning was coursing through my skin to keep her at a distance. The last time we tried to be intimate I shocked her. I didn’t understand why my power was so unchecked until Katrina walked into the conference room with Miles. My Divine powers had been trying to tell me something; they wanted me to know that my mate was near.

When I left that room, I should've gone straight to my father and called off the wedding. But I was too focused on Katrina. She consumed my thoughts.

"Wait, Katrina," I hear Miles call, pulling me back to the present. She's already at her bedroom door, slamming it behind her. Miles stares after her, confused. "What was that about?"

"Katrina has demonic powers," Professor Luka answers. "She thinks she's a monster, the enemy, because of what she's learned about demons and the nonsense humans spout."

"But they are monsters," Beckett interjects. "Demons have revolted many times, causing destruction and chaos. They're our enemies."

Samael growls but doesn’t contradict him. Having grown up in the Underworld, he knows the demons' true nature.

"Are you calling your Fated a monster?" Luka’s voice is sharp, his eyes filled with fury.

"No, I would never⁠—"

"Katrina has demon blood running through her veins. If demons are monsters, that makes your mate one too," Luka snaps.

"That's not what I meant," Beckett mumbles, running a hand through his messy curls.

"It's exactly what you said," Luka snarls, glaring at Beckett. "It's no wonder your Fated hates herself."

"I think you should leave now," Beckett says, standing tall, his imposing height nearly intimidating.

"Why? Worried I'll steal your girl?" Luka smirks, trying to provoke him.

I’ve had enough of their arguing. While Miles and Samael watch the brewing confrontation, I slip away toward Katrina’s room. I’m the reason behind all of this, and I want to fix it before I lose my mate.

I knock gently on her door. "Hey, Princess. Can I come in?"

Katrina sniffles, the mattress creaking as she rises. I hear the lock click, and my stomach sinks. She’s locking me out. But then, she slowly opens the door, and my heart drops. Her eyes are red, her nose a shade of pink from crying.

"Hey, Sparky," she says, attempting a smile as she opens the door wider for me.

I step inside, sighing loudly as I watch her sit on the bed. I pace back and forth, my nerves spiking as I try to figure out what to say. Finally, I stop and stand in front of her, looking down into her tear-streaked face. She looks so angelic, yet so broken. I take her hand and kneel before her.

"You're not a monster, Princess. Goddess, angel, demon—I don't care. You're my Fated, and you're perfect for me. Mates are supposed to lend each other strength. I can feel my power growing just by being near you. I don’t care if you feed off my power; I have an unlimited supply with you by my side." I smile up at her.

"How can you not hate me?" She asks, fresh tears filling her eyes. "Demon blood runs through my veins. I’m pure evil. I’m your enemy."

"No, Princess. You could never be my enemy. I could never hate you. Not all demons are evil, just like not all angels are pure. And gods and goddesses? They’re the worst sinners of all." I wipe a tear from her cheek, my hand lingering.

She sighs into my touch, and I know that by just being here, I’m easing her pain.

"You don’t think Hilda would be a better match for you?" Her voice trembles, her vulnerability laid bare.

"At one point, I thought she was the best match for the Sky Kingdom." I watch the hurt flicker in her eyes. "My father spent years convincing me it would benefit our rule. He made it sound perfect, like it was the only logical choice. When we met, Hilda was pretty. She charmed me, and, like any teenager, I let my desires take over. Hilda and I were on and off for years, using each other for sexual release. But even in those moments, I never felt whole. I always felt like something was missing. But I pushed that feeling aside. I had a duty to my people. At that time, being with Hilda seemed right, even though it felt wrong. A month before I met you, I started losing control of my power. When she got too close, my gift flared up. It even shocked her. I didn’t understand why until you walked into the conference room with Miles. The moment I saw you, I understood. My divinity had been trying to tell me my mate was here. And when I first held you, I felt whole. You were made for me. You are meant to be my Queen. You are the only one for me."

I’ve essentially just confessed I love her, but I don’t want to scare her off. I want her to understand our bond, and to process everything in her own time before I tell her how deeply I feel.

She sits, stunned, before throwing herself into my arms, wrapping around me tightly. Her face buries in my chest, inhaling my scent.

"So, I take it I’m forgiven then?" I ask, holding her close.

"Silly Sparky, I was never mad at you," she says, her voice shy. "I was just unsure of my place by your side. I wasn’t sure if you’d still want me once you knew what I could do."

"I’ll always want you." I brush a strand of hair from her face and tuck it behind her ear before gently kissing her.

Her arms tighten around me, and she pushes closer, kissing me back. I slowly pull away, noticing the desire in her eyes.

"Want to know why I call you Sparky?" She asks, her voice playful.

"You know I do."

"Because every time we touch, little shockwaves shoot through me."

"You feel them too?"

"Yes, and every time I do, it sends a rush of desire through me."

Desire flares in my own eyes as I fight to control my reaction, though I’m sure she can feel the evidence of my desire growing beneath her. She smirks and grinds against me, making me hard. A soft moan escapes her lips.

"Keep doing that, Princess, and I won’t be able to control myself," I warn, my voice hoarse.

"I want you to lose control," she whispers, pushing herself closer to me.

"I don’t think you know what you’re asking for," I reply, struggling to keep my composure.

“Yes, I do. I want you. I want to be yours. Please make me yours. I want to show the world that I belong to you—and you belong to me."

I stare deeply into her eyes, searching for hesitation. "You want to seal our mate bond? Once it’s sealed, there’s no going back."

Without hesitation, she responds, "Yes, I do."

I stand up with her still in my lap, holding her tighter as I walk toward the bed and gently lay her down. Hunger and anticipation spark in my eyes as I look down at her, causing her to shiver.


Chapter Nineteen
KATRINA
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Isit up on the bed as Aphelion crawls towards me. I'm already wet with anticipation. After everything that's happened today, I'm ready to lose myself in his arms and make him mine. The moment he hovers above me, I unbutton his shirt, and my fingers shake with excitement. I want to see all of him and admire the beauty he hides beneath his clothes. With each button that comes undone, my heart pounds wildly in my chest. Finally reaching the last button, I shove his shirt over his shoulders and begin to admire Aphelion. He is perfection, from his blazing red hair to his piercing green eyes and beautiful bronzed skin coating every inch of his toned body. His build is smaller than Miles's, but I can tell weightlifting is one of his passions. I run my hands down his broad shoulders, squeezing his firm biceps.

"Like what you see, Princess?" Aphelion asks, a cocky smirk on his face.

"Just shut up and kiss me.” Lifting my hands off his arms I wrap them in his hair, pulling him down towards me.

Aphelion is an expert kisser. The moment our lips touch, sparks run down my entire body, causing me to moan. Aphelion takes that opportunity to plunge his tongue into my mouth. His kiss is passionate and feverish as he explores every part of my mouth. His hands grip my hips, and he pulls me closer to him, his hard length pressing firmly against me, making my body crave him even more.

Finally, he releases my lips, allowing me to breathe as he gazes down at me, desire coating his eyes. I trail my lips down his neck, gently nipping and biting as I trail lower and lower down his body. Aphelion pulls me back up, raising us into a sitting position. 

"Who said you could have all the control here, Princess?" he asks, winking at me as his hands expertly unbutton my blouse. He only makes it halfway down before he freezes, his eyes focusing on my creamy breasts that are overflowing from my white lacy bra. "Fuck," he groans as he rips my shirt off me the rest of the way, sending buttons flying everywhere.

Before I can say anything about the ripping of my shirt, he's freeing my breasts from my bra, his hands squeezing them gently, massaging as his thumb and forefinger gently pull and pinch my nipples, causing me to moan out in pleasure. I wrap my hands around his head, smothering him against my chest. I want to feel his tongue on my skin. He kisses down my cleavage as his hands continue to tease my nipples expertly. He kisses underneath both of my breasts before giving them the slightest lick. He continues teasing me, kissing and nipping my breasts everywhere except where I want him the most.

"Aphelion, please," I begged, not knowing if I could handle any more teasing.

"What do you want me to do, Princess?" he asks, raising his face from my breasts while continuing to pinch and roll my nipples between his fingers.

"Mmm," I moan, unable to form words.

"Do you want me to do this?" he asks as he removes one of his torturous hands from my nipple, dipping his head down and taking it in his mouth, gently rolling it between his teeth.

"Yes!" I cry out, feeling my desire increase tenfold as he begins to lick and suck on my nipple.

"Can't let the other one feel left out." He smiles wickedly as he begins to give my other breast the same treatment. I become putty in his hands.

Once he's finished ravishing my breasts, Aphelion starts to kiss down my stomach, his hands trailing lower, causing me to shiver with pleasure as he slides one up my skirt and begins to caress my thigh. I arch myself closer to him, wanting to feel his erection pressed up firmly against me as he kneads into my thigh, his finger slowly inching towards my center, brushing against the outline of my thong. I gasp as his fingers begin to massage my clit through my panties.

"Fuck, Princess," he groans, "you're already so fucking wet for me."He lifts his head from my stomach and pulls himself up until he's hovering over me, his fingers still rubbing my covered flesh, bringing me closer and closer to an orgasm. I wrap my arms around his neck and pull him down on top of me, letting out a slight gasp as I feel his hard length brush against the outskirts of my thigh.

Aphelion's lips crash onto mine; this time, his kisses are rough with passion as he bites and sucks my lip into his mouth while his fingers dip into my underwear, making my breath hitch as his calloused fingers touch my clit, rubbing me gently.

"So. Fucking. Wet," he groans as he lowers his finger and pushes one inside me. "Uhh, fuck, you're so tight." He slowly thrust his finger in and out of me, letting my body become adjusted to him.

My body burns with need as he slips another finger into me, causing me to buck my hips up, wanting to feel him deeper inside of me. He curls his fingers up inside me as he thrusts harder and faster. His thumb runs across my slick lips before caressing my clitoris, and he sucks my tongue into his mouth.

I moan into his mouth, my legs quivering with need. My senses tighten as my climax draws near. My hips thrust, making his fingers plunge deeper as I grind my clit against his thumb. I moan loudly, my hungry muscles tightening against his finger, the sensation of his touch everywhere driving me to heights that I haven't reached before. He kisses down my jawline again, licking my neck and biting at my breast until he finds my nipple, nipping it with his teeth as he soothes it with his tongue. Euphoria washes over me, my orgasm tumbling like a wave as I scream out in pure bliss.

I lay there panting as he pushes himself up above me once more, a cocky grin on his face.

"You did good, Sparky," I pant out as I try to gain my breath, "but now it's my turn." I return his smile as I flip him off me and straddle him. I place a gentle kiss starting at his temple and then move down, allowing my hot breath to whisper against his ear before I take his lobe into my mouth and gently suck on it, causing Aphelion to let out a hiss. I lick across his jawline before trailing kisses down his throat, sucking and biting as I go down lower and lower. My hands scratch gently down his chest. My mouth hovers right above the waistline of his jeans. I smile up at him before I trail my lips down lower and start to kiss him through the fabric of his pants, smiling when I feel his rigid member jolt against me. As I tease him through his jeans, my hands start undoing his belt and the button on his pants. I slide the zipper down with one hand, reaching my other inside, caressing him through his boxers. His length is bigger and thicker than I was expecting. I feel him thrust against me, and I can't help but smile. He craves my touch as much as I crave his.

His breathing increases as I slide my hand into the opening of his boxers and begin to stroke him, enjoying the feel of him in my hand. I slowly circle my finger around the tip of his head, smearing the precum that has started to leak out, before I squeeze my hand firmly around his shaft, sliding it up and down his length agonizingly slow, enjoying the sharp intake of his breath. After teasing him, I let go, earning a growl of disappointment from Aphelion. With both of my hands, I pull his pants and boxers down the rest of the way, watching in amazement as his cock springs free and releasing a little gasp at how beautiful it is.

"Tell me what you want, Aphelion," I whisper huskily to him, wanting to torture him the way he tortured me.

"I want to be buried inside you," he growls back at me.

"Ah, Ah, Ah. Not yet," I reply, wagging my finger at him as I slowly lower my head toward his cock.

I blow a breath of warm air against the tip of his head before I wrap my lips around it, causing him to gasp out in pleasure. I swirl my tongue around the end of his head, enjoying the salty flavor of his precum. I watch as he closes his eyes in bliss before I bob my head down his entire length, slowly tightening my grip on him. It isn't long before Aphelion wraps his hands into my long hair and thrusts up into the back of my throat, causing me to gag as he fucks my face, the sensation causing me to moan and him to groan out in ecstasy. I can feel him start to swell inside me, and I know he's on the brink of an orgasm. I prepare for his seed to spill into my mouth, but he pulls out, stopping short of his orgasm.

"When I cum, I want it to be inside of you,” he growls out, his voice husky as he flips us back over on my bed and straddles me once more. He holds me down with one of his hands as his other trails down and rips off my skirt and underwear. As he sits back and admires my body, I shudder at the amount of desire I can see in his eyes.

"You're so fucking perfect, Princess," he purrs, using both of his hands to push apart my thighs and bringing his face down between my legs, lapping at my sensitive clit with his tongue. "Mmm, and you taste delicious," he rasps as he devours my pussy, licking, kissing, and sucking on every part of me until I'm falling over the edge once more. He continues to drink my juices, drawing out my orgasm until I'm shaking beneath him. His mouth is coated with my cum when he brings his face up and lowers his lips to mine, kissing me, pushing his tongue into my mouth, forcing me to taste myself as he thrusts his cock inside of me.

I gasp as he fills me, my core tightening against his thickness. He stills for a moment, letting me adjust to his size before he slowly begins to rock back and forth inside me, each movement slow and gentle. My nails dig deep into the skin of his back as my pleasure mounts once more.

"Harder, Aphelion," I cry, coming closer to tipping over the edge.

He willingly obliges, thrusting harder and faster into me as I lift my hips, meeting him thrust for thrust. My cries of pleasure grow louder and louder, the sounds coming out of my mouth becoming incoherent as my climax grows nearer.

"Oh fuck. I'm going to come!" I moan as my core tightens against Aphelion. As I'm being pushed over the edge once more, my walls squeeze Aphelion, milking him. He glides into me a few more times, making my orgasm last longer before finally pulling out and coating my stomach.

"Wow, that was⁠—"

"Amazing," Aphelion finishes for me as he rolls to his side, gazing at me.

"Yes, yes, it was," I reply, agreeing with him, my eyes starting to feel heavy as I come down from my high.

"Let me grab a towel and clean us up; then we can cuddle and sleep," Aphelion says as he leans over and kisses the top of my head before getting off the bed and wandering into my bathroom.

He returns with a warm washcloth and starts to clean between my thighs, causing me to shudder, my bits still sensitive, before he comes up and wipes off my belly.

"Oh, and just so you know, for next time, I have an IUD. I know how badly you wanted to come inside me," I say, eyeing him as he wipes himself down.

"Oh, so there's going to be a next time?" Aphelion teases before he tosses the towel into the laundry basket and pulls me into his arms, covering us with a blanket.

"Yes," I yawn, "there will definitely be a next time."


Chapter Twenty
BECKETT
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Last night was torturous. I nearly lost it when Luka insinuated I had a problem with my mate’s demon blood. Miles and Samael barely held us back from tearing into each other. Then, we heard Katrina’s voice, filled with raw passion. It stopped us dead in our tracks. Her lusty moans echoed through the hall, and it was like the air itself changed.

While Luka and I were locked in our petty battle, Aphelion slipped away to comfort Katrina. And comfort her he did. All. Night. Long. That lucky bastard. Once the sounds started, it didn’t take long for us to scatter. Samael, Miles, and I retreated to our rooms, while Luka practically ran out of our quarters like the floor was on fire.

I wonder if Miles and Samael’s cocks are as sore as mine this morning. Every time Katrina and Aphelion began again, I was left with a painful erection, precum leaking before I even had time to take myself in hand. Just thinking about her sweet moans makes me hard again.

I finish my shower, the cold water doing little to cool my burning skin. Sore and frustrated, I rush through the rest of my routine, throwing on my uniform with the top buttons undone and, the tie discarded. Most students would get into trouble for bending the dress code, but my cousins and I? We’re the heirs. We’re above everyone else at this school—we’re the future rulers of the Four Kingdoms.

As I step out of my room, I catch sight of Aphelion sneaking out of Katrina’s room. That damn smirk on his face. He quietly shuts the door behind him.

“No need to be quiet. We all know what you two were up to last night,” I call out, making him jump.

“Jesus, Beck! What the hell are you doing up so early?” Aphelion places a hand over his racing heart.

“Some of us have an early morning training to lead,” I reply, forcing my voice to stay steady, hiding the jealousy that’s gnawing at me.

“Right, you’re helping some of the upperclassmen hone their water magic,” he says, his tone casual. “Maybe ask Katrina if she wants to tag along.”

I freeze. Why didn’t I think of that? Instead of sulking, I should’ve been finding ways to spend time with my mate. I take a deep breath and knock on Katrina’s door.

“Back so soon, Sparky?” she teases when she opens it, her voice light and happy.

“Uh, nope. Just me,” I reply.

“Oh, Beckett, it’s you.” Her tone shifts, but I can’t tell if it’s disappointment or something else.

“No need to sound so disappointed,” I joke, laughing nervously.

“I’m not. I just wasn’t expecting you this early. What’s up?” She fiddles with the hem of a long T-shirt, and I can’t help but notice it’s Aphelion’s. He’s such a child. Only he would wear a Lightning McQueen T-shirt.

“Would you like to come with me to my training this morning?” I ask, staring at the floor, suddenly feeling self-conscious.

“Oh, training? That sounds like it could be fun. Is it combat training?” she asks, head cocked to the side, a curious look in her eyes.

“Uh, no. Combat’s all Miles. I help the students work on their water abilities. The Water Kingdom wants strong warriors, and the best way to find the strongest is to observe them here,” I reply, finally meeting her gaze.

“I guess I could use the extra training. I’m behind on everything, and I’d love to at least be somewhere in the middle of the class,” Katrina says. “Give me ten minutes and I’ll be ready.”
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Ican’t contain my excitement. This is the first time I’ll have her all to myself—no cousins, no annoying professors, just me, her, and the open sea. I can’t remember the last time I felt this eager. If only I’d woken up with Katrina in my arms.

In the kitchen, I grab two to-go cups of hazelnut coffee with a splash of cream. Miles is there, his attention fixed on his pre-workout powder.

“What's up, bro?” I ask, trying to hide my concern. Miles and I are closer than the others, given our shared connection to land and sea.

“Nothing,” he grumbles, downing the shake.

I don’t know how he does it. That stuff is disgusting, and the texture... it’s enough to make me want to gag.

“Oh, hey, Miles,” Katrina says as she takes the coffee from me. “Are you going to be training with us?”

“No,” Miles mutters, not bothering to look at her. He grabs his gym bag and heads for the door, slamming it behind him as he leaves.

“What’s got him so pissy?” Katrina asks, her brow furrowing with worry.

I feel a twinge of guilt, but I don’t want to upset her. “Ah, that’s just Miles. Not a morning person.”

“Hmm, okay,” she replies with a shrug, though I can tell she’s still a little concerned.

“Ready to go?” I ask, glancing at my watch. “We’ll still make it before the session starts if we leave now.”

“Ready as I’ll ever be,” she replies with a smile that makes my heart race.

I take her hand in mine as we walk out the door. “Trust me, Darling, you’ll love it.”

“How do you know?” she asks, looking up at me as we descend the dormitory stairs into the plaza.

“Because you’re my Fated. We’re made for each other. I can’t be with someone who doesn’t love the water as much as I do. It’s my kingdom, my place to protect, cherish, and adore. I can’t have a mate who doesn’t feel the same.”


Chapter Twenty-One
KATRINA
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Beckett was right. The moment the sea air hits my face, a sense of peace washes over me—something I haven’t felt since before I learned I killed Jack and Jill. Watching Beckett teach his class, moving effortlessly through each form, is like seeing the waves crash against each other. It’s mesmerizing.

I’d been worried about coming out with Beckett this morning, unsure of how it would feel. But after watching him interact with his students, and feeling the calming effect of his presence, I’m starting to feel less anxious. I know he sees demons as monsters, and I’m unsure what it will mean for our relationship, but it doesn’t seem to bother him. If it does, he hasn’t said anything. I know we’ll have to talk about his views on demons eventually, but for now, I want to focus on the calming sounds of the waves.

“I told you you’d enjoy it,” Beckett remarks, his voice close behind me as he wraps his arms around my waist.

I let my head fall back against his shoulder, eyes fixed on the water where it meets the cliff. “I didn’t picture you as an 'I told you so' kind of guy.”

“There’s a lot you don’t know about me, Darling,” Beckett replies, his thumb tracing circles on the exposed skin of my waist.

“You’re mysterious, like the ocean. But don’t worry, Shark Boy, I’ll uncover all your secrets.”

“Nope, nope, nope! Not happening. That’s where I draw the line,” Beckett says, suddenly spinning me around to face him.

I smile up at him, batting my eyelashes innocently. “Whatever do you mean?”

“Shark Boy is a no-go. Pick a different name,” he says, trying to keep a stern look on his face, though I can see the amusement in his eyes.

“But the name is so fitting,” I argue. “People think sharks are these vicious monsters out for blood, ready to harm anyone. But they’re misunderstood, just like you. You’re caring and protective. That’s why Shark Boy is sticking, and there’s nothing you can do about it!”

Beckett snarls, his lips crashing down onto mine, his kiss rough and fierce, like waves during a storm. He pulls me against him, and for a moment, it feels like he’s scared I’ll run, but he needn’t worry—I’m not going anywhere. I feel it in my soul; I’m right where I belong. When he finally pulls away, we’re both breathless.

“Don’t think that kiss changed my mind,” I tease, grinning. “You’ll forever be my Shark Boy.”

Beckett gets a wild look in his eyes that makes me want to bolt. But before I can move, he sweeps me up in his arms and runs toward the cliff’s edge. I scream the whole way down as we plunge into the ocean. When I break the surface, I’m gasping for air.

For a moment, I’m angry, wanting to yell at him for scaring me, but I can’t. The water feels too good against my skin, like a soft vibration, almost like someone is humming against me.

“Do you feel that?” Beckett whispers, pulling me into his arms as we float in the water.

“Yes,” I reply, my voice breathless. “What is it? I’ve never felt anything like this before.”

“It’s the creatures of the ocean,” Beckett explains, his breath warm against my ear. “They’re welcoming their Queen home. Once we’re fully mated, you’ll be able to understand what they’re saying.”

“And what do they want now?” I ask, my voice unexpectedly husky. Just the thought of mating with Beckett sends a thrill through me, and if I weren’t already wet, I’d be soaked from the dirty thoughts running through my mind.

“They’re calling you to the city of Atlantis. They want to watch as you take your seat on the throne. They want to meet the beauty who stole the heart of the dark, mysterious Sea God.”

“Wait—Atlantis is real?” I ask, excitement bubbling up inside me. “It’s not just some kid’s cartoon movie?”

“Yeah, Atlantis is real. It’s where I grew up.” Beckett gives me a playful grin as I stare at him, wide-eyed.

“Will you take me there one day?” I ask, captivated by the idea.

“As soon as you’re ready, Darling. I can’t wait to take you home,” Beckett replies, then leans down to place a tender kiss on my lips. This one is softer, less urgent than the last, but I feel more emotions through that chaste kiss than I have since I met him.

I smile against his lips. “You’re a pretty good kisser, Shark Boy.”

“You aren’t too bad yourself, Darling,” he replies, holding me tight as he walks us back to shore. “Thanks for coming out with me today. Spending some alone time with you has been great.”

“It’s a shame the morning went by so fast. I had a lot of fun.”

“It’s okay. We’ve got a lifetime ahead of us to spend together,” Beckett says, his words making me smile even more.

As an orphan, knowing I’ll have someone to spend the rest of my life with feels like a fairytale come true. And now, I have not just one, but four people who’ve committed to spending forever with me. How did I get so lucky?

“Will you spend tonight with me?” I ask nervously as Beckett sets me down on the sand.

“I’d love to. Any moment with you is a blessing, even if it’s just lying in bed, holding you tight.”

Hand in hand, we walk back toward campus. The silence between us is comfortable, not awkward. When we reach the campus, it’s alive with students heading to the cafeteria for brunch. I start to head back to our dorm to change, only to be surprised that our clothes are already dry.

“It’s just another water trick,” Beckett explains with a grin. “Remind me later, and I’ll teach it to you. It’s great to have on a rainy day.”
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When we reach the cafeteria, we hear shouting.

“How could you mate with her, Aphelion? You’re my intended! The union hasn’t even been called off yet!” Hilda shrieks, her voice sharp and filled with disbelief.

“Hilda, calm down,” Aphelion responds, his voice steady, though I can tell he's trying to keep his cool. “You’re causing a scene.”

“A scene?” Hilda’s tone rises with indignation. “You’re worried about me causing a scene? Maybe you should have thought about that before you fooled me.”

“Listen, Hilda,” Aphelion says, his voice firm but calm. “I never intended to hurt you. But I’ve always made it clear—if I found my mate, she’d come first. No matter what.”

“I was supposed to be Queen!” Hilda hisses, her voice dripping with frustration. “I spent my whole life preparing for this. Everything I’ve been taught was for a future with you. And now, some nobody shows up, and you expect her to rule?”

“She’s my mate, Hilda. We were destined by fate to rule together,” Aphelion replies, the tension in his voice rising with every word.

I’ve heard enough. Aphelion made this mess, and I’m not about to clean it up. I’ve already endured more than enough of Hilda, and my next interaction with her won’t be pleasant. She’s skating on thin ice, and it’s about to break beneath her.

Ignoring the commotion I walk toward the table where Samael and Miles are talking quietly. When I approach, both fall silent. Samael stands and pulls me into a tight hug before pressing a quick kiss to my lips.

“I was expecting you to rescue Phil from Hilda,” Samael says, gesturing to the empty spot beside him.

“He’s a big boy. He can handle it,” I reply, taking a seat and stealing an apple from Samael’s plate.

Miles grumbles something under his breath but doesn’t look up. I’m about to address his silent treatment when he abruptly stands, causing his chair to scrape against the floor.

“I have something to do before class,” he mutters, walking out of the cafeteria without another word.

“What crawled up his ass and died?” I ask, taking a bite of the apple.

“Miles has always had a hard time sharing,” Samael explains, his tone casual as he finishes his pancakes. “He’s upset that you chose Aphelion first. He thought his connection with you gave him an advantage, and it hurt him when you picked Aphelion over him.”

I hide my frustration, though it’s hard. Miles pretends to be okay with the four of us being fated, but every time I spend time with one of the others, he throws a fit. “Well, he’s just going to have to get over it,” I reply. “If he thinks his attitude will make me want to bond with him next, he’s sorely mistaken.”

Samael chuckles but says nothing more on the subject.

“So, how are we getting to the Underworld on Friday?” I ask, wanting to steer the conversation somewhere else.

“We’ll portal. Simmons has one in his office,” Samael replies, polishing off the last of his breakfast.

“Do you portal often?”

“No. Usually, I fly.”

“Fly?” I look at him, confused.

“Yeah, did you think you’re the only one with wings?” he grins.

“You have wings? When were you planning on telling me?”

“I didn’t want to scare you off,” he says with a teasing grin. “But if you want to see them sometime, I’ll show you. They’re pretty large, so we’ll need to be outside.”

“Why can’t we just fly down?” I ask, still amazed.

“I haven’t flown with anyone before. I want to practice partner flying before I try taking you through Hell’s Gate,” he says, standing. “Come on I’ll walk you to class, and we can talk some more.”


Chapter Twenty-Two
KATRINA
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The rest of the week passes in a blur. Miles is still ignoring me, so I haven’t invited him back into my bed, and Aphelion left on Wednesday to speak with his father. Zeus wasn’t pleased to hear from Hermes that Aphelion had called off his engagement to Hilda without consulting him first. From what Beckett has told me, tensions between Thor and Zeus are running high, with rumors of an uprising beginning to swirl.

Speaking of Beckett, he and I have hit a bit of a snag in our relationship. He still despises Luka with a passion, and I want nothing more than to spend time with our professor. Beckett claims it’s the bond we share that makes me want to be near Luka, but I feel like it’s more than that. Before our magic bonded, I already felt an unexplainable connection to him. I want to know Luka on a deeper level, but Beckett has outright forbidden it, leaving us at a standstill. It frustrates me that Beckett feels entitled to my choices, but I won’t go against his wishes. If there were a woman I didn’t want him around, I’d hope he would show me the same courtesy.

I think Luka feels the same pull toward me. He finds every opportunity in class to be near me, and if there’s any excuse to touch me, he takes it. When our skin makes contact, it’s like an inferno runs through my veins. I can tell he feels it too—the longer we touch, the more intense it becomes. I secretly hope he’ll keep me after class, offering us a chance to spend time together, maybe even act on these feelings. But then I remember Beckett and I’m flooded with guilt for even having those thoughts.

Since Samael is the only one I’m still speaking to, I confide in him about the connection I feel with Luka. Samael isn’t thrilled at the idea of me possibly having another mate, but he didn’t discourage me from exploring it either.

“If you feel that connection, you should see what it’s about. The way your powers merged—and continue to do so—is more than just a simple power share. Your magic wants to intertwine. It’s calling for each other. I’ve heard of power mergers before, but I need to understand it better to help you more. When we visit my home, we can check the archives for answers.”

“Thank you, for being so willing to help me. I know sharing me with someone else must be hard for you, but I can’t ignore what’s happening between Luka and me. If I can prove it to Beckett, maybe he’ll be more open to letting me talk to Luka and figure this out.” Wrapping my arms around Samael I rest my face against his chest.

“Don’t worry about Beckett too much,” Samael reassures me, his tone softening as he pats my back. “He was raised very traditionally. Poseidon hates anyone who isn’t from the original Kingdoms. He believes they’re beneath him, and he raised Beckett to feel the same. That’s why Beckett can’t see the gray areas in the world, only black and white. You’re the first gray area he’s ever encountered. The bond pulls him to you, and he knows that you and he were meant to be, but he’s struggling with the fact that you’re part demon. He’s convinced himself that your angelic side has taken over your demonic side, which is why you two have been paired together.”

Samael’s words hit hard. Beckett’s hatred for demons means he hates a part of me. I thought mates were supposed to love each other unconditionally, seeing each other as perfect, but that doesn’t seem to be the case here. Part of me wonders if I should just sever our bond, but the thought of that breaks something inside me. He’s mine, and I am his. Even though we haven’t fully bonded yet, I can’t— I won’t let him go. I’m determined to make him see the world in color and understand that not everything is black and white.
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Before I know it, the final class of the day, Magical Enhancement, is upon me. It's also the only class I’m struggling with. I share it with Aphelion, but with him gone, I feel too self-conscious to practice any of my unique magic skills.

Professor Isis has been strict about us not using our Divine powers. She explained that each of us is gifted with a unique ability. She even demonstrated her own: morphing sand into glass. It’s an interesting power, and while I don’t see how it benefits the academy or the Four Kingdoms, I think it would be quite useful among the mortals. They’d have a surplus of glass if Professor Isis ever opened a shop. She showed us how she creates every glass item in the academy and demonstrated the different shapes, textures, and colors she can make with her gift.

Throughout the class, I pretend to try and call on my own gift, relieved that nothing happens—not even a spark. Of course, Hilda and her groupies are in the class with me. Hilda seizes every opportunity to taunt me, loudly announcing to the class that I’m unfit to rule any of the Four Kingdoms, let alone the highest one, which just so happens to be the one Aphelion is heir to. Naturally, Hilda discovered her core magic the very first day we learned about it. She can project images of the future. While she’s only been able to project images of the immediate future so far, Professor Isis believes with more practice, Hilda will become a valuable seer for the Four Kingdoms.

Hilda, of course, never misses a chance to brag about how she would have made a better queen. She goes on and on about how once Zeus learns of her projections, he’ll force Aphelion to sever his bond with me and take her as his bride. While I don't say anything to anyone, deep down, I’m terrified that Hilda’s words might be true. I haven’t spoken to Aphelion since he left. Our bond allows me to sense that he’s okay, but I still miss my carefree, playful mate.

"Katrina, focus!" Professor Isis calls out, her voice cutting through my thoughts. "Try to maintain concentration on your gift. You have four very powerful mates, meaning that whatever inner gift you possess will be equally strong."

"Yeah, right," Hilda sneers under her breath. "Soon, everyone will find out you’re just a power-stealing nobody who tricked the four heirs into thinking you’re someone you’re not." Her group of followers snickers quietly.

Every moment I’m near her, my anger rises. I take deep breaths, trying to calm myself. I can’t afford to let my Hellfire loose, but this time, she’s gone too far. I focus on the way I feel when Miles touches me—the way the earth’s scent lingers in my mind. I send a blast of dirt her way, coating her from head to toe.

"Katrina!" Professor Isis yells. "If you're unwilling to participate in my class and follow the instructions I’ve assigned, you can leave. Just because you’ve become heiress to the Four Kingdoms doesn’t mean I’ll give you a pass for undermining me in my classroom."

I bow my head in apology. "I’m sorry, Professor Isis. It won’t happen again."

The rest of the class passes with me ignoring Hilda’s snide remarks and focusing on controlling my Heavenly Light. I’ve promised myself I’ll master it before venturing out into the world again. I can’t risk hurting anyone else.

A bright, angelic light flows from my hands, filling the room. Since no one’s directly in my path, the light doesn’t harm anyone. Most of the students watch in awe, and even Professor Isis seems surprised by the amount of Heavenly Light I can channel.

"While Heavenly Light isn’t unique to you, I agree that mastering it should be a priority, Katrina," she says, her voice measured. "In the wrong hands, that light can be devastating. I’ll permit you to practice using your Heavenly Light each day in class after you’ve spent at least thirty minutes calling on your unique gift."

She glances at the clock. "Oh dear, is that the time? Okay, class dismissed. Don’t forget to practice your other god-given talents this weekend. There’ll be a show-and-tell quiz on Monday."

As the class exits, I’m relieved to see Samael waiting outside for me. His small pink duffel bag is slung over one shoulder, and he’s leaning against the brick wall.

"Are you ready, Katrina?" he asks as I approach, giving him a quick peck on the lips.

"As ready as I’ll ever be," I reply, my stomach swirling with nerves.

"My parents will be home this weekend," Samael says, his voice light. "They want to have dinner together. My mom’s excited to meet the new woman in my life."

"Uh, wait, I didn’t sign up for meeting the parents," I say, trying to pull my hand out of Samael’s grasp.

He chuckles at my antics. "You’ll have to meet them sometime. Why put it off when you can get it out of the way now? I promise my parents are the least judgmental of the group."

As much as I want to cancel the trip to the Underworld, I know Samael has a point. If we’re going to be bonded forever, I might as well meet the family. "Okay, let’s do this," I reply, trying to force a smile.
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When we enter Simmons’s office, it’s quiet. In the center of the room stands an antique mirror, but it’s no ordinary mirror—the glass shifts subtly, almost as if alive.

"That’s the portal," Samael explains, pointing to the mirror. "Professor Isis created it herself. It’ll take you anywhere in the world you want to go. We’ll step through together since this is your first time using one. But in the future, if you want to go somewhere, just picture the place in your mind before stepping through. When you arrive on the other side, you’ll be at your destination. But once you’re somewhere, it’s up to you to find your way back. Leaving the Four Kingdoms is easy. Isis gave each king a portal for their Kingdom."

As we walk through the mirror, I feel like hands are clawing at me, pulling me in every direction, threatening to trap me in place. I’m on the verge of a breakdown when Samael’s voice pulls me from the panic.

"Open your eyes, Sweetheart. We’re here."
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I’m shocked when I open my eyes. You know how the books always describe the Underworld as dark, devoid of life, and overrun by restless souls? Yeah, that’s a total lie. Instead, the Underworld reminds me of Venice. Four great rivers run through the Kingdom, converging at a fountain in the center. In the distance, I spot a castle made entirely of white stone, green vines with purple flowers climbing up its walls.

Beside each river, signs mark the names of the towns: Acheron, Cocytus, Phlegethon, and Lethe. Each city’s design is uniquely different from the others.

“Will we have time to visit the towns?” I ask Samael, still taking in the view of the Underworld.

“If you want to look around, I’ll make time,” Samael replies. “But first, let’s head to the castle. Once we’re settled into our rooms, we can head to the archives. The quicker we find the information we need, the more time I’ll have to show you the Kingdom I grew up in.”

“Our rooms?” I ask as we walk toward the castle.

“I thought you’d be more comfortable sleeping by yourself,” Samael says. “We haven’t spent the night together yet, and I didn’t want to assume you’d be okay with it.”

“Don’t be silly,” I reply, giving him a playful smile. “I want to share your room. I didn’t come on this trip just for the information. I want to spend more time with you, to strengthen our bond and connect one-on-one.”

Samael smiles warmly. “I was hoping you’d say that. I’ll feel more comfortable having you near me.”

“Should I be worried while we’re down here?” I ask, my voice laced with concern.

“Not if you’re with me, my parents, or accompanied by a guard. Not all of the Underworld is sunshine and rainbows—don’t forget, some prisoners are brought here too. But my father doesn’t believe in prison. He doesn’t think anyone should be deprived of freedom just because they’re different. My parents are demon advocates; they use the Underworld to show that gods and demons can coexist in harmony. However, not all demons agree with my father’s philosophy. Some will attack anyone who comes near them with Divine powers. Since you’re my mate, you’ll be a primary target for those demons.”

“Ah, I see,” I say, absorbing his words as we enter the palace. Once again, I’m struck by the beauty. The exterior of the castle is pure white, but the interior is a blend of pale ivory and muted mustard tones. A bench made of stained oak wood and two matching chairs complement the room’s design. I can easily imagine Persephone meeting guests here or Hades discussing matters with his brothers. To the side of the foyer, a spiral staircase leads up—one set of stairs goes west, the other east. The white railing is entwined with lush green vines and tiny yellow flowers.

Samael leads me up the western staircase, and soon we walk down a hallway lined with pictures of Samael and his siblings. One photo catches my eye—Samael, Aphelion, Beckett, and Miles as young children, covered in dirt and mud.

Samael catches me looking at it and smiles. “That was our first time meeting. I was around four or five at the time. Our fathers decided to take us on a camping trip to introduce us to each other. The four of us hit it off immediately. Even though we didn’t grow up in the same kingdoms, we stayed in touch.” He smiles fondly at the photo before moving to the next one. “The other pictures are of my siblings. Before Dad met Mom, he was a bit of a man-whore, as you can see. I have twelve sisters and thirteen brothers, all demigods. I also have two younger siblings. Dad and Mom wanted more children after me, but my mother couldn’t conceive after she entered the Underworld. While visiting Earth, they met a human woman with whom they both instantly fell in love. Mom and Dad both thought she might be their mate. Anyway, Dad impregnated Sylvia, and out came the twins. They’re the main reason Mom and Dad only visit the Underworld and no longer live here. They live on Earth with Sylvia and the twins, although sometimes my brother and sister visit with Mom and Dad. If they could, they’d live down here permanently, but Sylvia, being human, can’t survive here—the fumes would be toxic to her.

“That must have been hard for you, not having your parents around,” I say, glancing at Samael as he talks about his family. He seems happy, but is he really?

“Not really,” he replies, his tone casual. “Dad and Mom were always busy with their charities and foundations. Hecate raised me. She’s Mom’s best friend, the only one Mom trusted to keep me safe. Hecate taught me everything I needed to know as heir to the throne. By the time I was sixteen, I was running the kingdom with her by my side.” Samael says it as though it’s the most normal thing in the world for a kid not to be raised by their parents.

“Wow, that’s a lot of responsibility for a child.”

“It comes with being heir to the throne.” Samael stops in front of a door at the end of the hall. “These are my quarters,” he says, opening the door and gesturing for me to go in first.

The room is exactly what I imagined the Underworld would look like. Three of the four walls are coated in charcoal-black paint, while the fourth wall is white, splattered with crimson-red paint. In the center of the room sits an enormous bed, draped in a crimson satin comforter with black pillows. There’s a small dresser off to the side and a door leading to an ensuite bathroom. Aside from that, the room is bare. I throw myself onto the bed, letting out a low, satisfied moan. “Oh my god, this bed is incredible.”

“You look wonderful on my bed,” Samael teases, climbing onto the bed and hovering over me.

I bite my lower lip, inviting him to make a move. Samael dips his head and begins placing soft, gentle kisses on my lips. Those kisses quickly turn into a heated make-out session. Our tongues glide together, and our lips press firmly against each other. Samael lowers himself onto me, grinding his body into mine as his hand slides up my blouse, brushing against my side. Soft moans escape me, but then, unexpectedly, Samael pulls away and climbs off the bed.

“Come, my little temptress,” he grins, holding out his hand to help me up. “Let’s go to the archives and see if we can dig up that information we came for.”

“Sure,” I reply with a smirk on my face. That little bastard got me all hot and bothered just to leave me hanging. Well, two can play this game. I’ll follow you to the archives, Samael, but we won’t be coming back until you’ve thoroughly satisfied me.
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The archives—a vast and mysterious library—fill me with wonder. The shelves, attached to the walls and starting six inches off the ground, stretch seemingly endlessly up to the vaulted ceiling. Each bookcase, with its ten frames, stands as a silent testament to the knowledge it holds. The shelves line up side-by-side, creating a labyrinth of knowledge that stretches from one long wall to the next. Each shelf, a treasure trove of leather-bound books, beckons with the promise of secrets waiting to be unveiled. With just a glance, I can tell they’re organized by title and publication date. The titles are written in a language I need help deciphering, only deepening my sense of wonder.

Samael walks to the far-right corner of the library and grabs one book, then heads to the other side and grabs another.

"Are you coming?" he asks, looking back at me as he starts descending a spiral staircase I hadn’t noticed before.

"Not yet, but I will be soon," I mumble, my heart pounding with anticipation. I plaster a smile on my face and follow Samael down the stairs, almost bumping into him when he suddenly stops before a massive iron door. The anticipation of what lies beyond this door is almost tangible, and I can’t help but feel a surge of excitement.

He gives me a smirk as he takes a key from his shirt pocket and unlocks the door. The moment he pushes it open, a loud creak echoes off the silent walls of the archives. He holds the door open for me, nodding for me to walk ahead of him. Upon entering the room, I can’t help but smile. It looks so cozy. Inside is a black microfiber loveseat, a gigantic overstuffed red beanbag, and a small table surrounded by four chairs. The decor screams Samael, making me wonder if we’ve just entered his personal study.

"It’s where I go to get away from everything," Samael answers my unspoken question. "I figured we might need some privacy."

Silently, he walks over to the table and sets down the books he’s gathered. Then, he heads over to the mini fridge in the corner of the room and pulls out a bottle of chilled Patrón. I eye the books on the table nervously. At least one of them, or perhaps both, holds the answers I’ve yearned for since I was young. They could reveal a part of my history I’ve always wondered about.

"What if my parents turn out to be vile beings? Would you still want me as your Fated even if my blood is tainted?" I ask Samael, who freezes mid-pour, the bottle of Patrón hovering over two glasses of ice.

"No matter your lineage, you’ll still be mine," he growls, grabbing both glasses from the counter and walking toward me. "Here, drink," he commands, handing one of the glasses to me. "It’ll help soothe your worries.”

I take a large gulp from the glass before setting it down on the table. Wrinkling my nose at the taste, I feel a flush spread through me as goosebumps rise on my skin.

"Did you just shoot Patrón?" Samael asks, grimacing.

"Uhm... yeah? How else should I drink it?"

"Patrón is a sipping tequila; go grab some José Cuervo if you want shots.”

"Well, I don’t take my drinks neat unless it’s a shot. How about you do me a favor, Mister Moody, and make yourself useful by getting me a tequila sunrise?" I ask, waggling my eyebrows.

"You may be the Princess of the Four Kingdoms, but you aren’t my Queen yet."

"Oh Po-tato, Pa-tato," I reply, shrugging my shoulders nonchalantly.

"Hmm," Samael hums, rubbing his chin with his thumb and forefinger before stalking toward me like a predator. "Maybe I should show you the difference between Po-tato and Pa-tato."

"Maybe you should," I purr, leaning slightly over the table, pretending to look through one of the books. I’m wearing a skirt today, which just happens to be hiked up a bit too high. I know Samael will have an excellent view of my ass in the cute little lacy thong I put on this morning.

I can’t see his expression, but I hear the sharp intake of his breath as he halts, clearly caught off guard. He seems to lose focus for a moment before regaining control, and his footsteps grow louder as he approaches me. Before I know it, his hands are digging into my sides, his rigid member pressing into my back.

"You're definitely not a princess, are you, Katrina?" he asks as he lowers his left hand from my side and lets it slowly creep up my leg, brushing it against the dampness of my underwear. "You're just a dirty little slut, aren't you?” His palm slaps against my panties, causing me to whimper in pleasure.

Fuck yes. This is what I want. I knew he'd be dirty in bed. Samael pushes my panties off to the side and strokes my clit with his thumb. "Mmm, look at you. You're weeping for me, Katrina," he says, removing his hand from between my thighs and showing me just how wet I am. "Your dirty little cunt is excited to be filled, isn't it?" he growls, pushing his thumb into my mouth. "Suck it, you dirty little slut. Suck it and show me how much you want my cock."

I obey, sucking his thumb into my mouth and twirling my tongue along his calloused finger, enjoying just how erotic it is to be tasting myself on him as I lap his thumb clean of my juices.

"Fuck, I can't wait for you to do that to my cock." Samael groans as he pulls his thumb out of my mouth.

I'm prepared to drop onto my knees and give him what he wants. I enjoy giving head. I'm good at it, and I love seeing a man succumb to pleasure. But before I can turn my body to face him, Samael's hand wraps around my throat, and he pulls my body flush against his. With his free hand, he reaches down and strips me of my panties, tossing them across the room. He thrusts against me, and I can feel his flesh on mine.

"Fuck, Katrina. I need to be inside you right now. Do you want me to fill you with my cock?" he asks, his voice husky with need as he slides himself between my folds, rubbing his head against my clit and soaking the tip of his cock with my wetness.

I want to lean forward to give him more access, but he still has me by the throat, and I can't move. So instead, I wiggle my ass against him, showing him how much I want him. "You need to say it out loud, Katrina. I want to hear you begging for my cock, like the filthy little slut you are," he growls, teasing my hole with the tip of his cock, causing my legs to quiver with need.

"Please fuck me, Samael. I want your cock in my slutty little pussy. I want it so bad," I moan as I squirm against him, trying to wriggle him further inside of me.

There's no hesitation in his movement as he slams himself inside me, filling me. His thrusts are robust and hard. It doesn't take any time at all for my orgasm to build up. He keeps his one hand around my throat and uses his other to rub circles around my clit, before giving it a gentle squeeze. "Cum for me, Sweetheart,” he whispers in my ear, his voice hoarse with raw need.

I cry out as wave after wave of pleasure hits me, my vision fading in and out as I come harder than I ever have before. My walls squeeze against Samael's cock as I milk him into a frenzy. Just as I feel him thickening inside of me, he pulls out and comes all over my ass.

"Fuck. You look hot, covered in my cum."

I smile as he lets go of my neck and runs his hands gently along it, massaging where he'd been squeezing earlier. I can feel the instant the fated bond clicks into place. It's like his euphoria is running through me.

"You are incredible," he says breathlessly as he takes off his shirt and uses it to wipe his cum from my ass.

You aren’t so bad yourself," I reply, smirking as I turn to face him, wrapping my arms around his neck. I can’t help but take a moment to admire his beautiful, bare torso. Like the rest of his body, it's covered in tattoos. He leans down and kisses me softly, the gentleness of the kiss a stark contrast to the intensity of the moments we just shared.

When he pulls away, he’s smiling. "Okay, now that we've gotten that out of the way, we should really start looking for the answers we came here for," he says, pulling out a chair for me before sliding into one himself. He grabs the darker of the two books he brought down from the archives.

"This is one of the first books written about Demonology. It contains information dating back to the first demons and fallen angels."

"Okay, so what are we supposed to do? Read it?" I ask, taking the dusty old book from him and trying to open it, frowning when I realize it won’t budge.

"No. This isn’t just any ordinary book. Only someone with demon blood can open it. And when they do, it will open to the page specifically about the demon they’re related to."

"So, does this mean I don’t have demon blood then?" I ask, frustration rising as I try to open the book again, only for it to remain stubbornly shut.

"We have to spill your blood on the book’s cover," he explains calmly.

"Wait, you want to cut me open?" I ask, my voice tinged with disbelief.


Chapter Twenty-Three
SAMAEL
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“Wait, you want to cut me open?” Katrina asks incredulously, her face paling as she shoves the Demonology book away from her.

"I just need a little bit of blood. Just enough to coat the crest in front."

Katrina glances at the front of the book, where a small shield is pictured above the title. The shield bears the emblem of the demon race, with the four demon leaders portrayed on it. "I'll just prick your finger with a needle, and then you just have to rub it over the crest."

A few minutes ago, her cheeks were flushed pink from our earlier encounter; now, those same cheeks have gone ghostly pale.

"Are you okay?" I ask softly, tucking my thumb under her chin to force her to look up at me.

“I- I’m... fine," she stammers. "It’s just that needles scare the fuck out of me."

I raise an eyebrow, a skeptical look crossing my face. "But you have multiple piercings."

Her expression makes me feel like I've kicked a puppy. She's fidgeting with her hands, clearly nervous, and my heart breaks for her when she finally speaks. "Needles scare the shit out of me, but sometimes, being scared was the only way I knew I was still alive," she whispers, rubbing her arms as if cold.

"Katrina," I murmur softly, pulling her into a tight embrace and holding her head against me. I tuck her chin into my neck, my hand gently stroking her silver hair. "I didn’t know, babe. I’m sorry. We can find another way to figure out who your parents are," I whisper, offering her comfort.

She pulls away slightly, forcing a smile. "No, it was a solid plan. Do you have a knife by chance?" she asks, seeming calmer now that I've set the needle aside.

I kiss the top of her head before releasing her. I feel around the bottom of the table, finding a loose piece of wood and pressing against it until a hidden drawer slides open. I pull out a small knife and hand it to Katrina.

Without hesitation, she unsheathes it. She grabs the Demonology book and places it on the table before her. Standing up, she holds her hand, palm facing up, above the book where the family crest is. She takes a deep breath, closes her eyes, and swiftly slashes into her hand. I’m mesmerized as her blood spills out, dripping onto the book.

The book begins making a loud hissing noise as her blood soaks into it. A purple cloud of smoke pours from every crevice in the book’s binding. Katrina doesn’t realize it yet, but purple smoke indicates succubus blood— the darker the purple, the stronger the demon.

Katrina shrieks. “Did you see that?” she asks, her eyes fixed on the book as she watches it intently. Sometimes, I forget that this whole world is new to Katrina. She handles everything with such grace, it’s easy to forget how much there is to learn.

“It’s the book sorting through your DNA. The purple smoke means you're related to one of the succubi."

"A succubus?" Katrina asks, raising an eyebrow. "Hmm, well, if I have to be a demon, a sex demon isn’t too bad. It might even explain why I have four mates."

I can’t help but chuckle, even as a pit forms in my stomach. My girl takes everything in stride. Nothing phases her.

“Maybe that’s why I felt like you were sucking out my soul earlier,” I joke, winking at her.

She gasps, her eyes wide with surprise. “Wait, what? Samael, you should’ve told me!”

“I’m just kidding,” I laugh.

The book slams open, drawing our attention back to it as it flips to the first page. The name on it is unmistakable: Lilith, Queen of Demons, Mother of Succubi. There’s no denying it now. Katrina isn’t only a demi-demon, she’s a powerful one at that.

“Lilith?” Katrina asks, her brow furrowing. “That name sounds familiar. Isn’t she Lucifer’s mate? How is she both a succubus and a fallen angel?”

“Lilith had many powers before she fell from the Heavens. She was also the most beautiful of all the angels. Every man wanted her, but her heart only belonged to one—Lucifer. When Lucifer fell, Lilith followed him. Jehovah stripped her of her powers, but he couldn’t take her beauty. It’s said that the moment she descended into Hell, her wings turned black, and she gained the power to seduce anyone and live off their lust. Lucifer used her for this ability. He had her seduce his enemies. Eventually, Lilith decided she’d had enough. She helped with the uprising to defeat Lucifer. My father took control of Hell shortly after that and renamed it the Underworld,” I explain, giving Katrina a quick history lesson on Lilith.

“So Lilith... I guess Mom wasn’t entirely a monster?” Katrina asks, her eyes searching mine, silently pleading for me to tell her that her mother was a good person. But I can’t lie to her.

“It depends on who you ask. In the end, yes, she became a good person. In the beginning though? I wouldn’t vouch for her being a good one,” I reply, offering her a small smile that I hope doesn’t look too grim.

“Well, not everyone can be one hundred percent pure,” Katrina says with a shrug, as though learning her mother was a deviant doesn’t bother her as much as I expected.

“You know it’s okay to show your emotions, right?” I say, running my thumb over her cheek. “You won’t seem weak. You’re already one of the strongest people I know.”

She doesn’t open up, and I’m not expecting her to. But I’ll be here when she’s ready. And I’ll remind her of that constantly if I need to.

“So,” she says, letting out a loud sigh, “will one of these ancient books tell me who my father is?” She pauses for a moment. “Oh god, it couldn’t possibly be Lucifer, could it? Luka saw my inner soul, and said I had one white wing and one black wing. Maybe Mom managed to right her wrongs and gain her angel status back.”

“No, it’s not Lucifer. Lilith killed him long before you were conceived,” I reply, offering her some reassurance.

“Whew, that’s a relief,” she says, running her hands through her hair. “Alright, bring on the Angelology book. Might as well get this out of the way now.”

I grab the old angel textbook. Instead of a dark crest, this book has an insignia of angel wings and a halo. Yeah, I know, it’s pretty cliché, but the angels aren’t known for being creative. Katrina grabs the knife again, but I quickly take it from her hand.

“You don’t have to spill blood with this one. You need to focus your angel powers on the symbol.”

“Oh, that’s just fantastic,” Katrina replies cheerfully. “I’ve been working on controlling my Heavenly Light power. This is the perfect opportunity to see if I’ve made any progress in gaining control.”

I place the book in front of her and step cautiously out of the way. Heavenly Light won’t kill me, but it could cause me a great deal of pain if I’m struck by it. Katrina hovers her hand above the angel insignia. Her body stiffens, and her eyes flash from blue to black for a brief moment. Before the Heavenly Light even leaves her hand, the book begins to open, rifling through its pages. When her magic strikes the book, it flips straight to Michael’s page. It’s just as I feared. The archangel and the fallen angel produced a child together.


Chapter Twenty-Four
KATRINA
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My heart pounds in my chest, and sweat drips down my face as I concentrate on controlling my Heavenly Light. I know my power won’t kill Samael, but the fear of possibly hurting him still lingers.

“Katrina, I can feel your anxiety from over here. Your magic will be uncontrollable if you don’t calm your nerves,” Samael says, his voice making me roll my eyes in frustration.

“Could you just leave the room for a minute?” I ask, knowing I would focus better if I weren’t so worried about him.

“You need to learn how to control your powers around others, Katrina. Now’s the perfect time to practice. I’m a God, babe. A full-blooded God. Your power might hurt me, but I’ll heal quickly, especially with my fated nearby. Just breathe and concentrate on the book.”

Okay, I can do this. I inhale deeply, silently reminding myself that I’m a badass and can do anything I set my mind to—a mantra I’ve repeated to myself nearly every day since leaving the orphanage.

Slowly, I exhale, pointing my palm at the lock on the book. The familiar surge of power runs through me, sending sparks and tingles throughout my body. A bright white light bursts from my hand, hitting the lock. The lock melts when the light touches it, leaving a gooey puddle of gold on the table. My Heavenly Light absorbs into the book, and I watch in awe as it projects an image of a man I vaguely recognize. He has short, slightly curling blond hair, striking blue eyes that remind me of the sky on a bright spring day, and a strong, warrior-like appearance. His broad, muscular shoulders and shirtless torso emphasize his commanding presence, and the pteruges he wears, along with his sword and shield, tell the story of his strength.

Samael inhales sharply as he takes in the image of the man. He mutters something under his breath, but I can’t make out the words.

“Samael, do you know who this is?” I ask, still staring at the man’s face, trying to place him.

“You really should pay more attention in class, Katrina. I know I’m handsome and possibly distracting, but the future Queen of the Four Kingdoms should be well-rounded in her education,” Samael teases, a smile tugging at his lips, though it doesn’t quite reach his eyes. His sudden change in mood makes me curious.

Then it hits me—the identity of the angel. The man in front of me is Michael, the first of the archangels, the warrior of angels, the protector who vanished, the one gifted with the power of Heavenly Light to protect the Kingdom from dark spirits that dared challenge the gods.

“My father is Michael?” I ask, voice shaky.

Samael nods gravely. “You’re in more danger than we thought. If it gets out that you’re the product of two of the most powerful angels to ever live—one of light and one of darkness—the entire world will hunt you down intent on destroying you.”

I swallow deeply. It’s starting to make sense why my parents abandoned me at the orphanage that fateful day. Like Lilith’s letter said, she had many enemies chasing after her.

“How do you think their relationship began?” I ask, more out of curiosity than anything else. “Surely they were enemies.”

“I can only imagine it happened during one of their many battles, maybe even the last battle they fought in.”

When I learned about my parents, I thought all my questions would be answered. But now, I’m left with even more. My existence, my birth—none of this should have happened. Why did it? Why did two beings so different, polar opposites, come together as one?

“Well, now that we know a little more about your lineage, it’ll be easier to figure out which Divine gifts you possess and how to control them,” Samael says, walking over and pulling me into his arms.

“I guess that’s one benefit,” I reply softly, though my mind is still reeling from the discovery. “I’d rather know more about my parents.”

“Let’s go back upstairs. We can find more about your parents by grabbing their archives.” Samael takes my arm and leads me back up the stairs.

“And power mergers,” I add, still curious about my connection with Professor Luka.

“Of course,” he replies, rolling his eyes before opening the door back into the archives. It takes a little while for Samael to find Lilith and Michael’s records, but finding information on power mergers proves to be even more complicated. We finally find one, but it only covers typical power shares, the kind that are temporary bonds lasting only a day or two with distance.

I haven’t seen Luka since class on Wednesday, and a part of me feels like something’s missing now that he’s not around.

“Maybe we’re going about this the wrong way,” Samael says, frustration creeping into his voice as he continues to search for more information on the bond Luka and I share.

He walks over to an ancient text section of the archives and pulls out a heavy, old book that looks like it’s been untouched for at least a century.

“It’s a book on mates. The guys and I never considered that the mate we all share might be fated to another, but...” He lets out a frustrated sigh. “But I’m starting to think it isn’t just a power merger between you and Luka. I think you might be fated to one another. You’re a combination of both fallen and archangels. You’re an anomaly. I can feel it in my bones that this is the text we need to research.”

“Will you be disappointed if I have another mate?” I ask quietly, casting my gaze downward, focusing on a speck of dirt on the floor.

“I could never be disappointed in you, Katrina. You are meant for me. You’re the one I’ve been waiting for my entire life. I’m only disappointed that I’ll have to share your time with yet another,” he says, gently lifting my chin and forcing me to look into his eyes.

I smile a little. Samael is just as possessive as Miles, but in his own way.

“I’d love to keep you all to myself, Sweetheart, but we have a dinner to attend, and knowing Mom, she’ll have my head if I’m late,” Samael says, running a hand through his hair.

“Well, we wouldn’t want to piss off the Queen of the Underworld,” I laugh, taking his hand as he leads me back towards his home.


Chapter Twenty-Five
SAMAEL


[image: ]


"Ihave to go check on something in Acheron. I'll leave you here to get ready," I say, smiling down at Katrina as we stop at my bedroom door.

"Are you sure you don't want me to come with you?" Katrina asks, running her fingers through her beautiful silver tresses.

"It's official business within the Underworld Kingdom. I can't take you with me until you're legally Queen,” I lie, hoping she won't be able to tell.

"Oh, okay," she replies, her disappointment obvious.

"There's something for you on the bed. I want you to wear it tonight for dinner," I whisper into her hair, pulling her into a tight hug.

Her face lights up with a smile at the mention of a gift, and I can't help but wonder how often she received presents growing up. Maybe I could be the mate who showered her with gifts. I’d do anything to see her face light up like that again.

I watch her walk into my room before leaving the house. I can't wait to see how beautiful she looks in her dress and collar. It will be perfect for dinner tonight. I'm a little nervous about her meeting Mom and Dad, but I know they'll love her. She's a feisty little firecracker, and I’m not worried about her holding her own.

"I’ll be there," Luka replies after I tell him I’m on my way.
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It doesn't take long to reach the depths of the Underworld, where the entrance to Tartarus lies. Luka leans casually against the entrance wall with one foot propped up. He’s dressed in a long-sleeved black button-up shirt and dark blue acid-wash jeans.

"Dressed up for a special occasion?" I ask as I approach him.

"Well, I ran into Persephone and Hades earlier today. They were inclined to invite me to family dinner, so I figured I would just follow you home," Luka replies casually.

"Why would they invite you to dinner?" I ask, confused. I didn’t know my parents had a relationship with Luka.

"Because I’m a professor at Divine Academy, and they want to know how their precious baby boy is holding up," Luka teases, his face lighting up with mischief.

"And your acceptance of the invitation has nothing to do with the fact that Katrina will be there tonight?" I ask as we walk through the gates of Tartarus, passing Cerberus, who doesn’t seem to mind that a relative of Loki and the Heir to the Underworld are walking into the realm of chaos.

"Katrina is a bonus.” He winks at me. "The best part will be watching you squirm under your parents' scrutiny," he adds, making me wonder if Luka is flirting with me or just trying to get under my skin.

He leads me to the library. It’s smaller than the library in the Underworld, but the texts date back to when Earth was first created and I’m hopeful I’ll find more information here on powersharing.

"All right, so what are we looking for exactly?" Luka asks when we reach the center of the library.

"First, I’d like to know if there’s any historical record of archangels and fallen angels having children. Secondly, I want to know more about the fallen angels' dark powers. Lilith was powerful, and not everything she knew how to do is listed in the demonology archives," I reply.

"Is that it?" Luka asks as he writes something down on a piece of paper.

"While I’d like to know more about the bond you and my mate share, I think we’ll only determine its true nature by letting it play out," I add, pretending to casually look around while keeping my eyes on his reaction from my peripheral vision.

"I’ve already searched these archives for anything that could explain what’s happening with Katrina and me. There was nothing. The only thing I can think of is a fated mate bond, but why would she be mated to the four of you plus someone like me? I am darkness," Luka says with a frown, lighting the paper he's holding with his fire affinity.

I want to remind him that Katrina has a dark side, but before I can reassure him, the entire library becomes engulfed in flames, startling me. Had Luka lost control of his fire affinity that quickly? I don’t have time to ponder it, because smoke quickly fills the room as the ancient texts burn, feeding the ever-growing fire.

"Luka!" I yell, grabbing his arm. "We have to get out of here."

Luka doesn’t respond, nor does he look at me as I tug him toward me. I pull harder, but he seems mesmerized by the flame.

"Luka!" I yell louder, jerking his arm harder until he’s flung toward me, causing me to release his arm and wrap both arms around him to keep him from falling.

"If you wanted me in your arms, you only had to ask," Luka smirks with a mischievous gleam.

"Don’t be an idiot," I scowl at him. "I was trying to save your life, you fucker."

"From what?" Luka asks, arching an eyebrow.

"The fi⁠—"

I stop mid-sentence as I look around. There’s no sign of fire. Glancing around the library, I realize nothing is burned, and the air is clear. The only difference is that there are now only two books left in the entire room; the rest have disappeared.

"Did you think finding a book in Tartarus would be normal?" Luka asks, walking toward the two remaining books. "It’s nice to know you care so much about me," he adds, turning back to look at me with a teasing smile.

What the hell is going on here? Why is Luka acting like this? We aren’t on friendly terms. We’re only talking now because of Katrina. Why is he acting like we’re friends—or even something more? I shake my head, trying to clear away the ridiculous thoughts. It only takes a moment longer to realize Luka is waiting for my response.

"Next time, I’ll just leave you for dead," I growl, grabbing one of the books from his hand.

Luka doesn’t respond. His insufferable smile is enough to light the fire within me. Instead of letting him get to me, I open the book and flip through the pages, pausing when a chapter title catches my interest.

Lilith’s Descent

Before Lilith fell, she was an archangel of peace and tranquility. She could change one’s mood from hostile to peaceful, angry to happy, and so on. Known as the peacekeeper of both the gods and the people on Earth, she was revered for her ability to bring calm to any situation.

~~~

When she followed her mate, Lucifer, to Hell, Lilith’s wings changed from a beautiful pale pink to black, mimicking the color of a crow. Even with the transformation of her wings, Lilith remained the most beautiful woman in existence, her beauty surpassing even that of the Goddess Aphrodite.

~~~

Upon her descent, Lilith’s powers shifted, turning sinful. No longer could she simply calm the hearts of others—she now had the ability to fill them with overwhelming desire. She became the walking manifestation of lust.

~~~

Aphrodite, consumed by jealousy, could not handle the fact that every man and woman near Lilith desired her above all else. Used to being the goddess desired by all, Aphrodite’s envy grew. In an attempt to reclaim the attention she once held, Aphrodite seduced Lilith’s mate, Lucifer.

~~~

While Lucifer frequently used his fated mate's newfound powers to solidify his rule in Hell, he couldn't bear the thought of others desiring her. In his jealousy, he often cast her into the lower levels of Hell's prison, accusing her of infidelity.

Lilith’s last known stint in the prison was for tempting Michael—the archangel of Protection. Upon her release she immediately went to Lucifer’s castle, determined to win her mate back and prove her loyalty. But when she arrived, she found Lucifer in the arms of Aphrodite, caught in a passionate embrace. Enraged, Lilith’s powers overwhelmed her, and she drained Lucifer’s soul, leaving only an empty, shriveled corpse behind. Aphrodite, usually immune to Lilith’s power as the Goddess of Lust, was not unaffected. Lilith’s energy turned Aphrodite’s blonde hair white and dulled her once vibrant blue eyes to a dull gray.

~~~

After Lucifer’s demise, Lilith fled from Hell, leaving the throne open. That throne would later be occupied by Hades and Hell would transition into the Underworld.

~~~

Lilith met Loki—God of Mischief—after she fled from Hell. It is said that Lilith and Loki became fast friends upon meeting each other. Loki delighted in the chaos Lilith created wherever she went. Unused to not being lusted after, Lilith found nothing but friendship in Loki. As a token of their bond, she gifted him the land beneath Hell, which he later named Tartarus.

~~~

It is believed that any of Lilith’s offspring would be more powerful than Lilith herself, able to control both her Divine and Demonic gifts. Instead of draining souls, her children could take the power source from others, making them invincible. No known children have been born to Lilith, but if one were discovered, the gods have decreed that the child must be killed immediately. Their very existence could plunge the world into utter chaos.

"Well, I think I might know where the bond you share with Katrina may have come from," I say, showing Luka the pages.

"Yeah, except the way I feel about Katrina isn't exactly friendly," Luka replies, his eyes lustful.

“I don’t think anyone’s thoughts are pure when it comes to her," I laugh, noticing that the longer I spend with Luka, the less jealous I feel. I’ve started to accept that he belongs in Katrina’s life as much as I do. I wonder if the other guys will be as understanding.

"Do you think Lucifer was right, and Lilith and Michael were hooking up?" Luka asks, picking apart the passage with a frown.

"Anything's possible, I guess," I reply, unsure of the affair between Lilith and Michael. Lilith had just fallen, and I know she went down a path of destruction after Lucifer’s death.

"Did you find anything in the other book?" I ask, checking my watch to see how much time we have before dinner.

"Uh, yeah, but I’m not sure how important it is," Luka responds. "There’s a passage about a child conceived before an angel fell but born after the fall. But nothing about a child born from an archangel and a fallen angel."

"Well, it seems worth looking into. It’s the only lead we’ve got," I reply.

Luka pulls out his phone and snaps pictures of the pages detailing the child born after an angel’s descent. "I don’t want to take the book from the archives. People might ask why I’m researching this, and I don’t want to raise suspicions, especially if I start spending more time with Katrina."

I nod, following his lead and taking pictures of the passage on Lilith. The others will want to see this. After telling them what I let go on down here in the Underworld, I’ll need to offer them something worth the pain. My cousins will be upset with me, but Katrina’s happiness is what matters most. They’ll forgive me eventually. I wouldn’t be able to forgive myself if I didn’t put her needs first.

"We should probably head back to the house. We have about an hour before dinner, and Persephone will whip my hide if I’m late or underdressed," I reply, glancing down at my casual attire.

"Ugh..." Luka starts, a nervous look crossing his face. "If you don’t want me near Katrina, I understand. I’ll just see you back at the school," he says quickly.

"It’s fine," I reply. "I know Katrina will be happy to see you. She’s been talking about you."

Luka’s face lights up with a bright smile, and I feel an unexpected rush of joy that I can make him happy… in a platonic, just-friends way… I think? Why am I staring at his face so closely, noticing the dimples that appear when he smiles, the way his nose wrinkles when he’s happy, or how his eyes light up when he gets excited? Why am I staring at his plush lips, spread wide in a grin, wondering if they’re as soft as they look?

I clear my throat, confused by my own thoughts. Shaking my head, I playfully shove Luka. "All right, let’s get going. I think we’ve kept our girl waiting long enough."


Chapter Twenty-Six
LUKA
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My cock stirs to life as Katrina sails gracefully down the stairs. She's more stunning than I recall—her beauty seems to grow daily as she comes into her powers. Samael picked out the perfect attire for her. She wears a skin-tight black halter dress with a sweetheart neckline that emphasizes all her curves. 

The dress sits just below mid-thigh, showing off her long, lean legs. Her beautiful silver hair is styled in waves and flows elegantly down her back. She's outfitted the dress with black pumps and a leather choker with a charm containing the crest of all Four Kingdoms. Some might call it cute, but I see the necklace for what it really is. It's Samael laying his claim on his mate. He's collared and marked her as his and his cousins, and she's accepted the claim.

I glance over at Samael, sensing his gaze upon me; he turns his head to meet my stare straight on. I glance at Katrina's choker and then back at him, raising my eyebrows. He just smirks in response, a hungry gleam in his eyes. Attempting to ignore him, I turn my attention back to Katrina, watching her glide down the steps like a true deity. I'm paying such close attention to Katrina that I don't notice Samael stepping closer to me until his hot breath is whispering against my ear, sending shivers down my spine. 

"I can have one custom-made for you, too, if you want?" he wickedly teases, his words and laughter sending a shot of arousal straight to my cock.

"Hah, you wish," I whisper back, my head tilted up so he can hear me, briefly letting it rest against his firm chest. I wonder if he knows what game he's playing. If he knows how crazy he's driving me. He's so close to me that I can feel his length against my backside. Was that from his proximity to me? Or was it for the beauty who was now walking straight toward us?

Katrina lets out a screech of excitement when she finally notices me standing next to Samael.

"Oh, my gods!" she exclaims, "What are you doing here, Luka?" she asks, throwing her arms around me in a tight embrace. I can hear her inhaling my scent as she nuzzles her face against my chest.

I hug her back just as closely, enjoying the feel of her soft, feminine body against mine. Her natural scent ignites an even bigger flame of arousal within me. I want her. Badly.

"I've missed you so much," I whisper into her ear.

Samael clears his throat, interrupting the moment. "Hey, any love for me, Katrina?"

Katrina's face flushes red as she pulls out of my arms. I feel empty without her. I step to the side, out of the way, as she flings herself at Samael.

"Sorry," she murmurs into his chest. "It's just... I feel incomplete without him by my side," she says bashfully as she steps away from Samael, face toward the ground, admitting the pull she feels toward me.

"Hey, don't be ashamed of the mating call," Samael replies, tilting her chin up with his finger so she's looking him in the eye. "It's normal to feel empty without your mate near you. And if you don't recall, I did tell you to go for it. You have to remember to give me some lovin', too, though, even while he's around." He gives Katrina a playful wink, patting her cheek gently with mirth.

Samael lowers his head and places his lips against Katrina's. Their kiss, which starts soft and chaste, quickly intensifies when Samael slips his hand up Katrina's thigh, bringing her dress up to reveal her black lacy panties. He's putting on a show for me, and I'm eager to watch. His hand slides between her thighs, and she eagerly parts them. I watch with bated breath as he pushes the black lace of her panties to the side, revealing her beautiful glistening pussy to me. She's already coated with desire.

Samael runs his finger through her slick folds, and Katrina gasps into his mouth as he slides his thumb over her sensitive nub in a circular motion. Her pussy is glistening with wetness, and I want nothing more than to get down on my knees and devour it. I groan as I watch Samael slide two fingers into her hole, leisurely pumping in and out of her sex, causing her to let out little mews of pleasure.

"Look at our Professor, Katrina," Samael commands her, using his free hand to grab her chin, forcing her to look at me. "Watch the hunger in his eyes as I fuck you with my fingers. Imagine what it would feel like if it was him sinking his cock into you instead."

Katrina's eyes darken with arousal, and she wets her lips, staring directly at the tent forming in my jeans. Samael also stares me in the eyes as he begins to pound his fingers even harder into Katrina's swollen cunt.

"Do you like it when Luka watches us, you little slut?"

"Yes!" Katrina cries out, her face clenching as her orgasm grows nearer.

"Come for us, Sweetheart. Let me feel your tight pussy wrap around my fingers. Show the professor what you look like when you come."

Katrina, always willing to please, obeys. She comes hard and fast, letting out a strangled moan of satisfaction, before Samael releases the hand from her chin, and wraps it around her mouth instead as he continues to work her pussy, prolonging her orgasm.

I don't think I've ever been so aroused. I don't even realize I'm striding toward them until Samael pulls his fingers from Katrina's wet pussy. His fingers are soaked, and without even thinking twice, I’m reaching forward and grabbing his wrist, pulling his hand toward my face, and wrapping my lips around his fingers, sucking Katrina's juices off him.

When Samael's fingers leave my mouth, I lick the tips of them, and he lets out a guttural groan filled with want and desire.

"Fuck, that was hot," Katrina moans, her eyes widening as she watches us.

Her voice succeeds in breaking the spell, reality hitting me. I quickly take a step back, away from Samael, and ramble some nonsense about the mate bond taking control of my actions. I peek at Samael's face and note his confusion. I wonder if he's trying to decide if he liked what just happened between us.

Recovering quickly, Samael clears his throat and straightens his ruffled shirt. "Well, we'd better hurry to the dining room. Mom gets super cranky when kept waiting.”

Katrina flushes pink as she straightens out her dress, likely only just now remembering that we were supposed to be meeting Samael's parents for dinner. Samael grabs her hand and leads her into the grand dining room, and I trail behind them. My thoughts focus on one thing and one thing only—Samael and my undeniable need for him.


Chapter Twenty-Seven
KATRINA
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Dirty, filthy, erotic thoughts overtake me as I sit at the dining room table. I sit across from Hades and Persephone with Luka and Samael on either side of me, and I can't seem to clear the visions from my mind. Jack would be so proud of how filthy my thoughts have turned. Images of Samael sucking off Luka while Luka goes down on me, devouring my pussy, flood my mind. Samael fucking Luka while Luka fucks me. Images of them both inside of me at the same time, taking me together with just a thin layer of skin separating them.

Luka nudges me in the side, interrupting my daydream and I glare at him.

"Katrina, Persephone was just asking how you’re getting on at school," he prompts.

"Oh, I’m so sorry. The food is just so amazing. I’m in a blissful daze, enjoying all these tantalizing flavors," I apologize, offering Persephone a timid smile.

Her face lights up. Thanks to Samael, I know she spent most of the day preparing this meal. "No worries at all, Katrina. I’m glad you’re enjoying it. Sometimes, I feel like all my efforts are wasted on these men. They could be eating a microwaved dinner and have the same look on their faces as they do when they’re eating my cooking."

"Well, you can cook for me any time. This is absolutely delicious."

"Anyway," Persephone says, brushing off my compliment, "I was wondering how you’re getting on with all your classes. I know you started a little later than the others."

"Oh," I reply, unsure how to answer. I don’t want Persephone and Hades to think I can’t handle a challenge, but I also don’t want to sound too cocky, especially since I’m still struggling with my magical enchantment class. "Well, school’s been fine. Some of the classes are more challenging than others, but I think the more time I spend on the subjects, the quicker I’ll learn."

"I love it," Persephone says giddily, clapping her hands. "You’ll make a perfect Queen."

Hades snorts and Samael glares at him. "Dad?" Samael asks. "Do you have something you want to add?"

"No. Not really," Hades replies, "Your mother has always been rather quick to see the good in people and to trust the image with which they present themselves." His words make me shrink in my seat. If he doesn’t see his son’s Fated as the right fit, would he abdicate his throne when Samael comes of age?

"What’s that supposed to mean?" Luka sneers, coming to my defense, causing Hades to look at him curiously. I stealthily reach under the table and rub Luka’s thigh, hoping to calm him.

"Just that my brothers and I have heard rumors about my son’s so-called Fated. Rumors that she isn’t fit to rule and that she doesn’t know where she comes from or even how much power, if any, she possesses."

"I studied Katrina’s powers myself. While she might be an orphan, she exhibits excellent strength and has an affinity for all Four Kingdoms. Plus, additional angel-given gifts. Katrina is the most fit to rule beside your son and his cousins."

"You seem to be an advocate for dear Miss Katrina," Hades smirks, his eyes gleaming. "Do I need to report this misconduct to the academy? There appears to be something going on between you and your student."

"Hades!" Persephone scolds, her voice rising. "That is enough! Luka is an honorable teacher. He has repeatedly proven to the council and the school board that he is fit to teach at this school. Why don’t we drop this subject and return to enjoying the meal I worked so hard on?" By the time she finishes speaking, she’s close to yelling, her words growing louder with every syllable.

And boy, can I tell she’s angry. The flowers and vines decorating the walls and table sprout thistles and thorns.

"I apologize for my bluntness," Hades says, clearly regretting angering his wife. "It’s just that I want what’s best for my son and the Kingdoms."

"I completely understand," I reply, accepting Hades' apology. And while I do understand, I’ve lost my appetite. I gently place my fork beside my plate, my hands in my lap, waiting for the meal to end so I “can be excused.

“Well, who’s ready for dessert?" Persephone asks cheerfully.

"I’m sorry. I’m exhausted. I think I’m going to retire for the night," I reply, making my excuses as I get up from the table. "Dinner was lovely. Thank you, Persephone."

I silently leave the dining room, hoping Samael and Luka don’t follow me. I don’t want to cut Samael’s time with his parents short. I can feel him reaching out to me through our bond, sensing my emotions. He must know I need time to myself because I hear his faint response telling his mom that he and Luka would love a slice of warm apple pie a la mode.

Satisfied that I won’t be followed, I race up the stairs as quickly as these cursed heels allow, willing the tears that have started to creep up on me to stay put until I reach Samael’s room. Once I’m safe inside, I kick off my shoes, strip off my dress and panties, and head to the ensuite bathroom. Turning the hot water on full blast, I step into the shower and finally release the tears I’ve been holding back.

It wasn’t Hades’ words that hurt me. It was the fact that what he said struck true. He voiced my inner worry: I wasn’t good enough. I wasn’t good enough for Samael, Miles, Beckett, or Aphelion. And I especially wasn’t good enough for Luka. Just being near me put his job in jeopardy. What would happen if we were truly mated? He wasn’t the king of any Kingdom. Would he just be labeled as consort to the Queen? He deserves so much more than that.

When the water runs cold, my tears dry, and my sobs stop. I’m not hurt anymore. Now, I’m just numb. I’m not strong enough to leave my mates. I need them, and I know they need me just as much.
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"Katrina," Luka calls, entering the room and shutting the door softly behind him. I wrap a towel around my body and check my face in the mirror, making sure the evidence of my crying isn’t visible. Satisfied with my appearance, I walk out of the bathroom and nearly collide with Luka. His hands reach out, gripping my shoulders, steadying me.

When he steps back, his eyes roam over my body, taking in the sight of me in just a towel. He swallows deeply before his eyes meet mine. "I just... err... I wanted to check on you and make sure you're okay," he says, nervously running a hand through his dark hair.

"I'm fine," I reply, quickly changing the subject. "Where’s Samael?"

"He wanted to talk to his parents in private. He asked me to check on you. Some of the emotions he felt through the mate bond concerned him," Luka explains.

"Oh," I reply, disappointed, "is that the only reason you’re here? Because Samael asked you to check on me?"

Luka growls, stepping closer. "Of course not, Katrina. You should know by now that I’m crazy about you. I’m willing to risk everything I’ve worked so hard for... for you."

"I... I don’t want you to lose everything. I’m not worth it."

Luka grabs my face between his palms, his gaze intense. "You’re worth that and so much more," he growls before leaning down and kissing me fiercely, pouring every emotion he feels for me into that one kiss.

My hands leave my sides and wrap around him, pulling his body closer to mine. The motion causes my towel to drop to the floor. Luka pulls back from the kiss and gazes hungrily at my naked body. His eyes gleam with arousal, making my heart race.

I nuzzle closer to him, groaning when my bare breasts touch his fully clothed chest. I want to be connected fully with no barriers between us.

"Luka," I moan, as his hands hover over my naked body. "Take me. Make me forget what Hades said. Help me forget this feeling."


Chapter Twenty-Eight
SAMAEL
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"What the hell was that?" I ask my father as the dining hall door slams shut behind Luka.

"Don’t take that tone with me, boy," Hades growls, his body bursting into blue flames, reminding me that he’s the King of the Underworld.

My fire burns just as fiercely as his, though. My anger builds, not only from his treatment of Katrina but from his audacity to tell me to watch my tone. "You insult my mate and then expect me to respect you? You're such a fucking cliché," I snap, my flames intensifying with every word, growing larger and hotter.

"What the hell is that supposed to mean?" Hades demands, his voice dripping with discontent.

"Everyone knows the story of you and my mother. Everyone knows that Cronus disagreed with your pairing, but you defied him. She’s the woman you chose to fall in love with, yet you still went against your father. You're a cliché because you're just like him, no matter how much you despise him. Katrina is my fated mate. She was made for me, and I for her. We share a piece of each other's soul."

My father rolls his eyes with frustration. I already know how he feels about fated mates and the prophecy. He dismisses it as a fabrication created by Clotho, Lachesis, and Atropos to eventually overthrow the Kingdom of the Gods. But I know better. Coeus, Prometheus, Freyja, Tiresias the Seer, and the Druid Cathbadh all had the same vision.

"One woman, born of light and darkness, will unite the Four Kingdoms into One."

The more I learn about Katrina’s heritage, the more certain I am that she’s the one the prophecy describes. She will unite the Four Kingdoms.

"It doesn’t matter who she is to you. The Kingdoms are already losing their power," Hades argues, his tone cold. "They've become more unstable as our people grow concerned about our rulership. More and more gods and demigods want to take your throne. You must marry Astrid to secure your hold over the Kingdom."

"I will not marry Astrid!" I roar, my fire flaring so intensely it scorches my mother's plants, making her cry out in pain. "Shit, Mom." I rush to her side and pull her into my arms. "I'm sorry, Mom. I didn’t mean to hurt you. I... I lost my temper. I’m so sorry."

"It’s okay, my love," she whispers, her voice tinged with pain. "You have every right to be angry. Your father is being a fool." The words make her wince, earning a growl from Dad. "Leave your father to me. Go to your mate and fix the mess your father created."

"Are you sure you’ll be okay?"

"I’ll be fine, my darling boy. I’ll make your father take me to the greenery earthside, where I can regain my strength. I hate to cut my visit short, but we both have important matters to attend to. Now, go, before your father causes more trouble."

I kiss her forehead and race out of the dining room, charging up the stairs two at a time. As I reach the door, I stop, pressing my ear against it, listening for any sound that might hint at what I’m about to walk into.

"Take me. Make me forget what Hades said. Help me forget this feeling,” Katrina pleads, her voice shaky as she begs Luka to help her forget.

"I’m sorry, Kit-Kat," Luka replies, his voice strained, showing his internal battle. "I-I can’t. I can't mate with you without knowing this is what you truly want. I can’t bind myself to you, knowing it might cause you pain, especially if my bonding with you drives a wedge between you and your other fated.”

Katrina’s hurt and disappointment seep through the bond.

"Fuck Beckett," I growl, storming into the room, startling them. "If he can't push aside his issues with you, then he doesn't deserve Katrina. The bond between you is real. I can see it forming just by your proximity to each other. Some prophecy didn't dictate your bond. It was written in the stars."

Luka glances away from Katrina. His eyes lock onto mine. There's an emotion in them I can't define. Katrina looks at Luka eagerly. I can see her want and desire as she steps toward him, but Luka takes another step back.

"How about this," I say, ever the placater. "How about I fuck Katrina into oblivion, tormenting her body with immense pleasure, and if she still wants you afterward, Luka, you'll submit to your mate."

Luka silently thinks over my proposition before finally giving in and agreeing. Katrina doesn't say anything at all. She just silently slinks over to me, letting me take in her full nakedness. That little minx must've been trying really hard to seduce her professor.

As soon as she's within reach, I grab her and pull her into my arms, lifting her by the waist and forcing her to wrap her legs around my body. I palm at her ass while I latch my mouth onto one of her nipples, biting down on it and causing her to hiss before I circle my tongue around it in a soothing motion. While Katrina wants to have sex for the euphoria and the bliss, I want to use her little body to fuck all the rage out of my system. And use her, I will. I'll fuck her so hard she'll be screaming my name as she squirts on my cock over and over again.

I dig my nails into her ass, spreading her cheeks apart as I walk her toward my bed, my middle finger grazing her puckered hole. "One day, soon. I'm going to fuck you here."

She lets out a soft moan of pleasure as I circle her anus, adding pressure when my finger grazes her hole. When we reach my bed, I throw Katrina onto it and watch her bare breasts bounce up and down as she topples onto the mattress. I quickly rid myself of my clothing before joining Katrina on the bed. Her thighs are already glistening with her wetness as I kneel in front of her, spreading her legs wide open and lining myself up with her entrance as I plunge into her, sinking to the hilt with one solid stroke.


Chapter Twenty-Nine
KATRINA
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Istare straight at Luka as Samael plunges himself deep inside of me, hitting every crevice and making me cry out with pleasure. I watch as Luka's eyes darken with arousal. I want to see him lose control. I want to watch his face as he orgasms deep inside me, filling me with his seed.

Samael grabs my legs, lifting them and hooking my feet around his neck as he plunges deeper inside me, reaching places I couldn't have even dreamed were possible.

"Fuck!" I moan loudly, my walls throbbing against his member, my head turning as I stare into Samael's eyes.

"You like that, you filthy little slut? You like it when I hit your walls?" he hisses between groans, rapidly thrusting, each stroke long and purposeful as he buries himself entirely inside me before pulling out almost completely, just leaving the tip within me.

He grabs my chin, turns my head, and forces me to stare at Luka as he continues to fuck me. "Look at how hard his cock is for you. Look at how much he's enjoying watching me bring you to new heights."

Completely satisfied with my position now, Samael sits back up, using his hands to grab my hips as he slams me down forcefully onto him repeatedly.

"Look at him, Katrina. Look at how miserable he is over there. Look at the want and the desire he has in his eyes for you. He wants to be in my place. It's his cock he's imagining plunging inside of you. It's his cock he's wishing was getting squeezed by your perfect tight little pussy."

Each word Samael whispers brings me higher and higher, closer to my peak.

"Shout his name, Katrina. Say his name while you're coming on my dick; let him know what it feels like to hear you shouting his name as you come undone on my cock."

Samael's left-hand slides down my hip, diving towards my clit as he adds pressure to it, massaging me with his thumb, pushing me straight off the top of Mount Everest and down into the depths of the deep blue sea.

“Luka!” I moan loudly, following Samael's commands.

"To hell with it," Luka groans as he strips his clothing, showing off his washboard abs, sexy v-line, and well-endowed member.

I wet my lips and watch his cock bob as he walks over to me, wanting nothing more than to wrap my lips around it and gaze up into his face while I please him. Samael switches our positioning as Luka moves in to join the fun. Now I am sitting on top of him, facing outwards, my tits on full display to Luka while I ride Samael's cock.

Luka lets out a deep groan as he walks closer to us. "Fuck, just when I thought the view couldn't get any better. Now I can see your cock sliding in and out of her, coated with her nectar as she gushes all over you."

His words make my walls clench against Samael, eliciting his groan.

Luka stops, standing between my thighs as Samael pushes in and out of me. His hands reach up, cupping my face as he tilts my head to the side and brings his lips crashing down onto mine. His kiss is fierce; it's as if he's trying to push every emotion, every desire into that one kiss. His lips match mine perfectly as I match his pace. His tongue quickly pushes past my lips, firmly mashed against his, seeking pleasure from the depths within. Our tongues collide hungrily with each other, proving to ourselves how much we both need these kisses.

Luka draws back all too soon. His kiss left me breathless and wanting more.

"First," he whispers as he glides his lips down my jaw, licking and nibbling on my collarbone, "I am going to taste every inch of your body, and then I'm going to bury myself inside you and show you just how much I desire you.”

Samael stills inside me, no longer thrusting, just rolling his hips up against my ass. He gathers my hair and pushes it all to one side before leaning me back against his chest, laying his head on my other shoulder so he can watch as Luka pleasures my body while he is still sheathed inside of me.

Luka licks across my collarbone, his tongue causing tingles to run across my skin. His hands begin to gently caress my breasts as he plants kisses and gentle nibbles down my chest. The closer his mouth gets to my nipples, the firmer his grasp on my breasts becomes as he begins to knead them with each hand, rolling my nipples between his thumb and forefinger, squeezing them firmly with each roll, sending a spike of pleasure straight to my core.

Somehow, Luka manages to match Samael's rhythm, Samael's hips and Luka's fingers working my body in sync. I can already feel myself climbing over the edge again, and I know the pleasure is only just beginning. Luka takes one of my nipples into his mouth and bites down gently, flicking his tongue over it again and again. He gives my other nipple the same treatment as his hand dips between my thighs. I start to roll my hips in the opposite direction of Samael's, seeking more pressure as I feel my orgasm growing near. Luka slaps my bare pussy hard, causing me to let out a sigh of pleasure.

"Behave, little minx. I haven't finished with you yet. You can come when we say you’re allowed,” Luka says, taking his attention from my nipples to look at me.

"Don't stop," I groan.

"Oh, I wasn't planning on it," Luka replies, dipping his head back down. Samael and I watch as he trails kisses down my stomach and past my navel, licking slowly across my hips before letting his tongue travel lower and lower until it meets my swollen clitoris. He starts from the top, moving his tongue slowly toward the bottom, stopping right before it meets Samael's cock. Then, he licks me at the top again, swirling his tongue against my clitoris before repeating the same stroke, working my body into a frenzy.

“Fuck Katrina," Samael groans. "Your walls are clamping down on me like you're an anaconda, and I am your prey."

Samael slowly thrusts in and out of me again while Luka devours my pussy. When they build a good rhythm, and I'm ready to jump off the cliff's edge, Samael pulls out too far, sliding entirely out of me. I reach down to grab his cock and push it back into me, but Luka is quicker.

He grabs Samael's cock, holding it tightly in his hand as he continues to devour my pussy. His strokes get longer as he circles his tongue around my entrance before plunging his tongue inside. Turning my head, I smash my lips against Samael's, using his mouth to silence my cries. As I pull away, Samael lets out a soft moan, causing me to glance down at Luka. Luka's tongue is still devouring me, but his hand is now gently stroking Samael's cock. I watch as Luka's expert hands pleasure Samael, causing Samael's head to glisten with his arousal. Luka's tongue leaves my entrance as he continues his trail downwards, his tongue licking the tip of Samael's cock, swirling around the head, causing Samael to groan louder with pleasure. Luka sucks Samael's tip into his mouth and bobs his head up and down. Samael's hold on my hips tightens as Luka brings him to new pleasures.

Luka releases Samael and positions him towards my back entrance, allowing Samael to push inside of me slowly. Luka's fingers expertly work my body as Samael enters me from behind, adding pleasure to the pain. Once Samael is fully sheathed inside me, he stills, allowing my body time to adjust to him.

"I told you I'd fuck this tight little hole," he growls in my ear.

Luka adjusts himself between my legs before guiding his cock into my soaked pussy, sheathing himself with one stroke.

Samael moans, "Fuck, I can feel you inside her."

"Do you like the way my cock feels against yours?" Luka asks Samael as he begins to thrust in and out of me slowly. "Do you like the way my cock moves inside our mate?"

Samael groans in response as he starts to thrust into me from behind. His strokes are short and rapid, while Luka's are long and slow. My body begins to quiver and shake as my mates work my body with theirs. Sensing that I'm near my climax, the guys quicken their pace, wanting all of us to reach the edge together. Our orgasms are like a trifecta. Samael comes first, painting my ass with his cum as he slows his thrusts; Samael's sexy low moans as he climaxes sets me off like a firework, causing my walls to squeeze tightly against Luka's cock as my orgasm hits me roughly, blasting Luka with a wet current. He isn't far behind, coming inside me before my walls have even stopped throbbing.


Chapter Thirty
SAMAEL
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Iwoke up the next day, squished in my oversized bed. Katrina has somehow managed to wrap almost her entire body around me. Her legs are crossed over mine, and her arm is spread across my torso. I haven't looked down yet, but I suspect there's a drool spot where she's resting her chest. Draped across Katrina's back and settled on my stomach is a very long, well-defined arm that I am all too aware of.

I recall what happened last night, but I was so lost in the moment then that I didn't realize what was occurring until it was already happening, and I enjoyed it too much to tell him to stop. I've had my cock sucked before by plenty of women, but nothing compared to what Luka did to me last night. It was… fuck. I can't even explain how great it was.

I want to slip out of bed before they wake up. I don't think I can face Luka so soon. Would he bring up last night? Would Katrina? She seemed to enjoy watching Luka's performance, but what will her reaction be in the light of day? Hell, I don't even know how I feel about it. Does this mean I'm gay now, or at least bisexual? I've never thought of a man before the way I have about Luka. I never wanted a man to touch me the way I wanted—no, still want—Luka to touch me. I crave his touch. Even right now, the way his hand gently caresses my abdomen has my skin burning with need.

Luka stirs, causing Katrina to let out a soft groan of protest at being woken up so early. It's now or never. I push Katrina off me and mumble something about the bathroom as I take off out my door and down the hall. They're not stupid; I'm sure they've gathered that I'm hiding from them, seeing as I have an ensuite bathroom, but I need time to breathe. I head down to the laundry room, grab a shirt and a pair of shorts out of the hamper, and quickly throw them on before shooting Katrina a quick text.

Sorry, I need to talk to Beckett before you get back. Have fun hanging out with Luka; he'll help you back to the academy.




I don't wait for Katrina to respond before releasing my midnight-black wings and soaring toward the Earth Kingdom. I close my eyes, breathing in the fresh air, letting the tranquility of the flight calm my nerves. I need a clear head to speak with the guys. Aphelion will be fine since he's already mated to Katrina, but Beckett and Miles will struggle with her mating Luka. Miles, because he’s jealous and hates to share, and Beckett... well, his father’s messed with his head so much he doesn’t know right from wrong anymore. Poseidon raised everyone in the Sea Kingdom to hate Loki-type gods, simply because Loki was a friend of Lilith’s, and Lilith killed his first bride, the siren Parthenope. When Loki voted not to punish Lilith, he tipped the scale in her favor, letting Parthenope’s murder go unpunished. Poseidon never forgave Loki for that.

I open my eyes as I pass through a current of electricity in the sky, feeling Aphelion’s arrival at the academy. He doesn’t seem thrilled. I glide down to the academy grounds, folding my wings as my feet touch the ground. My phone buzzes three times in my pocket, indicating missed messages.

Samwise, why did you run and hide? Come back and play :(




I chuckle at Katrina's message. I guess she enjoyed herself last night.

I swipe down to the next message: it's a group chat with the cousins from Aphelion.

SOS TOWER NOW




Shit, this can't be good. Aphelion went home to visit his father. What had Zeus heard? Or worse, what had he requested Aphelion do?

I quickly make my way to the dormitory, feeling the heavy pulse of power radiating off the walls. Aphelion is pissed, but he's not the only one. I can feel a storm brewing. Beckett’s anger is swirling too. I hope it’s because of whatever Aphelion is about to share, and not because he’s already figured out the news about Katrina and Luka.

As I open the door, a fist slams into my face. "What the fuck?" I growl, my blue flames instantly covering me.

"What the fuck is right, dude," Beckett snarls, his powers swirling through the air as his anger grows.

He steps closer, getting in my face. My flames intensify, ready to burn him if he comes any closer.

"You couldn't help yourself, could you?" Beckett spits. "You had to make the decision all on your own, before consulting us. You know how I feel about Luka, but you shoved him and Katrina together anyway."

"They’re fated mates, dumbass!” I roar back, my power casting the room into darkness. "Who are you, I, or anyone else to tell them they can't be together? Katrina has two sides to her coin. She was born of light and darkness. We are her mates to her light, while Luka is to her darkness. She needs him just as much as she needs us. And we need her. He completes her."

I step closer, trying to make him understand how angry I am, my body glowing with my blue flames. "And you need to get over your prejudice toward Luka. He’s done nothing wrong. The only thing he’s done is help us understand our mate better."

Beckett opens his mouth to argue, but before he can, lightning strikes between us, dispelling the darkness and lighting the room.

"If you two are done with your pissing contest, we have more important matters to discuss than who is or isn’t fucking our mate," Aphelion’s voice cuts through, commanding the room, proving why he's the Heir to the Sky Kingdom.

"Easy for you to say," Miles grumbles. "You already have that connection with her."

I glance over at the armchair, noticing him sitting there, looking worn out. I wonder if it’s the mate bond or the jealousy eating away at him.

"Bro," I walk over to him, slapping my hand on his shoulder. "Just talk to her. Tell her how you’re feeling. She feels the same pull toward us that we do toward her. She’s already in love with you. You need to make your move."

Thunder rumbles in the sky, and Aphelion’s eyes flash with electricity, ready to unleash his powers. The room falls silent, all of us giving him our undivided attention.

"My father wants to meet Katrina," Aphelion spits, fury evident in his voice. "The entire council wants to meet her before agreeing to our union."

"There's nothing to agree about," Miles growls, standing from his seat. "Katrina is our mate. That makes her our Queen."

"She’s already met my father," I add. "He wasn’t too fond of her." All three pairs of eyes turn toward me. "He couldn’t tell she wasn’t of Divine blood, but he found it strange she doesn’t know who her parents are. He also thought it odd that she had an affinity for all four Kingdoms and could control Heavenly Light. He doesn’t know about her succubus nature, but I'm sure the rumors Hilda’s spreading will make it impossible to hide."

"So, what do we do?" Beckett asks, looking around, hoping one of us has the answer.

"We finish our mating circle, then take Katrina to meet the council," Aphelion says firmly. "I’ve thought about this all weekend. It’s the only option. Once Katrina has mated with all of us, it will bind us as one. They won’t be able to sever our bonds without killing the Heirs to the Four Kingdoms."

"Five Kingdoms," Miles mutters, rolling his eyes.

"Five Kingdoms? Are you high, cousin?" Beckett asks, confusion crossing his face. "There are only four."

"No, there’s a fifth. You were probably never taught about it because your fathers were too stuck up to tell you, but Luka and I grew up together. Luka is the official heir to the Fifth Kingdom. A Kingdom that was once a prison, gifted to Loki by Lilith herself. Luka is the Heir to the Realm of Tartarus."


Chapter Thirty-One
BECKETT
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"Wait, if Luka is the heir to the Kingdom of Tartarus, then why is he a citizen of the Earth Kingdom?" I ask, puzzled by the new information.

"Because Tartarus isn't recognized as a Kingdom. Once he’s announced as Katrina’s fifth mate, he can claim the throne of Tartarus," Miles replies, as if this is something I should already know.

"But isn't Tartarus just a prison for demons and fallen angels? What else is there to do there, besides being a jailkeeper?" I scowl, not sure I’m following.

"Fuck, Beckett," Samael growls. "Do you have to be so fucking ignorant about everything?"

I glare at him, resisting the urge to lunge at him. I know that would only escalate things. Whatever went down in the Underworld while Katrina and Samael were there, he needs to figure his shit out.

"Does it matter what Luka will be ruling over in Tartarus?" Aphelion asks, pacing, the static in the air sizzling with each step. "We should focus on how to present our mate to the council."

"I want to take her home and introduce her to my father," I announce, thinking if she met all our parents one-on-one before facing the council as a united front, she might win some of them over.

"Abso-fucking-lutely not," Miles growls, the ground shaking under his anger.

"And why not?" I try to stay calm.

"Because your father hates demons, and Katrina hasn’t mastered full control of her powers yet," Miles replies.

"She is my mate. My father wouldn't harm her. He knows what it's like to lose the one you love," I reply firmly, crossing my arms, daring anyone to challenge me.

"Do you think your father won't harm her when he learns that Lilith is her mother?" Samael hisses under his breath.

"Lilith is Katrina's mother?" Aphelion asks, turning to Samael.

"Yes, we found out over the weekend. Katrina wanted to tell you all herself, so don’t mention it," Samael replies, his irritability seeming to wane.

"That doesn’t surprise me," Aphelion says. "Our mate is hot as sin, and it’s like my power is constantly being pulled toward her. At first, I thought it was the mate bond, and when she explained what Hilda told her, it made sense. But I didn’t fully understand her power until we were joined wholly. I can feel her hunger calling me, even when we aren’t near. I could tell when her needs were met by Samael, then fully satisfied when she was with Samael and Luka."

"Ah, so I have you to blame for this idiot's jealousy," Samael says to Aphelion, jabbing his thumb in my direction.

Before I can respond, a loud crack echoes through the air, followed by a screen of black smoke.

"Samael, are you okay?" our mate’s siren voice calls out, walking through the smoke into Samael’s arms. "I could feel your distress through the bond."

"Katrina, how did you get here?" Samael asks, his voice tinged with confusion.

"What, are you not happy to see me?" she pouts.

"Seeing as you're here by yourself and Luka isn’t with you, I’m curious how that’s possible. No one should be able to teleport in or out of our room. The academy has safety measures in place," he replies, concern creeping into his voice.

"Oh," Katrina replies, stepping back from Samael as Aphelion approaches with his arms out. "I’m not sure how. One moment, I was lying in bed waiting for Luka..." She blushes, realizing what she just said. "Err… I was lying in bed and felt your emotions through the bond. You seemed upset, so I wanted to be by your side. The next thing I knew, I was here. I thought you summoned me."

My jealousy flares as Aphelion pulls her into his embrace. "I missed you, Princess," he whispers into her ear before kissing her neck.

She whispers something back, but it’s too quiet for me to hear.

"That sounds like Michael’s teleportation power," Miles observes, scanning Katrina's body.

Aphelion watches Miles’s eyes roam over Katrina. He leans down and whispers something in her ear, causing her to turn and stare at Miles.

Miles steps toward Katrina, and before I can stop myself, the words slip out. "So, you fucked Luka?"

Katrina’s head jerks up, eyes locking onto mine. She opens her mouth to speak, then shuts it, looking down at her feet. Guilt. I don’t want to be angry. I don’t want to be jealous, especially now that I know Luka is her fifth mate. But Katrina knew how I felt about Luka, and the moment she had the chance, she jumped into bed with him. Did she even consider my feelings?

She steps out of Aphelion's embrace. "Beckett, I’m so—” she starts, stepping toward me.

"Don’t," I growl, feeling my power stir. "Don’t apologize, especially not when everyone in this room can tell you aren’t sorry."

"But—" Katrina starts, her eyes filling with unshed tears.

"Just give me some time," I reply, stepping away, and running my hand down my face. Turning to Miles, I add, "Dude, I gotta go. Let me know what you decide. Whatever the plan is, I’ll be there. I just… I need..." My voice trails off.

"I get it, bro," he replies, gesturing between Katrina and me. "Take the time. But when you get back, fix whatever this is. We can’t have this tearing us apart with everything we need to do."

I nod and walk out. I need to get away. I need time to think, to process the hurt and betrayal festering in my chest. I know Samael and Aphelion will be mad at me for walking away, but at least Miles gets it. I hope he understands, and I hope that when I come back, Katrina will still be willing to talk.

I know I hurt her by walking away, but I can’t risk talking to her right now. I can’t lose control of my powers again and risk hurting her.


Chapter Thirty-Two
MILES
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As Beckett leaves the room, a loud thud echoes behind me. Turning toward the noise, I see Samael slamming his fist against the wall. What the hell is going on with him? He never acts this way, and he seems more upset with Beckett than he should be. It’s not just about Katrina—he’s being protective of Luka, too. But that doesn’t make sense. Samael barely knows Luka. They’ve crossed paths at some events, but they aren’t exactly friends. I make a mental note to ask Luka about this later. I need to figure out what's going on before this shitstorm unravels completely.

"Samael!" Katrina cries, pulling herself from Aphelion’s arms. "What the hell do you think you’re doing?"

"Trying not to find Beckett and take my anger out on his face," he growls back.

"Beckett didn’t do anything wrong," Katrina responds, surprising me.

"What do you mean he didn’t do anything wrong? He hurt you!" Samael yells, blue flames flickering in his eyes.

"Beckett is hurting because of me. He asked me not to further my bond with Luka, but I didn’t respect his request. He’s right; as soon as I had the chance, I went to Luka," Katrina whispers, tears streaming down her face.

Samael reaches out to console her, but she steps away. "I’ll give Beckett the time he needs, and I don’t want any of you to chastise him for it. If we’re going to make this bond work, we need to consider everyone’s feelings."

Samael lets out a huff, running his hands through his hair. "I still think he’s being ridiculous about the whole thing, but if that’s what you want, babe, then okay. I should head back home and make sure Luka isn’t freaking out, thinking a demon kidnapped you."

Katrina allows Samael to take her in his arms, and he gently kisses her lips. "Yes, and since it’ll just be the two of you, you should talk about last night," she whispers in his ear. "You wouldn’t want any awkwardness between us."

I watch in awe as the tips of Samael's ears tinge pink. What the hell happened last night between the three of them that has Samael so embarrassed? I bite my tongue, resisting the urge to ask. Katrina probably thinks she whispered low enough for only Samael to hear.

Samael pecks the top of Katrina's head and gives a half-hearted wave to Aphelion and me before walking out onto the balcony and releasing his wings.

"Wow, he’s magnificent," Katrina murmurs, her eyes fixed on Samael’s raven-black wings.

"Whatever you say, dork," I snort, heading toward the fridge and pulling out a beer. "Want one?" I ask, offering it to Aphelion and Katrina.

"Sure," Katrina replies, finally tearing her eyes away from Samael as he descends from the balcony, catching the beer I toss at her.

"No, I’m good," Aphelion replies quickly. "I... err... I have to go somewhere, too. I’ll catch you guys tonight, though," he says, walking toward the door before we can ask where he's going.

Katrina and I find ourselves alone in the kitchen, staring at our beers in deafening silence. I take a long swig, thinking about what to say, but nothing comes to mind.

"Listen, Miles, about Luka, I’m so⁠—"

"Don’t even worry about apologizing, Kitten. I should’ve known he would be your mate, too. It makes complete sense. You don’t ever have to justify being with one of your mates to me. While it might drive me crazy with jealousy knowing that they’ve gotten to see and enjoy you in ways I can only imagine, I still understand that you’re theirs as much as you are mine."

Katrina stares at me, her eyes wide with shock, disbelief written all over her face. "You were so upset about Aphelion, though."

"Yeah," I reply sheepishly, running a hand through my hair. "I was upset, but not because you were with him. I was more confused about why you were with him but not with me. Then I realized it didn’t matter. Who you choose to be with is your choice. Maybe Aphelion gave you something I couldn’t, or maybe you just wanted to be with him that night. Either way, it doesn’t matter."

"Miles," Katrina whispers, stepping closer to me. "It’s not that Aphelion was better or had more to give me than you. It’s just… that first night with you, I felt like I was already falling in love with you, and it scared me. I’ve never wanted to depend on someone the way I felt I could depend on you. I didn’t want to regret being with you afterward. When we’re together, I want it to be for us."

She stops just before our skin touches, her words hanging in the air.

I respond in the only way I know how. I lift my hand, reach behind her neck, and pull her to me, pressing my lips to hers. I want the kiss to convey everything I’m feeling—how my heart soars for her, how everything else fades away when I’m with her. I would do anything for her, even take my father’s spot on the council if it meant protecting her.

I pull back, sipping my beer with a small smile. "So, do you like sports?" I ask, heading toward the living room and flopping down on the loveseat.

"Umm..." she starts, puzzled by the sudden change in topic. "I guess sports are okay; I’ve only just gotten into football."

"Football is one of my favorite human sports to watch," I reply, slapping the seat beside me as I pull out my phone. "There’s a Niners-Cowboys game on right now. Want to watch?"

"Uh, sure," she replies cautiously, sitting beside me.

I wave my hand over my phone and laugh at the shocked look on Katrina’s face when the screen projects onto the wall in front of us. The game is already in the second quarter, and the Niners are down by a touchdown. While Katrina watches the game and cheers for her team, I watch her. I study her reactions—the way her heart races when the quarterback makes a throw, the way her lip quirks up when the commentator cracks a joke, the way she cheers when her team scores and boos when the referee makes a call she doesn’t like. Watching Katrina is more exhilarating than the game, and I don’t think I’ll ever get tired of it.

"Wow, what a close game," she says, reaching for another beer from the cooler I set up during halftime.

"Yep," I nod in agreement, unsure how to reply since I haven’t been watching the game.

"Oh, don’t act like you even watched the game," she giggles, taking a long sip of her beer. "I know you were watching me the whole time. I could feel your eyes on me."

"And?" I ask, teasing her.

"Well, did you like what you saw?" she asks, her voice growing husky as she leans over me to set her beer down. But this time, she doesn’t return to her seat beside me. Instead, she straddles my lap, facing me.

I lean in, pressing my lips to her neck and inhaling her scent. "Yes, very much so," I murmur against her skin, causing her to let out a small gasp.

She tangles her fingers in my hair, pulling my face toward hers. "What were you thinking about while you watched me?" she asks seductively.

Part of me wants to tell her the truth just to see the blush on her cheeks, but the other part of me, the one who loves the game, wins. "I was thinking about how much I wanted to do this," I answer huskily before lowering my mouth to hers.

The moment our lips touch, I feel our powers colliding. It’s like the Earth tilts on its axis, and everything falls into place. Her power calls to mine, just as mine calls to hers. Our auras swirl together as my tongue meets hers, gently dancing. Her hands tangle in my hair, and mine knead at her ass, pressing her against my growing erection. She lets out a moan as I trail kisses down her neck, following the line of her collarbone with long, wet licks. As I slide my hand up her shirt, our door flies open, and Headmaster Simmons storms in.


Chapter Thirty-Three
SAMAEL
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As much as I want to track Beckett down and knock some sense into him, I have to respect Katrina’s decision to give him time. Hopefully, the fool will come to his senses soon. We’ll need everyone on the same page to succeed in winning over the council.

Flying down to the Underworld, I try to push thoughts of Luka out of my mind. I don’t want to dwell on how angry I was when Beckett spoke Luka’s name with disgust. I don’t want to think about how my heart raced when Katrina mentioned lying in bed with Luka, or how my thoughts wandered to being in bed with them, the three of us tangled in sheets, breathless after indulging in each other’s bodies. I certainly don’t want to admit that even now, hours later, I’m still thinking about how Luka’s lips felt against mine and how I hope it wasn’t just a one-time thing. And I especially don’t want to confront the fact that I’ve imagined multiple times what it would feel like to return the favor, to watch him come undone under my touch.

Lost in these thoughts, I don’t realize I’ve already crossed from the Earth Kingdom into the Underworld until I’m flying high above the Acheron River. I remind myself I need to visit the river cities more often—it’s my duty as heir, and I’ve been neglecting my responsibilities. Maybe I could bring Katrina here soon and show her around the world she’ll help rule someday.

Just as I’m passing the outskirts of the Acheron River village, something catches my eye. A gooey black substance overtakes part of the river, and everything it touches seems to die. Is this the Eitr that Luka, Beckett, and Katrina mentioned? I pull out my phone, cursing when I see there’s no service—not that I should be surprised; the only place I get service down here is the castle. I open my camera and snap a few pictures of the tar-like substance and the path of destruction it’s leaving behind. The substance is moving slowly for now, so I’m not too concerned about leaving it to find Luka, but I know I’ll need to return quickly to figure out how to destroy it.

After taking the final picture and ensuring no citizens are nearby, I continue toward the castle, hoping Luka is still there. As I enter my home and begin searching for him, I realize how much easier it would be to find him if we were bonded mates—but that process would require a deeper intimacy. My face flushes, my breath quickens, and I feel a stirring of pleasure as thoughts of Luka bent over, vulnerable, cross my mind. I quickly push those thoughts away. What the hell is wrong with me?

I hear Luka’s voice echoing through the castle, calling out for Katrina. "Katrina! Okay, Kit-Kat, this game isn't fun. If Samael finds out I've lost you, my ass is grass."

I quietly follow his voice until I’m right behind him, shadowing him down an unlit corridor that leads to an empty theater room. The hallway is eerily quiet, the only sound being Luka’s footsteps. I hurry down the corridor until I’m directly behind him, my breath hot on his neck. "Did you lose something, Luka?" I ask huskily, causing him to jump.

"Fuck, Samael!" Luka exclaims, turning toward me, his eyes swirling with an emotion I can’t quite decipher. "I wasn’t expecting you."

"You’re awfully jumpy," I reply, stepping closer and backing him against the wall, cornering him.

"What are you doing here, Samael?" he asks, his expression impassive.

"Katrina told me we needed to talk. Said she didn’t want any awkwardness between us."

"You saw Katrina? When? Where? Is she okay?"

"Yeah, she’s fine. She teleported into our dorm at the Academy."

"Wait, what?" Luka asks, confusion crossing his face. "Did you say teleported? I thought that was impossible inside the Academy."

"Not for Katrina, it seems. Her powers are increasing every day."

"So, Katrina wants us to talk?" Luka asks, stepping away from the wall and closer to me, our chests nearly touching. "What does she want us to talk about?"

I lick my lips, suddenly dry. "Just about last night," I reply, feeling my cheeks heat up when I notice his gaze drop to my mouth before slowly meeting my eyes again.

"Which part of last night? How I sucked your cock, or how, when I watched you fuck Katrina in her ass, the only thing I could think of was how it would feel to have you in me?"

His words leave me sputtering. "Uh..." I’m at a loss for words—something that never happens. What is it about Luka that turns me into a blubbering fool?

He steps forward, leaving no distance between us. For a moment, I think he’s going to kiss me—our lips are so close they brush against each other—but then he sidesteps with a chuckle.

"Last night was fun. There isn’t much to talk about as far as I’m concerned. What happened, happened. Don’t you agree?" he asks.

"Err... uh... yeah. Whatever you say, dude," I reply, trying to act like Luka’s little tease didn’t affect me.

He chuckles again before turning around, intent on leaving our dark corridor. "So, anything else you needed to discuss?" he asks as he walks back into the central part of the castle.

Dammit, how could I forget the tar-like substance? I’m going to be King, for crying out loud I can’t be forgetting important stuff like this. "Actually, yeah," I reply, catching up to him. "Could you look at these pictures and tell me what you think?"

I pull out my phone and swipe to the first picture of the tarry substance before handing it to him.

"Where was this?" he asks, concern evident in his voice.

"The edge of the Acheron River, just outside the village," I respond.

"We need to talk to the Kings sooner rather than later. This is definitely Eitr, and it’s multiplying quickly. If we don’t figure out who’s creating it soon, ancient beasts will start running amok—beasts that even Odin struggled to defeat."

"We can’t go to the council yet. Katrina hasn’t learned to control her powers. If the Kings or the rest of their council discover her true heritage, she’s as good as dead."

"If the Eitr continues to grow, Katrina and the rest of the world will cease to exist.”

"Is there any way we can slow the spread? Aphelion told us earlier that his father wants to meet Katrina within a month. If we can help her learn to control her power within that time, she’ll have a higher chance of surviving and not being taken prisoner. After we present her to the Kings, we can discuss the Eitr. We can also tell them Katrina was gifted Heavenly Light by Jehovah, to help defeat the spreading darkness."

"There’s supposedly an elixir that Freyja created that can help slow the Eitr. It’s rare, but Loki stored a bottle of it in Tartarus. If we can find it, we can use it on the Eitr down here to slow its spread."

"What should we do in the meantime while we’re trying to find the elixir?"

"We have to hope that it doesn’t spread too quickly. Katrina could use her Heavenly Light to destroy most of it, but I don’t know what her light would do to the Acheron River."

"Okay, let’s try the elixir first. If we can’t find it, we’ll use the Heavenly Light as a last resort. Whatever we can do to buy time before we present this to the Kings, the better."


Chapter Thirty-Four
APHELION
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I'm not too concerned about the Beckett-Katrina issue. I know they'll work through it in their own time. I just hope that time comes sooner rather than later, especially with my father starting to show interest in our little mate.

After Beckett left, Samael exploded, which is completely out of character for him. I'm not sure what went down in the Underworld, but whatever it is, I hope he figures it out quickly. Now isn’t the time for us to be falling apart.

As soon as I step out of the dormitory, leaving Katrina alone with Miles, I head toward Hermes' office to schedule the meeting with my father and his council. On the way there, I can’t help but replay the events of this past weekend in my mind, trying to find any excuse to delay the inevitable meeting.

THREE DAYS AGO

As I walk through the golden gates of the Sky Kingdom, I grimace at the sight of Hilda sitting on the throne meant for my intended, right in front of my mother, Hera.

"Hilda," I greet her sharply, "What are you doing here?"

"Oh, Phil," she responds with a sweet, innocent smile. "Mama Hera invited Daddy and me to a family gathering. They wanted to talk about the rumors spreading that you'd found your Fated and mated with her. I, of course, told them that was a lie—that you would never mate with another before breaking it off with your intended. You aren’t that type of guy."

I roll my eyes. We both know the game Hilda’s playing, and it’s not going to work. No one—not even the Sky King himself—can tell me I can’t be with my fated mate.

I nod at Hilda’s statement before walking through the throne room and into the palace toward my quarters. I wish Katrina could be with me this weekend instead of with Samael. I ache to be with her again, and my soul longs to be near hers. But I also know how important this weekend is for Samael, and I want Katrina to bond with all her mates. I want her and my cousins to be happy.

The faint click-clack of heels behind me echoes through the halls, and I slow down to let whoever’s following catch up. The familiar scent of my younger sister, Hebe, reaches me.

"You've done it this time, Phil. Dad is pissed," she says, falling in step beside me.

"On a scale of Cronus to Pandora, how mad?" I ask as I reach the door to my main chambers.

"Definitely Pandora's box mad. He’s been in a meeting with Thor all day. Thor was ready to storm the Kingdom with his army and take over. If Mom hadn’t been here, I fear there would’ve been bloodshed." Hebe twirls the ends of her long red hair, a trait we both inherited from our mom.

I mutter something foul about the temper of thunder gods under my breath as I turn the doorknob and push the door open. Inside, the foyer is strewn with women’s items—multiple Gucci suitcases, at least half a dozen bags from fancy boutiques, and enough heels to wear a different pair daily.

"Please tell me your quarters are being renovated?" I groan, trying and failing to keep my temper in check as tiny electric sparks appear around the room.

"Oh, I forgot to tell you," Hebe hums. "The only way Mom managed to stop the impending war was to invite Hilda to stay in the palace—in your quarters."

A loud crack of lightning pierces the sitting table in the middle of the foyer, shattering it into pieces.

"Whelp! I gotta go!" Hebe exclaims, turning sharply and high tailing it out of my room.

Lightning continues to swirl around the inner entrance of my quarters, destroying everything in its path. Hilda's luggage is nearly incinerated before I get my anger under control, but I honestly couldn’t care less. She is the reason the war almost happened in the first place.

I storm out of my chambers, not bothering to change, and head back to the throne room, intent on giving Hilda a piece of my mind. The world thought Zeus was hard on his first wife, Oceanid Métis—that would be nothing compared to what I have planned for Hilda. I won't just turn her into a fly and swallow her whole. I'll make her regret the day she ever dreamed of becoming my queen, and only then will I show her the mercy of removing her from existence.
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My father and Thor sit in the throne room with my mother and Hilda.

"I will not marry Hilda," I proclaim. "Oh, and darling dearest," I say, turning to Hilda, "you'll need to find somewhere else to sleep. Don't worry about your belongings—they've already been thrown out."

A chuckle comes from the corner where my mom's throne sits. Hiding behind the skirt of her dress is my littlest brother, Karios. He looks like a miniature version of our father, but he has an innocence in his eyes that reminds me of our mother. He's only seven and too young for court proceedings, but my mother fears for his life after threats made by our father, so she doesn't let him out of her sight. Hence, he's here today.

"Aphelion!" Our father roars my name, thunderclouds clapping in the sky. "What is the meaning of this?"

"The meaning, Dear Father, is that Hilda failed to inform you and Thor that I introduced her to my mate the day after I met her," I reply, trying my hardest not to lose my temper again.

"You can't honestly believe that little nobody is your mate," Hilda scoffs, looking at her nails in disinterest.

"Don't you dare speak of your future queen that way!" I roar, intensifying my father's thunderclouds. The ceiling in the throne room rattles, and the chandeliers sway.

"Gentlemen, Hilda," my mother’s sweet voice washes over the room, "perhaps we should take a moment to talk this through before your tempers destroy our home." Mom's calming aura tries to breach my anger, but I steal myself. I don’t want my rage brushed aside. I have every reason to be pissed right now.

Sometimes, I think the only reason my parents are still together is the magnitude of power they both hold. My mother’s Divine gift washes over Thor, Hilda, and my father. Her power immediately subdues Hilda's emotions, and while it struggles with Thor and my father, who are at higher power levels, it eventually calms them. The thunder in the room is now quieter, and the ceiling no longer looks like it's about to cave in. My mother pushes more forcefully at me with her power, but I maintain my impenetrable shield. Sorry, Ma, but I am your son; your Divine gifts don’t work on me.

Thor is the first to speak after my mom releases her hold on her powers. "Mate or not, this betrothal treaty has been in effect since Aphelion and Hilda were young. Hilda has been raised to be Queen of the Sky Kingdom. You can’t seriously think a girl from the human world, who knew nothing about our world, would make a better queen than my Hilda."

"Whether she would make a better queen or not isn't up for discussion," I reply, keeping the edge out of my tone. "My mate's future has been prophesied since the Holy Kingdom became four. As my mate and the mate to my cousins, it is Katrina’s birthright to be Queen. She will be the one to make the kingdoms whole once again."

"Why do the kingdoms need to be whole?" Hilda whines. "The four Kingdoms are at peace; we work together in harmony. We don’t need to be united."

Thor grunts his agreement.

It doesn’t surprise me that the gods of the Norse would think this way. Thor, Odin, and Loki are the only living gods of power left. Odin is too old to rule, and Loki only cares about one thing—Lilith. The Norse aren’t concerned about the other three Kingdoms. They don’t care if they perish or fall at the hands of our enemies.

"What about the coming darkness also foretold in the prophecy?" I ask Hilda directly, knowing she’s never been privy to hearing the entire prophecy.

My father laughs loudly. "You children are so stuck on that prophecy. Just because three ancient crones foretold it, it doesn’t make it true. And I don’t know why you four boys are so obsessed with this mate, anyway. Who wants to share one woman among four when you can have any woman you, please?"

I feel my mother’s anger wrap around the room. My father’s infidelities are no secret—the entire kingdom knows he has other children—but he doesn’t usually discuss it so openly, especially not in front of her.

"Whether you believe in the prophecy or not, it is still Jehovah’s ruling that the fated bond stands above all other treaties, betrothals, or contracts. Since I have found my mate, I no longer consider myself engaged to Hilda. This discussion is over," I say, standing up and readying myself to leave the throne room again.

"Then we should discuss your so-called mate’s… gifts," Hilda replies, wrinkling her nose at the word "gifts." "I never knew someone of Divine power to be a succubus."

Zeus, Hera, and Thor all look at me, waiting for my reply, but for once, I’m at a loss for words. I clear my throat, pausing to gather my thoughts before turning my attention back to Hilda. "My mate has been gifted Divine powers, just like you and me. And just because her affinity for electricity is stronger than yours doesn’t mean she is a succubus."

"It wasn’t her power that hit me," Hilda snaps. "I know what Miles’ earth feels like, Aphelion. It has a special signature that anyone who’s been touched by can feel. She struck me with his gift and she isn’t even mated to him.”

"I want her brought in immediately for questioning!" Thor roars, my mom’s calming powers waning. "If she is a demon, the council needs to banish her—no, they need to put her to death for her trickery."

"No one touches my fated!” I holler, lightning crashing into the room, striking at Thor’s feet. If he weren’t a conduit for lightning, he would have been critically injured by my strike.

"Now, now, Phil," my father remarks, laughing as if this is all a joke. "Calm down, my boy. No one will harm your mate," he pauses, "as long as she is innocent." He stands from his throne and walks toward me. "The council has wanted to meet this Katrina for some time, ever since it was reported that she used Michael’s gift of Heavenly Light. Bring your woman to the castle to be presented before the council."

"Father, we have classes⁠—"

"I wasn’t asking, Aphelion. You will bring your mate and present her to the council," my father commands before beckoning Thor to leave the room with him.

PRESENT DAY

Part of me still wants to seek out Hilda and teach her a lesson about messing with me and my mate, but the saner part knows that Hilda can wait. My focus is on Katrina and getting her ready to meet with my father and the council. I hope they’ll assume Katrina can exhibit our magical powers through our signatures—mates are so rare that they won’t know how the bonds work with multiple mates. The most important part will be teaching Katrina how to control her other demonic powers, which I suspect will start to surface even more now that she's mated with Luka.

"Hermes," I call out as I reach his office, summoning my father's messenger. "I have a message for you to relay to Zeus. Inform him that Katrina will meet with the council per Jehovah's code in one month. Advise him that we’ll have to reschedule if midterm finals interfere with the council meeting. The law dictates that academy lessons come before all else," I say, not bothering with pleasantries. I am the heir to the Sky Kingdom; it's high time I started acting like it.


Chapter Thirty-Five
LUKA


[image: ]


"You don't have to go with me," I say again as I finish gathering the last of the supplies for my trip to Tartarus.

"Katrina would never forgive me if something happened to you down there," Samael replies gruffly, not even bothering to look at me, as he tosses a ball of his flames from hand to hand.

“Ah, Katrina," I roll my eyes, zipping up my bag and throwing it over my shoulder.

Samael’s been acting weird. Maybe I moved too quickly last night with him, but I couldn't help it. I felt this magnetic pull, I wanted him just as much then as I wanted Katrina. Hell, I still want them both, and in ways that go beyond the vanilla stuff we did yesterday.

I tried to lighten things up with a joke about our time together, but I might've pushed it too far—especially the part about fucking my ass instead of Katrina’s next time. But that’s just me. I’m comfortable with what I want, and I go after it.

Being a Loki-type, I’ve always had a good handle on my sexuality. The gods of chaos and mystery teach us early that attraction isn’t defined by gender, but by the person. Unfortunately, Samael and his cousins didn’t get that education. The main gods—those who rule the four Kingdoms—are far more rigid. They see the world in black and white, with no room for the gray areas. That probably explains the tension between Samael and me right now.

"Samael," I call, shifting to a business-like tone, finally drawing his attention away from the glowing sphere.

"I already told you, Luka, I'm going with you. End of story," he replies, glaring at me.

"While I can't say I'm thrilled you're still coming, that’s not why I called your name," I reply, stepping closer to him.

His eyes lock onto mine. I’m not used to someone standing this close to me. I’m tall for a god—thanks to my Norse heritage—but Samael matches me.

"I'm waiting," he says impatiently, as if he has somewhere better to be.

"About last night," I begin, watching his cheeks turn a shade of pink I find completely adorable. Fuck, I have it bad—when did I start thinking in terms like 'adorable'?

"What about last night?" he grumbles, glancing down at the sphere in his hand again.

"Sorry if I took it too far. I know your kind isn’t used to openness about sexuality, but it seemed like you enjoyed yourself," I reply, shrugging casually, trying to make this feel like just another conversation between two guys.

"What do you mean by 'my kind'?" Samael snaps, looking up at me, blue fire flickering in his eyes.

Great. Now I’ve pissed him off. My cock stirs at the thought of fucking that anger out of him until he submits to me. Last night, I let Samael take the dominant role, but that doesn’t mean I’ll always be submissive.

I clear my throat, fighting to keep my desire in check. "I just meant the main gods—the ones who control the four Kingdoms."

"Main gods?" he asks, raising an eyebrow.

"Yes," I reply, irritated I have to explain something so basic. "The gods who control the four Kingdoms—lightning gods, water gods, earth gods, and underworld gods. They see sexuality as strictly defined by gender—man and woman. Gods like us, who aren't tied to any of those four, don't see it that way. We see sex for what it is—a form of pleasure to be shared by anyone, regardless of gender."

Samael remains silent, staring ahead as if lost in thought. I know he’s not used to hearing anything outside of the rigid views of his world.

Finally, he speaks, and I know he’s talking about us. "You'd think the white sands of the Underworld and the black sands of Tartarus would clash because of their stark contrast, but instead, they blend almost effortlessly."

"Sometimes, opposites are meant to be. The fates collide in the strangest ways."

We stand together outside the gates of Tartarus, and I reach up to pat Cerberus' center head. The three-headed beast wags his tail, drooling in excitement.

"Do you still want to come with me?" I ask, glancing at Samael.

"The parts of Tartarus we’re going to are twisted and dark. They used to be called Judecca, the ninth circle of Hell. It's where Lucifer locked Lilith away," I add, my voice low. "I don't think Katrina would judge you if you sat this one out."

"I'm not letting you go alone," Samael responds, his tone firm. "And it's not about Katrina. My magic calls to you. I can't stand the thought of you being there by yourself, especially when I could stop something bad from happening." He pauses, then adds, his voice softer, "It’s not because of Katrina. My body burns for you in ways I can’t explain. You make me question everything I thought I knew, and I want to experience things with you that I've never even imagined."

I pause at his words. He's surprised me. I never expected him to admit something like this, especially not so openly.

"Stop staring at me like an idiot," he grumbles, turning away and stepping through the gates of Tartarus. "As you said earlier, old man, it's a school night."


Chapter Thirty-Six
SAMAEL
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The inner depths of Tartarus are nothing like I expected. As a child, I always imagined it as a black abyss—so dark that even shadows didn’t exist. I thought the air would reek of decaying corpses, with the whispers of lost souls echoing all around. But none of that is here. Tartarus is a twisted reflection of the Underworld. The land is muted in grays, and where our rivers are translucent, here they flow deep red—making the black sand look like the ashes left by the blood rivers' waves.

Luka walks ahead of me, silent. He hasn't said a word since I told him why I was going to Tartarus. I can't tell if my confession weirded him out or if something else is on his mind. And for some reason, I care. I've never felt this pull toward another male before, but the longer I'm in Luka's presence, the more I want to act on these feelings. I don't know how to proceed, and I'm scared of making things awkward if whatever this is between us doesn't work out. After all, he's Katrina’s fated. He’ll always be a permanent part of my life, and I don’t want anything between us to interfere with our bond with her.

"Samael, whatever you're thinking about, either lower your mind block or quit thinking about it. Your thoughts are so loud I can practically feel them crashing into me as my powers try to read them. You're wreaking havoc on me," Luka growls, his voice laced with irritation as he picks up his pace, putting more distance between us.

"Sorry," I mutter, tightening my mental shield. There's no way in hell I'm letting Luka see the dark, twisted thoughts that are already running through my mind—thoughts that circle around him every time I glance at his back. The way his muscles roll under his shirt, the way his glutes tighten with every step. I imagine my hands on his body, how my thighs would feel pressed against his, how his lips would feel against mine. The images are so vivid that I can almost feel his touch on my skin.

A black smog ahead catches my attention, interrupting what was about to become an X-rated daydream. "What’s that?" I ask, jogging toward Luka and pointing at the ominous cloud.

"Shit," Luka mutters when he sees it. "Nothing good. We need to find shelter quickly before that catches up to us."

I look around, but everything seems flat—desolate. Moments ago, I could’ve sworn there were hills and an abandoned road.

"Tartarus is playing tricks on your brain," Luka says, grabbing my hand. My breath hitches as familiar tingles spread through my skin, and I glance down to see our magic swirling together, entwining like threads being braided into a rope. "Look now," Luka says when he notices my focus on our clasped hands and not the scenery.

I glance up and finally take in the Tartarus the history books describe. The blood-red rivers have transformed into molten lava flows, cutting through the landscape. The black sand is the remains of plants destroyed by the lava. The smog I noticed earlier now reveals its purpose—undead-like creatures wander within it, aimlessly.

"What are those?" I ask, watching the soulless creatures, their hollow, empty eyes staring into nothing.

"They're the soulless," Luka says, his voice low. "Forgotten beings who couldn’t make it to Jehovah's Heaven or Lucifer’s Hell. They’re searching for a soul. If they catch you, they steal yours. Once their death-smog touches you, your flesh melts, and you lose control of your body. They’ll take your soul and leave you to wander the abyss of Tartarus until you find another to steal."

Luka turns toward the lava river. "We’re going down that path," he says, pointing toward a narrow trail that leads directly to it.

I nod and follow him, my thoughts swirling. I’ve never been this deep into Tartarus. The furthest I’ve gone was with Luka to the library. Now, as I take in the land that will be his kingdom, I realize he truly is the Prince of Darkness, Katrina's mate in every sense. It makes me wonder if Loki was a god of light—could he have descended from a different original God? Was Eris, the Queen of Darkness, born from somewhere else? Jehovah was the original light God, but was there a brother born of the night? Brahma, the only brother mentioned, might be darker, but he still contains holy light.

We approach the lava river, but the soulless surround us, closing in from every side except the river. Luka keeps his focus on the lava, studying it like it's hiding a secret, only occasionally glancing at the creatures getting closer. My focus is on the soulless, waiting for their attack.

"Why did you lead us this way?" I ask, unfurling my black wings to shield us from the soulless if they charge.

Luka eyes me for a moment before answering. "I read in an ancient text that the Goddess Pele once lived in Tartarus. Her home was the Lahar River, the one in front of us. There should be an opening here somewhere, between the rocks of Wahieloa and Lohi'au—created from the bodies of Pele’s former husband and lover—that leads into her sacred underground volcano, Lōʻihi."

"Wait," I start, baffled. "You led us straight toward the lava river based on some ancient text?"

Luka nods. "The soulless can’t touch sacred ground. We still have at least a day’s walk before we reach Lilith’s prison. Our best chance at escape is finding the entrance to Pele's home."

I shake my head, incredulous. "And you’re just trusting some ancient text to guide us?"

"They’re bound to be right about something. Besides, the smog from the soulless is closing in quickly," Luka responds, his gaze lingering on my wings. A rush of heat runs through me, and my cock stirs. I quickly push the thought aside. Not now.

Luka looks me over again. "How well can you fly?" he asks, his voice quieter now.

"I'm no expert," I reply, "but I can get from point A to B."

"Ever flown with a passenger before?" he asks, moving closer as the soulless inch forward, the smog creeping toward us.

"Uh... no," I say, not entirely sure where this is going.

Luka steps forward, wraps his arms around my waist, and tilts his head into my shoulder. "Hover us over the river. I need a better view, and the heat from the lava will slow the smog."

I catch him in my arms, my breath hitching at the feel of his touch. "What if I drop you?" I ask, suddenly unsure of myself.

"Then I die," Luka says, glancing back at the smog, now nearly upon us.

"Katrina will never forgive me."

"Then don’t drop me," he growls, his words sharp with urgency. "Get us the fuck out of here."

I tighten my arms around Luka and flap my wings, lifting us above the soulless. The smog spreads, trying to engulf us, but with a strong beat of my wings, I send a gust of wind that sweeps the air clean. We rise above it, heading toward the lava river, the darkness of Tartarus chasing us from below.


Chapter Thirty-Seven
MILES
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Headmaster Simmons bursts through the dormitory door, chest heaving as he struggles to catch his breath. I gently move Katrina off me, setting her beside me on the couch before standing and crossing my arms over my chest. I don't like people barging in unannounced.

"What's going on, Headmaster?" I ask, angling my head to peer past him through the crack in the door, scanning for any signs of anyone else coming up behind him.

Simmons hurries inside, slamming the door shut behind him. He locks it and casts a silencing barrier, his breath still ragged. "I've just received word from one of my scouts—the BOUA is headed toward the campus now," he says.

Fuck. I’d feared the Bureau of Unaffiliated Angels might catch wind of Katrina’s existence, but I’d hoped I’d shut things down at Hecate fast enough to keep them in the dark.

"Do you know why they're coming?" I ask, pacing the floor, glancing at Katrina. She’s still perched on the couch, her wide eyes locked on Simmons and me.

"According to my source, they’ve learned that Michael’s gift has been used. They want to interrogate Katrina. My source also mentioned that Shiva sent them."

A cold shiver runs down my spine. If Shiva sent the BOUA, it means they’re not just here to interrogate Katrina—they’re here to eliminate her, or worse, bring her back to Brahma. Brahma, Jehovah's younger brother, is a collector of sorts. When Jehovah died, Brahma took control of the angel race, forcing the remaining angels to leave Heaven and return to his temple in Kerala. He’d see Katrina as the final piece in his collection, and he’d want to make her his.

"How far away are they?" I ask, already formulating a plan in my mind.

"They should be here within the hour. And, Miles, they’re bringing their Hellhounds. They're sniffing the school and the surrounding woods to ensure we haven’t hidden any angel or demon descendants."

"Okay," I nod, understanding Simmons' unspoken message. If the inquisitors pry into his mind, they won’t find much tonight. They’ll only see a few glimpses of him talking to Katrina during dinner.

"I have to go and prepare the students for the assembly; it’s in half an hour," Simmons says, removing the silencing spell from the door before hastily retreating.

"What is Simmons talking about? Who is the BOUA, and what do they want with me?" Katrina asks, worry flooding her voice.

"Listen, Kitten, I promise I’ll explain everything, but right now, I need you to grab a quick overnight bag and meet me back here. You’ve got five minutes before we have to leave—unless you want to end up imprisoned, facing charges, possibly losing your title—or worse."

She looks into my eyes, hesitation flashing across her face before she nods and rushes back to her room. I quickly text my cousins, updating them on the situation and telling them I’m taking Katrina to a safe house. I can’t risk giving them the location. If one of them is captured by the BOUA, it could put Katrina in even greater danger. The BOUA uses cyclops for their interrogations, and their Divine gift, the Reckoning of Truth, is nearly impossible to resist—bestowed upon them by Cronus himself.

APHELION: SHIT!




SAMAEL: Luka and I won't be in town. We have things to take care of in the Underworld. Not sure how long we'll be gone. I'll try to keep in touch. Cell service is spotty at best in Tartarus.




I wait for a response from Beckett, but nothing comes. He's either shut off his phone, or he's ignoring us. He'd better hope it's the former.

ME: If you see Beckett before we get back, let him know what's going on.




Text bubbles appear under Aphelion's and Samael's pictures, but no more messages come through. Beckett really messed up this time. He's not only going to have to patch things up with Katrina, but he's also going to have to make things right with the other heirs.

"Kitten," I call down the hallway as I spot the BOUA van through the dorm window, slowly making its way onto campus. "We’ve got to go now!"

I open the jar on the fireplace mantle and grab some travel dust—my emergency stash. Travel dust is rare; only one demigoddess can create it. Gertrude discovered her gift last year when she fell asleep and woke up on top of the Eiffel Tower instead of in history class. She began selling it secretly, learning how to transfer her magical signature into particles, allowing students to travel without the school knowing. When she revealed her gift in Isis class, she turned her business legitimate and her sales skyrocketed. Now, she can barely keep up with demand, which is why I only use the dust in dire situations.

"Where are we going?" Katrina asks, her breath warm against the back of my neck.

"I’ll tell you once we’re there," I reply, not wanting to be overheard in case the BOUA placed an enhancement charm on our voices.

"Damn it, Miles!" Katrina growls, her anger rising. "I’m tired of all these damn secrets!"

I cut her off mid-sentence, pressing my lips to hers, startling her. As I sprinkle the travel dust over our heads, I envision my bunker just north of Fairbanks. A lurch in my stomach tells me the magic is working. Katrina clings to me tightly as we begin to move, her eyes squeezed shut, her face buried in my neck.

"You can open your eyes now," I say once the room stops spinning.

"Miles!" she growls, anger evident as she steps back from me, eyeing her new surroundings. "You have a lot of explaining to do."

"I’m sorry, Kitten. I wouldn’t usually whisk you away like this, but there was no other option. We had to leave the academy immediately. I couldn’t risk your freedom by trying to be polite."

Katrina walks over to the dining table, scanning the bunker. We landed in the kitchen, so there’s not much for her to see, but I hope that taking in her surroundings will help calm her.

"Where are we?" she finally asks, pulling out a chair and sitting down, her legs casually spread.

"We’re in a small town just outside Fairbanks. This is one of my most secure bunkers. Only the four heirs—and now you too—know its location. No one will be able to find us here."

"Why are we here?" she asks, accepting the black coffee I slide toward her. She takes a long sip, letting out a soft moan of contentment as the warmth hits her lips.

"Because the Bureau of Unaffiliated Angels is looking for you. They want to squeeze the truth out of you. They already know you’re connected to Michael, and they won’t hesitate to use any means necessary to find out why you possess his divine gift." I cringe at the thought of how the BOUA would extract that information from Katrina.

"Why now? Why are they interested in me after everything that happened at your club?" she says, her voice faltering as she looks down, trying to hide the emotional turmoil that always surfaces when she remembers that night.

"Kitten," I whisper, stepping closer and tucking my thumb under her chin, forcing her to look up. "Don’t ever hide your emotions from me." I caress her jaw softly before stepping back. "I think Brahma’s learned of your existence. He’s a collector, and he controls the remaining angels. Technically, you should be his to command."

"I will never let anyone control me!" Katrina snarls, her eyes burning with disgust.

"I’ll never let him take you, Kitten. It’s why we’re here. Once the BOUA realizes you’re not at the academy, they’ll leave and look elsewhere. And then Simmons will be able to get a decree written that says the BOUA is not allowed on campus."

"So, what do we do now?" she asks.

“We wait."


Chapter Thirty-Eight
KATRINA
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My breathing is ragged, my heart pounding in my chest as I feel the weight of anxiety pressing down on me. With each hour that passes, it feels like the room is closing in, suffocating me. My hands are slick with sweat as I nervously fiddle with them, pacing the floor.

"Kitten," Miles growls, "Can you stop that? You're going to give me anxiety just by watching you."

Miles tried to calm my nerves earlier, but with the room getting smaller and smaller with each breath, it felt like I would suffocate, and I had to push him away. He told me it was okay and that I didn't need to apologize, but it's hard not to feel guilty every time I picture the sad look of rejection on his face.

"Can't we just go outside for a little bit?” I ask, batting my lashes at him.

"Kitten, I've already told you how dangerous it could be for us out there."

"If I don't leave this room, I'll die from a panic attack," I reply, perhaps a bit dramatically.

"Okay.” Miles sighs, exasperatedly dragging his hand to his face. "How about we go check out the bunker downstairs? You haven't been to the basement yet, and you could practice some sparring down there."

It's not exactly what I was hoping for, but it'll have to do as long as it gets me out of this room. I nod in agreement and let Miles take my hand, leading the way to the basement. The further we walk, the colder it gets, almost like it's more ventilated than the rest of the bunker. The basement walls are all cement. Miles lets me walk further down the stairs by myself as he turns to the top and pulls the large metal door shut, turning the deadbolt and sliding over two chain locks.

"Worried someone's going to get in?" I ask, rotating once I reach the bottom of the stairs.

"You can never be too safe.”

His mood seemingly grim making me wonder if he's gotten any updates. I want to ask about the situation back at the academy, but I don't want to sour his mood any further than it already is.

"Or are you worried that once I kick your ass, I'll try to escape my captor?" I ask, waggling my eyebrows at him.

"Kick my ass, huh?" he growls, taking the stairs two at a time as he rushes down toward me, causing me to take a few steps back.

"How about we wager a bet," Miles says, a sly gleam in his eyes.

"What kind of bet?" I ask, feeling just a little nervous.

"If I take you down first and you can't escape, you won’t complain about being here alone with me anymore," he says firmly.

Ah, so that's the reason for his sour mood. He thinks I don't want to be alone with him. He couldn't be more wrong. I'm glad I'm here with Miles. He makes me feel safe. I wouldn't want to be hiding out with anyone else.

It's not that I don't want to be with him. I just don't like feeling trapped. Growing up as an orphan, I always felt trapped, like I had nowhere to go. When I turned eighteen and gained my freedom, I promised myself I'd never lose it again. But here I am, not even four years later, and I've lost that freedom. I'm trapped in a bunker in the middle of nowhere, with no idea when I'll be able to leave.

"Miles, it's not that I don't⁠—"

He cuts me off. "So, are you in?"

What do I get if I win this wager?" I ask wanting to weigh my options before deciding.

"Whatever you want, Kitten," Miles replies cockily, assured that I won't be able to take him down.

"A stroll around the garden," I reply firmly, letting Miles know I won't change my mind.

Miles doesn't hesitate before agreeing to the terms. He pulls his shirt off over his head, exposing his chiseled chest and muscular, tattooed arms. I notice a fresh-looking tattoo on the left side of his chest, right above his heart. I can't distinguish the words, but the image is of black and white angel wings.

"New tatt?" I ask, nodding toward his chest.

"I don't know," he replies flirtatiously. "How about you come and take a look?"

I want to run my hands down Miles's broad chest and toned abs, tracing my thumbs across his V-line, but I shake those thoughts from my head. I don't need the distraction right now. I need to focus on how I'm going to beat him. I quickly follow Miles's lead and remove my shirt, grinning as his hazel eyes light up with desire at the sight of my breasts in my black lace bra. I also shimmy out of my skirt, leaving me in matching lace boy short underwear. Miles licks his bottom lip, and I know my body will distract him.

"Alright," I say, walking toward the area with gym mats placed strategically on the ground. I take the fighter's stance Miles helped me perfect during sparring. Let's do this. May the best opponent win."

As soon as the words leave my mouth, Miles charges at me, wrapping his arms around my waist and angling his left foot behind my right ankle before sweeping it out from under me. I feel my body fall backward, tense at the thought of losing so quickly. But before my back can slam down onto the mat, I feel a vaguely familiar itching on my shoulder blades. The itching is followed by intense pain and the sound of wings flapping. I feel a little off-balance, Miles's roar echoing in my ears.

I regain my composure quickly and use the momentum given to me by the sudden arrival of my celestial wings to take Miles down, reveling in the soft sound of his back hitting the foam mat.

"Yay, I win!" I shout gleefully, leaning down to look Miles in the face, my legs straddling his hips because I landed on top of him.

"Because you're a cheat," he replies, smirking.

"Hey, all's fair in love and war," I shrug. "And we never went over the rules on what is and isn't allowed," I reply smugly.

Miles has a playful smile as he reaches up and tucks a strand of my blonde hair behind my ear. My attention goes to his mouth, and I feel drawn to him as I lean down and place a chaste kiss on his lips. I pull back, looking into his eyes, noticing the swirl of desire in them and his growing erection against my thigh.

Miles lets out a growl and murmurs, "Fuck it," before putting his hand behind my neck and pulling my body flush against his. His lips crash down on mine with such bruising force that I gasp, allowing him the perfect opportunity to slide his tongue in, caressing my mouth with gentle strokes that make me want him with every fiber of my being.

Miles has a firm grip on my hips as he tries to control his urges, and I know I'll have fingerprint-sized bruises there later, but I don't mind.

"Let go," I whisper into Miles's ear once he pulls away. "Let go of your restraints and control. I want you—the real Miles—here with me right now." I push my hips against his grip and grind myself against his length, encouraging him to lose the control he holds so tightly.

Miles moans, and I know I've won this battle between us. My core clenches when he flips me onto my back, and I hear the tear of my panties and feel one of Miles's strong hands groping me. "Fuck, Kitten, you're so wet," Miles groans as he uses his other hand to slide down his boxers. I can feel his entire length against my skin now. "I can't wait; I want to feel you wrapped around me," Miles whispers in my ear while rubbing himself up and down my slit.

I don't need foreplay. I want Miles in me now. I want to feel him sink into my core and thrust into me, claiming me as his. I reach down between us and grab Miles's cock, positioning him at the entrance of my core. "I need you now, Miles," I purr, letting out a soft moan as he pushes himself inside me. His thrusts are long and slow, like he's taking his time, trying to savor every moment.

I wrap my arms around his back, my hands gripping his shoulders as I pull him closer, raising my hips so I can feel his entire length. "Harder, Miles," I cry. "Take me now! I need to feel your release inside me."

Miles quickens his pace, his strokes still long but stronger and faster, as he plunges deep inside me repeatedly. I can feel him swell inside me, a sign that he's close. The hand that's still grasping my hip slides down between us as he begins to rub his thumb along my clit.

"I'm so close, Katrina," he groans. "I need you to come with me, Kitten."

His words—my name and the nickname he's given me—spilling from his lips at such an intimate moment push me over the edge. My orgasm hits me hard and fast, my walls clenching tightly around him, milking his cock, begging for his seed. I feel his ass tighten under my fingers as I dig my nails into him, holding him tightly against me. I grind myself into him, prolonging my orgasm as he spills himself into me. He moves slowly inside me a few more times before stilling, then collapses on top of me, his weight pressing down on me in that blissful, post-orgasmic way.

A bright, magical light swirls around us, and I can feel the surge of power from our mating bond, stronger than ever.

"Ready for round two?" Miles asks, his breath warm against my ear. I can feel him hardening inside me again already.

"So soon?" I ask, still basking in the euphoric afterglow of my orgasm.

"Yes," he growls, rocking his hips slowly. "Your pussy is still gripping me tightly, and I haven't had enough of you yet."

On that note, I give in to the rising tide of pleasure again, letting myself get swept away by my war god.


Chapter Thirty-Nine
SAMAEL
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The additional weight of Luka throws off my balance, and I find myself hovering at a weird angle above the lava. My arms are wrapped tightly around him, and the urge to wrap my blue flame around him to keep him bound to me flashes through my mind. My blue flames would hurt him, but the lava below would surely kill him.

"You need to distribute the extra weight evenly," Luka says, ever the teacher. "We can line our bodies up evenly, my eyes staring into the depths of your soul through your eyes, our lips almost touching, our chests evenly matched against each other, our thighs gently caressing, our⁠—"

Lord Almighty, Luka, please don't finish that sentence. I can feel myself harden. Concentrating with his warm breath against my neck and his vivid description of distributing our weight is hard enough as it is. I don't need an erection, too. Luka moves his face away from my neck, smiling at me, aware of how much his words affect me.

"Although," he continues, "I wouldn't be able to see the entrance I'm looking for that way. So, I think it would be best if you leaned off to one side while I leaned to the other. It's okay if we're slightly angled, but I'd rather not end up horizontally in the air."

I nod, not trusting my voice to remain steady as I try to focus on his words. Luka leans his body to the right, my dominant side, knowing I'll be slightly stronger, and I shift my weight to the left. I exhale in relief when I notice we're no longer dangling precariously close to the pool of lava.

I look down at the lava, trying to locate the entrance to Pele's home, but all I see are ripples. I glance toward the smog hovering just a few feet below us, right above the riverbank. I'm not sure if I'll be able to fly to Lilith's prison, but if we don't find the entrance soon, I might have to risk it. I refuse to stay here, sitting—or rather, floating—ducks.

"I'm going to try something," Luka says, pointing toward me. "I need you not to freak out, and I need you to tighten your grip on me; use your blue flame if you must."

"What are you—" I start to ask, but I fall silent as I see dark light streaming from Luka's hands. The darkness reminds me of Katrina's power when her demonic side takes over.

I watch in awe as the dark power flows through Luka's body and out of his hands, targeting the lava below. When the darkness hits the lava, it begins to part the river in half, revealing the ground beneath. The entrance to Pele's volcanic lair is right in the center of the Lahar River, where the lava had been flowing freely.

"Samael, I can only contain this power for so long. I need you to dive toward the door as quickly as possible. The moment we're at the same level as the smog, it will try to overtake us. I will release my power on the lava once we reach that level. You need to keep heading toward the door. Do not pull up, no matter what."

"But the lava will burn you."

"Not if you fly quickly enough," he replies, smiling cheekily. "Just remember, my fate is in your hands."

What a fucking asshole. I fight the urge to argue with Luka as I see the sweat drip down his face—the use of this dark power is already taking its toll on him.

I tighten my arms around him, leaning us downward, almost closing my wings entirely as I aim toward the door that will grant us safety. Within seconds, I see the smog heading our way, the lava beginning to flow back to its original position. We won't reach the door in time; we'll dive straight into the lava. I extend my wings, not to pull upward but to wrap them protectively around Luka. But I know they won't offer enough protection—the gaps between the feathers will let lava seep through, burning Luka's unprotected skin and possibly killing him. So, I do the only thing I can think of: I call on my Divine gift, the blue flames of the Underworld, and let the flames wrap us in a cocoon of protection. My flames will injure him, but he'll survive their burn; he has enough godly blood.

I look down at Luka in my arms once more, feeling him become weightless, the use of his power knocking him out. It terrifies me how much it hurts to think of causing him injury.

With my flames wrapped around us, the lava returns to its natural state, covering us and sinking us to the bottom of the river. With Luka protected, I unfurl my wings, planning to use them to push us through the lava, but the pressure is too heavy, and my wings can't move. Reluctantly, I release Luka from my hold, letting my flames keep him close as I swim through the lava. It's slow going, but the lava acts as a partial shield, protecting us from the soulless.

The soulless are catching up, but the door to Pele's home is close. I use the rest of my strength to outswim the smog closing in. I start to panic at the thought of trying to lift Pele's door with the lava holding it down, but the moment my hand touches the knob, the door disappears. As soon as my feet touch the volcano's floor, I release Luka from my flames, setting him down gently.

I turn my attention toward the entrance to Pele's house, not trusting that the sacred ground will keep us safe. When the smog begins to disappear, taking the soulless with it, I let out a sigh of relief. I quickly turn my attention back to Luka, wanting to check over the injuries my flames caused.

But as I gaze down at Luka's body, I'm shocked. He doesn't have a single injury. Katrina is the only person besides my immediate family who didn't sustain injuries from my flames. Could being mated to Katrina give Luka immunity against my gift? Luka's eyes flutter open, and the knot in my chest loosens. Luka is safe. We are safe.

Luka's hands fly to his chest, patting down his body. "Why am I not injured?" he asks. "Why do I feel like I've been given a healing potion from the Goddess Isis?"

"I don't know," I reply, just as confused as Luka stands, taking in his surroundings. "My flames only aided in protecting you. I'm honestly baffled that you don't have a single injury."

"So, this is Pele's home," he says, swirling around and locking eyes with me for the first time since he woke. "What's wrong?" he asks, stepping toward me and cupping my cheek, his eyes filled with concern.

I want to take a step back, to pretend that Luka doesn't care for me, that he doesn't affect me, but as soon as I try, my body is overtaken with an immense amount of pleasure. I look into Luka's eyes and see them swirling with desire. It's not my pleasure—it's our mate's.

"So, Katrina has let down her walls and has finally decided to claim Miles." Luka smirks, pleased with the outcome. 

As another wave of pleasure ripples through my body, I decide to let down my walls and take what I want. Instead of stepping back, I move toward Luka and press my lips against his. His lips are softer than I imagined, and I can feel him smile against mine, sending a spark of warmth through me. Luka reaches up with his other hand, cupping my face and tilting my head opposite his; he wants to take control of the kiss, and I let him, knowing he has more experience in this than I do.

His tongue softly grazes my lips, asking for entrance, and I oblige, parting my mouth to let him in. Our tongues meet, swirling together as he caresses the inside of my mouth. His grip on my face tightens as he tilts my head up, deepening the kiss and coaxing my tongue into his mouth. When I do, he curls his lips around my tongue, sucking gently, and I groan at the sensation. The thought of his lips curling around a different part of me flashes through my mind, and I roughly grab his hips, pulling him close, letting him feel my growing arousal against his thigh.

He groans in response, his hands wandering down my chest, gripping the sides of my t-shirt before slowly pulling it over my head, breaking our kiss for a moment. He gazes into my eyes, silently asking if I want to continue. I answer by trailing my hands down to his pants, undoing the button on his jeans. My fingers graze his erection before helping him remove his shirt. Now, with our chests bare, we step closer, our nipples brushing against each other as we kiss again, more fervently this time.

I grind against his leg, seeking some relief from the stiffness in my cock, groaning as I rub against his thigh. He reaches down, slowly undoing the button of my jeans, kissing his way down my neck and chest as he slides my pants down. He strokes my cock through my boxers as he sinks to his knees, bringing himself face-to-face with my arousal. I want nothing more than for him to free me, to feel his lips around me as he takes me into his mouth, his tongue licking at my head as he tightens his mouth around my shaft.

His hands continue to stroke me through my boxers, and I find myself begging him, "Please, Luka, I need you to touch me. I want to feel your skin on mine.”

Luka smiles up at me, his eyes shining with desire as he strips my boxers off, taking my entire length into his mouth in one smooth motion. His hand cradles my balls, rubbing circles around them, and I moan, knowing I'm close to spilling my seed inside him. I pull back, letting my cock slip from his expert mouth, and reach down to pull him back up, crashing my lips against his once more. As we kiss, I fumble with his pants, pushing them down to his thighs. The kiss becomes rougher as I nervously slide my hand into his boxers, wrapping my fingers around his length and stroking him.

"Fuck, Samael," he groans, his voice husky with arousal as he thrusts into my hand. The moment feels so right that I drop to my knees, pulling his pants down the rest of the way with one hand while my other hand continues to pleasure him. I've never done this before, but I wrap my lips around Luka's cock, trying to mimic what he did to me. His loud groan tells me I'm doing something right. My hands cup his ass, my fingers sliding into his crack, gently pressing against his hole. He gasps loudly as I add slight pressure, thrusting deeper into my mouth and hitting the back of my throat. Encouraged, I push harder, edging my finger into him. As I slide my finger in, he entangles his hands in my hair, pulling my mouth deeper into him. Soon, I'm thrusting three fingers inside him, matching the rhythm of my mouth on his cock.

His breath becomes ragged, and I know he's close. He tries to pull away, but I hold him firm, wanting to taste all of him.

"Samael, I'm going to come," he warns, his voice thick with need.

I tighten my lips around him, increasing the speed of my fingers inside him. His ass tightens against my palms, and he spills his release into my mouth. I savor the taste, swallowing it all as I continue to pleasure him until he's spent.

Slowly, he pulls himself from my mouth, a trail of saliva connecting us as he withdraws. "Fuck," he whispers breathlessly, his eyes drifting down to my still-hard cock as I slide my fingers out of him.

"I want to feel all of you inside me," he whispers, searching my eyes for any hesitation. My cock hardens even more, something I didn't think was possible.

Luka walks over to the couch, climbs onto the cushion, and faces away from me, presenting himself for me to take. But I don't want him this way; I want to see the look in his eyes as I bury myself deep inside him.

Wrapping my hands around his waist, I turn him to face me before gently pushing him onto his back. I climb onto the couch, positioning myself between his legs and wrapping them around my waist to give me access to him. I grind my hips, rubbing the tip of my length against his entrance, feeling the heat and anticipation building.

Luka thrusts his hips, pushing against me, begging for more. I slowly push into him, groaning as the tip of my cock sinks in. I give him time to adjust, smirking as I notice his cock swelling again. He's enjoying this as much as I am. I grip his hips, pulling him closer, allowing myself to sink deeper inside him while my other hand strokes his length. He moans, and I sink further into him, firming my hold on his cock with each inch I push inside.

Finally, I'm fully inside him, biting my bottom lip to keep control. I stroke his cock, gazing into his eyes, watching them darken with pleasure. When Luka pulls his hips back and pushes against me, I slowly pull out before thrusting back in. Luka moans as I set a steady pace, gently fucking him. He grips me tighter, and I plunge deeper, harder, my hand stroking him in time with each thrust. I can feel my release building, and I want him to cum with me. I quicken my pace, feeling him thickening in my hand. Just as I'm about to spill inside him, I thrust harder, groaning at the tightness around my cock.

I grab his leg, pushing it higher up my waist, giving me deeper access. I plunge in, hitting his inner wall, and we both cry out in pleasure as his release spills against my hand and stomach, and mine fills him.

I thrust softly a few more times, prolonging our orgasms, before gently pulling out and collapsing onto his chest, both of us panting, trying to catch our breath. I feel the familiar tug of my magic, then the unmistakable pull of another's. Luka looks into my eyes, bewildered, as we both feel our magic intertwining. We are mates. The pull and strong connection I felt toward him make sense now.

"The next time we do this," Luka whispers, stroking my back, "I'll be fucking you." His words make my cock swell again, but exhaustion overtakes me, and I fall asleep in my mate's arms, feeling content and complete.


Chapter Forty
BECKETT
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Irush out of our shared quarters, my chest tight with a mixture of anger and hurt. I don't want to say something I'll regret and hurt Katrina more than I already have. As I storm down the stairs, my emotions swirl in a chaotic storm—anger at Katrina for completing the mating bond with Luka after I asked her not to, but also anger at myself. If what Miles said is true and Luka is the heir to the Kingdom of Tartarus, and if what Samael discovered about Katrina's bond with Luka is accurate, it would make sense that Luka is her mate. I want to turn around and apologize for my outburst, but shame keeps me moving forward.

I know my anger is misplaced. I understand the pull of the mate bond and how hard it is to resist, but I've been holding myself back from mating with Katrina, waiting for her to accept me, not wanting to force the connection on her. It feels like Katrina didn't have the same respect for me as I had for her. That thought cuts deep, and I realize that dwelling on it will only fuel my anger.

Instead of fixating on Katrina and her bond with Luka, I leave Divine Academy, ignoring the students who try to gain my attention. I head toward the ocean, knowing the only person who might have answers is my father, Poseidon, Zeus's left-hand man. Before diving into the water, I strip off my clothes, breathing in the salty air. My magical power shimmers through the water, allowing my body to adapt to the deep ocean as I swim toward my home—the city of Atlantis.

Atlantis lies in the deepest part of the Mediterranean Sea, unreachable by the average citizen of the Sea Kingdom. But I am the heir, and the ocean bends to my will. The waves swirl around me, forming a powerful underwater current that propels me toward my homeland. I close my eyes, letting the soothing sounds of the ocean calm my frayed nerves. The distant calls of whales and the enchanting songs of sirens—once a source of pleasure for me—now go unnoticed. Only one woman stirs my desires these days. I shake my head, trying to banish thoughts of Katrina as Atlantis comes into view.

I command the ocean to release me, choosing to swim the rest of the way. I need the peace of the swim to clear my mind before facing my father. Within minutes, I reach the city. The guards at the gates of Atlantis immediately open them, recognizing me. I let my body drift down to the paved road, walking the rest of the way to the palace. Despite my distracted mind, I stop to greet the citizens, letting them know that their future king cares about their well-being.

As I enter the palace doors, Aegassa, a male siren and longtime mentor, greets me. "Prince Beckett, we weren't expecting you. How can I serve you today, Your Highness?"

“Aegassa, how many times do I have to tell you to call me Beckett? You've known me since I was in diapers. You've been my mentor for as long as I can remember. I should be serving you, not the other way around."

"And as I have told you, Prince Beckett, I use your title to show the respect you've more than earned. It has been my pleasure to serve the Thetis family, and I will continue to do so. Now, how can I help Your Highness today?"

"I need to speak with my father," I reply, but a sudden wave of pleasure washes over me before I can say more. "After I've washed up in my room. Let him know I wish to meet within the hour."

I rush toward my room, the pleasure intensifying with each step, making my cock throb painfully. As soon as I reach my quarters, I slam the door shut and lock it behind me. I quickly free my hard cock from my jeans, bending over the nearby buffet table as I take myself in hand, stroking fast and tight, desperate for release. My mind fills with images of Katrina riding me, her breasts bouncing as I thrust into her. I grip myself harder, imagining the tightness of her cunt squeezing around me as she orgasms, coating me in her juices. The fantasy pushes me over the edge, and I spill my seed onto the floor, gasping at the intensity of my release.

Slumping into a chair, I realize the pleasure coursing through me wasn't just my own—it's the same pleasure I felt when Katrina took Aphelion, Samael, and Luka as her mates. She's finally mated with Miles, leaving me the only one who hasn't fully bonded with her.

The knowledge stings, but it also fuels my determination. I need to prove my worth to her. I'm more determined than ever to gather information from my father, hoping to find something to help Katrina with the council. I use my water affinity to clean the floor before heading to my room to shower and dress for my meeting with my father. 
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"Beckett, my boy, rumor has it that you've found your mate," my father calls to me as I walk into the throne room.

"Rumor would be right," I reply, acknowledging my father while scanning the room to see if my mother is there. Of course, she isn’t. She's probably out shopping with the twins. My mother can't stand being around my father and usually avoids him. My parents aren't a love match but a match of convenience. When Lilith killed Parthenope, Poseidon swore never to let something as frail as love get in his way again. According to legend, my father was never the same. The day Parthenope died, my father brewed a storm so fierce it caused an iceberg to appear out of nowhere in what humans call the North Atlantic Ocean, sinking the "unsinkable" Titanic. It was chaos like no one had seen before. The sirens, who mourned Parthenope's death, didn't help the sinking ship; they watched as over 1,500 humans died, sinking into the ocean's abyss. The remaining passengers survived because they had a sliver of Divine power.

While my father did nothing to save the survivors, who would have died if they had stayed in the freezing waters much longer, my mother, Amphitrite, coaxed the ocean waves to settle, using just a bit of magic to speed the rescue boats through the ocean. It was then that the council decided my mother was likely the only one able to soothe Poseidon's rage, so they made an ultimatum: Poseidon would marry my mother on the next full moon when the ocean tides were highest, solidifying their union, or he’d lose control of the Ocean Kingdom.

Poseidon, of course, chose to marry my mother, but he ignored her as his wife for nearly a century. Amphitrite had hoped, in the beginning, that Poseidon could learn to love her as he had Parthenope, but she soon discovered that was impossible. Instead of taking his wife to bed, my father slept with every female siren in the ocean. It wasn't until he needed a legitimate heir to the throne that he started paying attention to Amphitrite, but by then, it was too late. She had already shut her heart off to him. His heirs—myself and my sisters, should something happen to me—were conceived out of obligation to the Kingdom. The house I grew up in was never what one would call home; it was void of love and full of hatred and loathing.

To my father and mother, the world is black and white; nothing else matters except what's right in front of you. My mother raised my sisters and me to hate sirens, claiming they were wicked women who lured men to their deaths with their songs, their powers so strong they could enchant even a god. My father taught us that every demon was filth and deserved to die and that any child of or descendant of Loki was beneath us. He commanded that we were never to mingle with a Loki type.

It wasn't until that first camping trip, where I met the other heirs—my cousins—that I started to learn what love and devotion were. Every time I met with them—once a year before school started—they made me feel safe and wanted. I finally felt like I belonged.

That is until Katrina came into our lives, her presence changing everything. Katrina brings color to my life; she's taught me that the world isn't just black, white, or gray. There's so much more to it. Little by little, she's breaking down the years of hatred instilled in me by my parents, but it's hard to let go of the cynicism I feel toward demons and Loki's descendants. For years, I've strived to be the best heir my father could hope for to gain his love and approval. I followed his every move and felt every bit of hatred he felt, but still, it hadn't been enough. I'm realizing now that if I continue down this path, I'll lose my mate like my father lost his second chance at love. Hence, I'm here, where I don't want to be.

"So, where is she? This mystical being, heritage unknown, the woman who's trapped the hearts of not one, but all four princes?" my father asks, bitterness dripping with each word.

"Katrina, my fated mate, is catching up on some studies at school. I, however, have questions that need answering," I reply, letting my godly aura seep through. Poseidon is one of the original gods, born from Cronus, whom Jehovah created, so his power should be more substantial than mine. But my mother, the daughter of Nereus and Doris, who were born from the Earth and the Sea, automatically gives me power that is stronger than my father's. I haven't tried to force him from the throne yet because I didn’t feel ready to take over the Kingdom, but I would force him to hand over the title for Katrina. Being King of the Sea Kingdom would allow me to join the council during Katrina's interrogation and vote on what happens to her if the council deems her unfit. The decision for her punishment needs to be unanimous.

"Oh?" My father's interest piques as he asks, "And what might that be, Son?"

"What does the council want with my Fated? Why have they called her forward for a meeting?" I ask, reigning in my aura when sweat starts forming on my father's brow.

"A rumor going around your school has piqued Zeus's interest and that of my other brothers. Hades has already met your mate and sent word to the others, me included, that he finds your mate oddly suspicious. He says she has an angel-given gift, but it's like he can see the depths of Hell in her eyes. You wouldn't know why that is, would you, boy?"

I grind my teeth, trying to hold back any emotion. I can't risk my father thinking they're onto something. "I have no idea why Hades would say such a thing; perhaps it's because he's annoyed that the Kingdoms will merge once again now that Samael's mate has been found. I know how fond you older males are of having separate Kingdoms," I reply, turning the attention back to Hades and off Katrina for the time being.

"Tell me more about your mate, Son," my father says, pouting as he continues, "It isn't fair that Hades has gotten to meet her, and I haven't yet."

Sometimes, my father reminds me of an oversized toddler. Has his life been so sheltered since he lost Parthenope? "Katrina..." I start, sighing as thoughts of my mate cause my body to tingle like she's touching me. "She's incredible. She harnesses each of our powers plus more. She's the woman the prophecy speaks of who'll save the earth from mass destruction."

"You seem so sure of yourself. How is it that after everything I've told you about my past, you can still rely on one woman for your entire future?"

"Because that woman," I growl out, "is my future. She is my fated mate, and not only will I protect her with my life, but so will her other mates."

"So, did you want to challenge me for my seat on the throne?" my father asks, sauntering over to me. "I'd be happy to let you have it; just know that if you suddenly decide to take over, it won't look good for your mate. The others will know you're trying to hide something."

"What would you suggest I do? Is there any information you can give me?" I reply, trying not to sound too eager.

"Bring the girl here. Let me see her; then I will help you," he says, walking past me and out the door, his silent way of dismissing me.

There's no way in Hell that I'm bringing Katrina to meet my father. His eyes darkened to an almost black-blue when he mentioned Hades saying Katrina had darkness in her; I know he'll stop at nothing to uncover her secrets. Katrina won't be safe in the Sea Kingdom until I take over, and now that my father has indirectly threatened me, I can't do that yet. I'm determined not to leave the Sea Kingdom empty-handed, though; there has to be something here that will help Katrina. Even if I can't provide her with information about the council meeting, maybe I can find something to help her control or glamour her dark side.

As I walk to my room, my mind racing, I stop when a picture on the wall catches my eye. It's a beautiful mermaid with long ruby-red hair and an emerald-green tail, her look regal. But I know better; this enchantress is my mother's aunt, Ursula. My father deemed Ursula a sea witch and imprisoned her in the depths of the Bermuda Triangle. Her only hope for freedom is for my father or one of his heirs to release her. My mother, furious with my father for imprisoning her sister, magically attached the picture to the hall leading to the throne room, ensuring that whoever visits Poseidon will know he betrayed someone he cared about. I don't know if Ursula is a sea witch, but I know she's my last hope in helping Katrina.

So, with my mind made up, I turn at the last minute, away from my room and head out of the castle, making my way to the Atlantic Ocean, where the Bermuda Triangle resides.


Chapter Forty-One
LUKA
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Waking up with Samael cradled in my arms is one of the best feelings imaginable. I stare at him, watching his nose crinkle with each breath and his lips part. I hadn't pegged him for a mouth breather, but he sure is cute, even with his gentle snoring. I'm utterly smitten. Last night was beautiful. I don't regret a single decision, and I hope Samael can say the same.

"I can feel you staring at me," Samael grumbles as he nuzzles his face further into my chest.

"You're cute when you sleep," I reply, causing him to grumble as he sits up, pushing himself off me.

"I am not cute," he growls. "Katrina is cute."

I chuckle at his ridiculousness. He doesn't seem shy about last night but also wants to establish that he's not a bottom. That's completely fine with me. No one ever said two Alphas couldn't enjoy their time together. I'm already looking forward to our future fights for dominance; maybe Katrina can be the mediator for a few of them.

"So," Samael says, clearing his throat as his eyes rake over my naked body, desire flaring in them as I stand up from the couch and pad my way through the house in search of the nearest bathroom, "What's the plan once we reach Lilith's prison?"

"I don't really have a plan. We'll start from the bottom level, which is here in the pits of Tartarus, and then work our way up. The fourth level brings us into the Underworld; by the time we reach the seventh level, we're in the ocean depths. The last three levels are in the Bermuda Triangle. If we find the elixir made by Freyja in Lilith's prison, we can follow the prison up to the first level. Once we reach the top of the Bermuda Triangle, I can use the shadows to take us back to the Underworld entrance," I reply as I start up the shower, sticking my hand in occasionally to check the temperature.

"Hmm." Samael huffs as a reply before wandering off.

I watch him walk away, slightly curious about where he's going, but also because, damn, that man has a fine backside. Once he's out of view, I jump into the shower, relaxing under the heat of the water. I'm so in tune with the massage the showerhead is giving my back that I don't notice the shower door opening and Samael stepping inside.

"Scoot over," he murmurs, gently pushing me to the side.

"Who said you could join?" I laugh.

"Haven't you heard that if you shower with someone, it'll help with water conservation... or some shit like that," Samael replies, groaning as the hot water pelts him against the chest. "Jesus Christ, why is your water so damn hot?" he snarls as his hand flickers upward to adjust the knobs.

"Nope!" I yell, grabbing his hand. "If the water is too hot, go ahead and get out. Touch those damn knobs, and I'll kick you out myself."

His eyebrow raises in a challenge as his hand grabs the hot water knob. I tackle him against the wall, grabbing his hands and shoving them above his head, causing him to let out a gasp in surprise.

"I wasn't joking," I reply, growling into his ear. Samael's breath hitches again, and I know it has nothing to do with shock and everything to do with the fact that I’m pressed up against his backside. I massage my body against him before whispering, "Luckily for you, I'm already done washing." Then I step back and leave the shower, smiling as I sense his eyes on me, watching me walk away.

I use my magic to reach into the ether of Tartarus and pull out some clothing I previously stashed there in case of emergency. Luckily for Samael, I keep two of everything, though I wouldn't mind if he had to walk around naked. I look at the garments in my hand: dark blue jeans, a navy blue shirt, gray sweats, and a black muscle tee. I opt to wear the sweatpants, knowing that if Samael wore them, I wouldn't be able to concentrate. There's just something about gray sweatpants. I slip on the muscle t-shirt quickly before going to the kitchen to see if I can find anything edible.

I open the fridge and notice a few eggs and a questionable potato in the back. I close the door and search the ether, seeing if perhaps I'd thought ahead and packed some food. When I come back empty-handed, I groan. My stomach is killing me, and I'm sure Samael's appetite is just as ferocious as mine. I open the fridge again, deciding to take a chance on the eggs and potato, and I'm shocked at what I find. The once-empty fridge is now full of fresh basil, a carton of eggs, a dozen potatoes, and various meats and cheeses—the perfect makings for an egg skillet.

"Hmm, an enchanted fridge," Samael comments from the entryway, drawing my attention.

My eyes trail down his glistening torso, slowly passing over his chiseled chest and washboard abs and settling on the towel he's wrapped loosely around his waist. Will I ever get enough of this man? When my eyes finally meet his, he has a smug look. Yep, he caught me checking him out.

"An enchanted fridge? I don't think I've ever heard of one," I say as I shuffle around, grabbing the ingredients I need to make an egg skillet.

"You wouldn't have," Samael replies, sneaking his arms around me and grabbing an apple from the crisper. "Pandora herself gifted them to the royal families before she went all coo-coo." He winks at me before taking a bite of the apple and walking over to the other side of the counter, sitting on the barstool.

I mumble something about him being spoiled, causing him to glare at me over the counter as I continue frying up our food. "There are clothes for you in the living room," I say as I chop the peppers and throw them into the wok with the onions and garlic.

I can feel Samael staring at me for a bit longer before he turns and leaves the room. When he returns, I've already plated our food and set it on the bar.

"So, what do you think?" he asks playfully as he spins around in a circle, modeling his clothing.

Fuck, maybe I should've given him the sweats. The navy-blue shirt clings to him like a second skin, and the jeans hug his ass and are tight around his thighs, emphasizing everything he has to offer.

"Eh, they'll do," I reply, hiding my smirk as I duck my head down and attack my plate.

Samael snorts and sits beside me, his arm brushing against mine, setting my skin afire. We sit and eat in comfortable silence as my thoughts trail to the journey ahead. The remainder of the journey to Lilith's prison can go two ways: either smooth sailing between the rocks of Wahieloa and Lohi'au, or the demons of Tartarus will be drawn to the powers of Samael, wanting to kill him and take the power he possesses.

"We should head out soon; the demons of Tartarus will stay hidden until the sun starts to set. If we hurry to Lilith's prison, we should be able to get there just before nightfall; we'll only be wandering Tartarus for an hour or so while the monsters are out," I tell Samael as I prepare to head out of Pele's home.

"What type of monsters live in the depths of Tartarus?" Samael asks, washing his hands in the sink.

"There are a few cyclops left that the BOUA couldn't capture, but they'll be the least of our worries; the Giant Tityos shouldn't be a concern either; he's still licking his wounds. If you were Aphelion, we would be in more trouble. Then there are the Danaids, who, much like sirens, will lure you to the pits of Tartarus and then sink their fangs into you and suck your very essence, but the creatures that should concern us the most are the Three Original Kings: Tantalus, Sisyphus, and Ixion. They will smell your power and hunt us down like rabbits. Once they capture us, they'll kill me immediately, but they'll keep you and cut you into tiny pieces, sending them to your father and mother until one of them cracks and opens the doors to the Underworld Kingdom. Only a relative of Hades can command Cerberus to leave the doors of Tartarus. Oh, and of course, there's the soulless, but we did a pretty damn good job avoiding them yesterday."

Samael scoffs: I'm unsure if it's because he thinks I'm jesting or because he's worried we won't survive the trip to the prison. I never promised the trip would be a cakewalk.

"Why would the Kings kill you? Wouldn't capturing the Prince of Darkness be more advantageous than killing him?" Samael asks, looking at me curiously.

"Prince of Darkness?" That's his nickname, not mine. Why would he call me that?

"Shit," Samael mumbles. "Just forget what I said. We should get going. The sun's already midway in the sky."


Chapter Forty-Two
SAMAEL
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Shit. Shit. Shit. Why did I just say that? Why did I go and open my big mouth? I didn't want to tell him the news this way. I didn't just want to spring it on him.

"I'll let whatever is happening here slide, but just know that when this is all over, we will revisit whatever this is," Luka responds, looking at me inquisitively before turning and heading toward the opposite side of the house. "Let's get going."

"Uhh... aren't you going the wrong way?" I ask, thankful that Luka let the conversation drop for now.

"Samael?" Luka asks, turning his head and raising an eyebrow at me. "Do you ever just do as you are told?"

"Never," I cockily reply. "I am an heir, and it's not like my parents were around much to tell me what to do."

"Hmm, it looks like I'll have to teach you to do as you're told, then," Luka replies with a wicked gleam in his eye and a smug look before turning around and continuing toward the back of the house.

Fuck. It really does something to me whenever he plays the macho alpha…  and those damn sweatpants! If we weren't in the middle of Tartarus, I'd be tearing those off right now.

I follow behind him quietly, taking in the sight of Luka's backside. I could get used to seeing him dressed down like this. He looks more approachable, and less clothing means I can see more of his immaculate body.

"I can feel the heat radiating off your body from here.” Luka stops suddenly and turns toward me. "Holy fuck, Samael, reign in those flames. You go out there looking like that, and you'll be a fucking torch leading our enemies right to us."

I look over my body, trying to figure out what Luka is talking about, and almost jump when I see my blue Underworld flames alight on my entire body. I haven't lost control like this since I first came into my gifts. What is it about this man that makes me lose my grip on my control? I take a deep breath, inhaling the sulfur-like smell of Tartarus, letting my senses take in my surroundings. Now is not the time to be distracted; now is the time to focus. I need to reach Lilith's prison unharmed. I need to find the elixir to slow the spread of the Eitr, and I need to return to Katrina and help her harness her power.

"Okay, I’m ready.”

Luka looks at me questioningly, but I ignore him, my eye spotting the door he is leading us to. I step past him and open it. Tartarus no longer looks like the dark, twisted realm it usually does. It has glamorized itself to mimic the Underworld. I pull at the small piece of Luka's magic inside me and push it forward. The bond from the magic makes my entire body ache to touch him, but I can't be distracted by him again; I need to accomplish the goals of this quest. With Luka's magic at the forefront of my mind, I can see that while Tartarus looks like a blanket of darkness, there's nothing to worry about... at least not yet. The lava river looks calm, and a small bridge from Pele's volcanic home leads toward the rocks named after her lovers. I slide easily out the door and begin moving toward the path between the rocks.

"Samael!" Luka shouts, hurrying behind me.

His voice is music to my ears, but I can't turn around. If I look at him, I'll become putty in his arms. I'll want to wrap him in mine and get lost in each other for the rest of the day, exploring each other's bodies, but we don't have that time. There are too many things happening right now to allow me any distraction.

I steel myself before turning toward Luka, knowing that my words will break my heart as much as they will break his. "Look, Luka, last night was fun and all, and the fact that I'm your mate makes my world less confusing now than it was a few nights ago, but listen, I need to focus on what's important. And that's finding the elixir, returning to the Underworld, saving my Kingdom, and returning to Katrina. Nothing else matters right now." I stare directly at Luka's ear. I'm too much of a coward to look him in the eyes and see the pain I know will be there—the pain that I've intentionally caused.

"Wh..." Luka starts, then clears his voice. I watch his ear lift an inch higher, knowing he's now standing at full attention, firm like an impenetrable wall. "I was going to tell you that you should fall back and allow me to lead since you don't know the way there," he replies in a tone I've never heard from him.

I turn my attention away from his ear and look at his eyes instead. His face is blank. Gone is my carefree, gentle, loving Luka, and in his place is the Professor. I can feel my heart breaking, and it's no one's fault but my own. It has to be this way. Luka and I can't afford to let ourselves become distracted by each other any more than we already have. The fate of the future lies in our hands. Without this elixir, the Eitr will continue to spread, and who knows what kind of monsters will emerge from it.

Luka's gaze flickers to mine for a brief second, a small speckle of hurt flashing through before he steels himself again and walks silently ahead of me. We walk this way for what feels like hours. Luka's stance never changes; his back is so stiff that I wonder how a knot hasn't begun to form.

The scenery throughout Tartarus slowly changes the closer we get to Lilith's prison. What was a smooth path between two rocks has now turned into rough, rocky terrain. The higher we climb the rock path, the more ledges appear. The path narrows, and if we aren't careful with our foot placement, we'll fall off the ledge and into a darkness that seems to go on forever. It's not the darkness that gets to me, though. It's the silence. I can't hear the lava waves crashing against the shore, the noises the smaller creatures of the land make, or the crackling of the volcanic ash under our feet. There's nothing.

"Be on the lookout," Luka gruffly states, not bothering to turn and look at me. "We're entering Cyclops territory." He walks further ahead, and I can see our bond tethering us; it looks like a chain. He's the guard, and I'm the prisoner being escorted to his cell. While I chuckle at my wittiness, there's a loud crash behind me, and suddenly, I'm covered in a gray cloud of dust. I can't see anything.

"Luka!” I shout at the top of my lungs, worried about my mate.  I need to hear his voice. I need to know that he's okay.


Chapter Forty-Three
LUKA
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Samael's voice calls out again, his panicked tone slicing through the lingering haze of dust and smoke from the cyclops' attack. My heart slows as I hear him. Relief floods through me—he's okay. 

I push myself up from the rock I was thrown against, my muscles protesting as pain shoots down my side. I'd hit the wall hard, harder than I'd initially thought, but nothing feels broken. Tender spots across my back and ribs throb, but I know my body will heal quickly. I want to yell back to Samael and reassure him I'm fine, but I can't risk it. The cyclops will hear me, and I need the element of surprise.

I crouch lower, pulling the shadows around me. My power blends into the environment; Tartarus accepts me as one of its own. That's the advantage I have here. Samael's aura attracted the cyclops—the Underworld's magic makes him a foreign entity, a curiosity to these creatures. They circle him now, their beady eyes and hulking frames focused solely on him.

The group leader, a young female cyclops with a faint lilac aura surrounding her, stands at the forefront, studying Samael with a mixture of wariness and awe. She's powerful but untrained—her aura is still wild, and the fact that it's flashing erratically concerns me. Feeling threatened, she could lash out and destroy everything around her, including Samael.

"Where's the man I was traveling with?" Samael's voice is firm but tinged with frustration.

The leader tilts her head in confusion. "What man?" she asks.

"Luka, from the bloodline of Loki and Eris," Samael says, his irritation growing.

The cyclops's expression shifts, a slight sneer forming. "He hides in the shadows, as he's always done. He shirks his duties."

Shirks his duties? What the hell does she mean? And why is she speaking like she knows me? I don't have any duties in this realm. Tartarus was a prison, a punishment for Loki. It has nothing to do with me.

"He doesn't know," Samael says quietly, more to himself than to her, his flames dimming as he processes her words.

Doesn't know what? Confusion ripples through me, followed quickly by a surge of frustration. What the hell is happening here?

"The soulless are killing off the living one by one, and the BOAU is taking those the soulless don't kill," the female cyclops snarls, her lilac aura flaring as her emotions spike. "Your Prince—he abandoned us!"

Her aura swells with her rising fury, and I watch in horror as she loses control. Flames of lilac begin to encircle her, lashing out wildly, threatening to consume everything nearby. Samael's blue flames rise in response, but I can see the tension in his posture—he doesn't want to hurt her, but she's becoming a danger.

Dammit. If I don't act fast, she'll destroy everything surrounding her.

Without hesitation, I leap from the shadows, drawing Kusanagi no Tsurugi, the magical sword gifted to me by the Goddess Amaterasu. I land softly behind the cyclops leader, taking advantage of her distraction to position myself. My heart pounds as I ready myself to end this.

With a swift jump, I aim for the spot between her neck and shoulder—the weak point in every cyclops. I just need to pierce her skin, and it'll be over.

But before I can strike, I feel a familiar magical force wrapping around me, halting my movement mid-air. Samael.

“Samael, release me!” I shout, struggling against the invisible tether he's placed on me. "I have to stop her before it's too late!"

"You don't have to kill her!" Samael yells back, his voice firm as he strengthens his magical hold on me, pulling me to the ground. "There's another way!"

"There's no other way! She's too far gone! Only someone with higher authority in Tartarus can calm her, and that's not me. I don't belong here!"

"Just try, Luka," Samael's voice is steady now, confident, "Trust me. Have faith."

Faith. I don't have time for faith. I lost faith a long time ago. But I look at him, and in his eyes, I see something... deeper. Something that makes me pause. Despite the chaos around us, he believes in me. He thinks I can actually do this.

With a frustrated sigh, I drop my sword, close my eyes, and focus. I reach into the essence of Tartarus, pulling from its raw power. Slowly, I project my will outward, feeling the chaotic energy consuming the cyclops leader. Her name surfaces in my mind like a whisper in the wind: Lilac. I feel her panic, fear, and desperation to protect the young ones around her. She's not evil, just overwhelmed. Her powers have manifested too early, and she doesn't know how to control them.

"Lilac," I call out gently, my voice filled with authority I never knew I possessed. "Calm down. You need to pull your aura back in. We're not here to harm you."

Lilac's body shudders, her massive frame trembling as she fights against my command. For a moment, I think it's not working. But then, slowly, agonizingly slowly, her aura begins to shrink. Her form starts to diminish, returning to her natural size. 

"Our Prince has finally returned." Lilac's voice is quiet now, almost reverent, as her eyes meet mine. "He and his mate will save us from the soulless. He will return the land to what it once was."

I stand there, frozen in place, stunned by her words. Our Prince?


Chapter Forty-Four
BECKETT
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Traveling to the Bermuda Triangle proves far more challenging than the journey from the academy to my home. The waves resist my command, and I find myself battling currents that normally yield to my will. If I had my father’s trident, the sea would bend to my power. The currents would carry me swiftly, and I wouldn’t be fighting against the very element I’m supposed to control. Poseidon’s trident—gifted by Jehovah himself—was crafted for Moses to part the Red Sea. After Moses led his people to safety, Jehovah reclaimed the trident, later gifting it to Poseidon, granting him dominion over the seas. My father and his trident have been inseparable ever since, though Triton wields a similar one, crafted by Hephaestus.

By the time I reach the Bermuda Triangle, I've been away from Katrina for two days, but it feels like more. I barely spent any time with her after she returned from the Underworld, and I wonder how she's holding up now. Does she miss me, or is she content with her other mates? I push those thoughts aside. I need to focus on the task at hand—finding Ursula and freeing her from the highest level of Tartarus. Ursula resides in the eye of the Bermuda Triangle, which places her on the third level. I have to get through the first two levels before I can reach her.

Nervousness gnaws at me, but I take some comfort in knowing that Ursula’s level remains underwater. I’ve trained extensively in both land and sea combat, but Tartarus is a different beast altogether. As I enter the first level, I’m hit with a wave of power that’s unsettlingly familiar. Luka’s aura mingles with the very essence of Tartarus. How did I not realize Luka was the Prince of Tartarus? His aura feeds off this place, flowing with dark magic—the magic of mischief and chaos.

I descend further, and the haunting lull of a siren's song drifts toward me. It calls with promises of love and riches if I reach her. The melody feels strangely familiar, like a song my mother used to sing. Hoping it’s connected to Ursula, I follow it deeper into the prison. If it turns out to be a real siren, I can command her to stop—no sea creature can disobey my command.

The first level is eerily empty, but the second level teems with Hydras, Krakens, and Sirens of greater power. The Hydra seems ancient, its heads barely stirring as I pass. The Krakens, however, are more aggressive, their tentacles reaching through the bars of their cells, trying to trap me and drain my Divine power. But I know their tricks. I easily dodge their grasp. The Sirens sing, but their magic has no effect. A Siren’s song is powerless against a man in love, and it’s in this moment I realize—I love Katrina.

My mind drifts to thoughts of her—her smile, her laugh, the way she wrinkles her nose. I’m so lost in thought that I don’t see Cetus until it’s too late. He slams me into the bars of an empty cell, his venomous talons barely missing my chest.

"Release me!" I shout in the language of the sea creatures.

Cetus laughs—a deep, rumbling sound that echoes through the prison. "Son of Poseidon, you think you can control me? I am your father's creation, his monster of destruction. Only Poseidon can command me."

I barely dodge his next attack, his talons melting the bars where I stood moments before. Cetus must have escaped, or someone let him out. He’s a formidable opponent, but I’m still the heir to the Water Kingdom.

"You may be my father’s creation," I yell, summoning an underwater tornado that crashes into Cetus’ chest, sending him hurtling through the walls of Tartarus and into the abyss. He’ll fall until he reaches the final level, and with any luck, the fall will kill him.

I pull myself off the jagged rock I landed on, wincing as pain shoots through my body. Somehow, I impaled myself on a sharp point, creating a gaping wound in my stomach. It missed vital organs, but it's still serious. I tear off my shirt, using a strip of it to pack the wound, and tie the rest around my waist to hold the makeshift bandage in place. I need to reach Ursula quickly, but the injury slows me down.

By the time I reach the third level, I’m feeling woozy.

“P-P- Poseidon, is that you?” A timid voice calls out—hauntingly familiar.

Through the haze of pain, I see her. Ursula.

"Wait... those eyes," she whispers in awe. "Those beautiful eyes are the same cerulean shade as your mother’s. Beckett, child, what are you doing here?"

"I’ve come to ask you a favor," I manage, fumbling with the lock on her cell door. But before I can finish, my legs give out and I collapse to the ground, my consciousness slipping away.


Chapter Forty-Five
SAMAEL
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“Are you going to tell me what the fuck that was?” Luka asks after we say goodbye to Lilac and her troupe after they led us to the prison entrance.

“I don’t know what you want me to say,” I reply, feeling guilty for not telling him before we entered Tartarus that he’s the Heir to the Kingdom. “You wouldn’t have believed me.”

“When did you find out?” Luka asks, walking toward a locked cupboard, pressing his hands against the wood, calling to the magic inside to reveal its contents.

“When I went home. Beckett was pissed I didn’t stop you from mating with Katrina. We haven’t gone head-to-head like that since we were kids, but I wasn’t about to back down. I fully supported you and Katrina. I wasn’t willing to let his negativity get in the way. Aphelion interrupted our fight by saying Katrina had to be introduced to the council, then Miles told us all the reason your mating made sense. He said that, as Loki’s closest descendant, you’re the Heir to the throne of Tartarus. Lilith gifted Tartarus to Loki, making him its ruler. While Loki doesn’t claim the throne, the lands still belong to him and his heir. With the throne unclaimed, it’s up to you to take that title. You’re the Prince of Darkness. You’re fated to Katrina’s darkness.”

“Were you ever planning on telling me this?” Luka asks, a flash of hurt in his eyes.

“Yes,” I reply, watching as Luka’s magic works through Lilith’s prison shields, unlocking each mechanism it touches. “I just hadn’t found the right time. I was distracted by the Eitr and my attraction toward you, and then, with our mating... it slipped my mind.” I grab his arm, turning him from the armoire. “I’m sorry, Luka,” I whisper, gripping his chin in my hands, gazing into his eyes, letting my emotions speak freely. “If I have to, I’ll spend the rest of our lives making it up to you.”

“The rest of our lives?” Luka raises an eyebrow, smirking.

My face flushes with embarrassment. To me, being fated means forever. I don’t second-guess that I’ll spend eternity with Katrina and Luka. Our lives were written in the stars before the world even began. We are endgame.

“Yes, forever,” I declare, pushing past the embarrassment, jutting my chin out to show him I won’t change my mind.

“Well, in that case, you’re forgiven. Although I would’ve loved to see the Prince of the Underworld grovel,” Luka teases, placing a chaste kiss on my lips before returning to rifle through the armoire.

“What does the elixir look like?” I ask, sifting through another cupboard.

“Liquid sunshine, the complete opposite of the Eitr.”

We search endlessly through the prison, opening every nook and cranny, but Freyja’s elixir is nowhere to be found. When we reach the last room, Luka grabs my hand, pulling it away from the handle when I reach for it.

“That’s Lilith’s chamber,” he says, brows furrowing with worry.

“And?” I ask, confused as to why Lilith’s chamber would be a problem.

“There are enchantments in that room that can drive you to madness. Only a descendant of Loki, Eris, or Lilith can enter.”

“Well, I’m not letting you search it alone,” I reply, crossing my arms firmly across my chest.

“I’m sorry, Samael, but if it helps the Kingdoms, you can’t stop me from going in,” Luka answers, raising his hand and grabbing my arm.

It takes me a second too long to realize he’s used an immobility spell on me, leaving me useless.

“I’ll be right back, I promise,” Luka says, his smile softening. “I’d ask for forgiveness, but I know I’ll be forgiven when I walk out with the elixir.” He turns the handle and enters the room.

I hoped his magic would release me when the closed door severs our connection, but it holds tight, and I feel helpless for the first time in my life. If danger lurks behind that door, Luka’s on his own. I stand frozen, counting the seconds as they drag by. I can’t shake the overwhelming dread crawling up my spine. Someone close to me is in danger.

As the Heir to the Underworld, I have the gift of premonition. It only reveals negativity, and it's never clear who or where it’s happening to, only that it’s someone close. I reach out to my mate bonds. Katrina feels safe and secure, and though I can’t get a clear reading on Luka’s, I sense he’s okay, meaning the danger isn’t directed at him or Katrina. I reach for my family. Mom and Dad are safe, likely in the Sky Kingdom visiting Zeus and Hera

—though I know it doesn’t matter, they’re never in the Underworld. I reach for each of my cousins next. Aphelion and Miles’ bond feels like Katrina’s—whatever they’re doing, they’re doing it together. Not that that leaves much to the imagination. Beckett’s bond, however, is harder for me to reach. We’re cousins and destined to rule one of the Kingdoms, but Beckett and I aren’t close, leaving a weak connection between us—something I’ll need to remedy later. As I strain to reach Beckett’s bond, pure agony washes over me. I can feel him nearby, and I know he’s been gravely injured.

The door to Lilith’s cell opens, and I let out a sigh of relief as Luka walks out, unscathed, holding a bottle of golden elixir. His aura is stronger, and I can tell he’s unleashed his true power, fighting against whatever trials lay within Lilith’s cell.

“Still mad?” he asks, waving his hand over me, releasing me from his spell.

“We’ll discuss that later. Right now, I need to find Beckett. He’s in trouble,” I reply, grabbing Luka’s hand and leading him toward the stairs.

“Wait, what?” Luka asks, confusion lining his voice as he tries to pull away.

“I can’t explain it right now, but I sense Beckett’s in danger. He’s injured, and I don’t want to know what will happen if we don’t reach him in time.” I take the stairs three steps at a time, urgency in my voice.

“Where is he?” Luka asks, following closely behind.

“Above us, toward the top of the prison. I think he’s on one of the Water Kingdom levels,” I answer, breathless with worry.

“Show me what you saw,” Luka commands, yanking me by the arm and stopping me mid-step.

“Luka, his connection is barely there. He’s fading—” I start to say, but Luka invades my mind, his powers sorting through my thoughts, plucking the image of Beckett from my mind—a vision of him, bloodied, lying on a cold, muddy floor, a red-haired siren kneeling beside him.

“Ursula,” Luka mumbles, his pitch-black aura swirling around us, encasing us in darkness.

The sensation is fleeting, and before I know it, Luka’s darkness evaporates, revealing Beckett, lying just a few feet away. His usually tan skin is now pale.

“Help! Please, someone! Help us!” cries the red-headed woman, looking up at us.

“Ursula,” Luka yells. Her head jerks toward him. “What the hell happened?”

“My stupidly reckless nephew ventured down here. Something attacked him, and he was wounded. And, of course, since Poseidon has taken my magic from me, I can’t heal him,” she sobs, shaking as she struggles to maintain her composure.

I glance at Beckett. He’s been pierced by something, and a torn, bloodied piece of cloth surrounds him. Ursula removed his makeshift tourniquet to assess the wound, but it’s still wide open, his body’s natural healing doing nothing to mend it.

“Please help him,” Ursula cries, grabbing Luka.

“I can’t,” Luka replies, his eyes filled with despair as he examines Beckett’s wounds. “I’m not that kind of god.”

“You!” Ursula’s bony finger shakes at me. “You’re an heir—heal him!”

“I—I—” I stutter, the words stuck in my throat. There’s nothing I can do. I can’t heal him.

Anguish surges through me, and then I hear a faint female voice scream in the distance: "Beckett! No!"

Beckett is surrounded by white magic—an aura Luka and I know well.

“Grab hold of Beckett!” Luka shouts, grabbing his arm. Ursula and I reach for his legs.

“What’s happening?” Ursula cries, panic in her eyes as I’m overcome with the sensation of takeoff again.


Chapter Forty-Six
APHELION
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Miles sent the igloo emoji in our group chat earlier today. It was the only clue he'd given us to his and Katrina's whereabouts. But it's the only clue I need. I know he has a hideout shelter in Alaska, so I head there after meeting with Hermes. 

We will meet with the council in six weeks, immediately after our final midterm. I haven't bought us much time, but hopefully, with her academics and the help from all of us, Katrina will learn enough control over her powers to pass herself off as a low-level goddess versus who she really is—a powerful angel-demon hybrid. My father and the rest of the council wouldn't approve of the heirs of the four Kingdoms being mated to a low-powered goddess, but they'd have no control over that; she's our Fated.

When I reach the bug-out in Alaska, I know I've guessed their location correctly. My aura calms the moment it detects that Katrina is nearby. It's nearly midnight when I arrive, so I head straight for the main bedroom. I slowly turn the knob and push the door open, my heart thudding in my chest with excitement about seeing my girl again. The sight I see upon opening the door has me on my knees, grabbing my sides and biting down on my lip as I try to contain the aching belly laughter that threatens to spill out. Katrina has her tiny little arms wrapped around Miles's broad back while Miles lays curled into a tiny ball, snuggled up in a cozy blanket; the big, bad, fearsome heir of the Earth Kingdom is playing the role of little spoon tonight. Once I finally control my silent laughter, I stand up and stealthily open my phone to the camera setting, snapping a quick pic; this will be perfect for blackmail later. Quietly snickering, I put my phone back in my pocket and walk the remainder of the way to the bed, climbing in and crawling toward Katrina as I lay beside her, pulling her back flush against my chest, sandwiching her between Miles and me.

"Sparky?" Katrina questions sleepily.

"Shh, Princess," I whisper. "Go back to sleep."

Being a great listener, Katrina slips her arms from around Miles and turns to face me, causing Miles to groan with irritation. The moment my eyes see her lips, I can't help but wrap my arms tighter around her, pulling her snugly against me as I bring my mouth down to hers. It's meant to be a quick, "Hey, nice to see you again" kiss, but Katrina sneaks her hand up, wrapping it behind my neck as she deepens our kiss, the tip of her tongue caressing my lips, begging for me to open up for her and let her in. 

Katrina's kiss awakens feelings in me that I've never felt before—feelings of tenderness, love, passion, and an overwhelming desire to be one with her. As Katrina caresses my tongue with hers, I creep my hands up her shirt, granting me access to massage her perfect breasts. When my thumb rubs against her nipple, she lets out a gentle gasp of pleasure, her hips grinding feverishly against me as our kiss becomes more frantic. Her body yearns for mine as my body burns for her. I let my thumbs run gently across her nipples, playfully rolling the perky tips between my thumb and forefinger, gently tugging them while kneading her creamy breasts, enjoying the feeling of her soft skin against my rough pads.

"Please," she whines when she pulls her mouth away from mine, gasping in pleasure as she tries to control her breathing, giving me the perfect opportunity to trail kisses down her neck, gently nipping and sucking on her skin along the way.

"Please, what?" I growl as I shove her shirt up, taking one of her taut nipples into my mouth, gently biting and flicking it with my tongue.

"I need you," she moans.

"Shh, Princess. We don't want to wake our bedmate," I whisper.

"Too late," Miles replies. "Not that I'm complaining, although I'd much rather you'd woken me before starting the fun, Kitten," Miles growls.

I grab Katrina around the waist and pull her up over me, allowing her to straddle my waist, letting her feel my hardness through my jeans. "What do you say, Princess? Should we let Miles join in on our fun?" I ask, thrusting my hips up, causing her to shudder.

Miles doesn't wait for Katrina to respond; instead, he grabs the bottom of her shirt and pulls it the rest of the way off over her head, exposing her torso completely. He leans down, takes the opposite breast from the one I'm tormenting, and gently flicks his tongue over her nipple.

Katrina lets out a little moan, and I can tell she loves having the two of us pleasure her body. I slowly caress the front of her body with my free hand, my palm lightly running across her flat, taut stomach, enjoying the goosebumps my touch leaves on her skin, stopping just above her sweet spot.

"Aphelion," Katrina pants.

"Yes, Princess?" I tease.

"Please," she begs.

"Please, what?"

"Touch me," she whines, grinding herself against my palm, looking for a release I'm not yet ready to offer.

"Do you not like the way Miles is touching you?"

Miles lets out a growl and bites down on her nipple, causing her to cry out. "Am I being too gentle with you, Kitten? Should I let loose and ravish your body?" Miles asks as his palm comes slamming down on her ass, a loud smack followed by a hiss from Katrina.

"Do you like it when Miles spanks you, Princess?" I ask, letting my hand sneak closer to the area she wants me to touch.

"Phil asked you a question, Kitten," Miles grunts, moving directly behind her and shoving her down against my chest, giving himself complete access to her perfectly round rump.

Slap. "I expect you to answer him." Slap.

"Miles!" Katrina cries, grinding her hips into me, becoming feverish with need.

I let my hand travel to her clit, sliding my thumb along her overly sensitive nub.

"Fuck, Princess, you're soaked," I hiss, inhaling sharply, my thumb dipping into her wetness, causing our mate to let out a purr.

"Oh, gods!" Katrina screams, melting into a puddle on me when Miles's palm lands directly on her wet lips this time.

"You like when I smack your pretty kitty, Kitten?" Miles growls into Katrina's ear, trailing his fingers with her wetness, circling her juices along her puckered hole. "I'm going to fuck you here tonight, Kitten," Miles growls, letting his finger dip into her ass, "and Phil's going to fuck that pretty little cunt of yours."

"Yes!"

"Do you want me to fuck your tight little pussy, Princess?" I ask, letting my fingers slip slowly inside her core before pulling them out, slowly, leisurely pumping them in and out of her.

"Yes," Katrina whimpers, biting her lip in pleasure.

"I want to hear you beg for my cock, Princess."

"Please, Aphelion, please fill me," Katrina begs, her voice increasing in pitch as Miles sinks two fingers in her opposite hole.

Miles grabs Katrina's waist with his free hand and easily pulls her off of me as I push my jeans down to my knees, my cock standing at full mass, waiting for our Princess to take her seat on the throne.

"Show me how you fuck Phil's cock, Kitten," Miles growls as he skewers

Katrina with my cock, and I thrust up to greet her. Her pussy greedily sucks me in, her walls clamping against me as her orgasm rolls through her.

I meet Katrina's bounces with a thrust of my own, maximizing our pleasure.

"You take his cock so good, Kitten." Miles forcefully pushes Katrina flush against my chest. "Do you think you can take my cock too?"

Katrina mews with enthusiasm as I clutch her tightly around her shoulders and pillage her a few more times before removing myself, causing her mews to turn into groans of disapproval.

"Don't worry, Kitten," Miles groans as he sinks into her sopping wet hole, rapidly thrusting himself in and out of her. "Phil's cock will be right back."

Miles continues to fuck her up against me, her thighs becoming a tight, shaking mess, signaling her oncoming orgasm.

"Miles," Katrina screams as he pulls out of her, her orgasm gushing, coating my thighs with her juices.

"Good girl, Kitten," Miles purrs as he uses her juices to coat her anus, allowing him to sink easily into her, filling her from behind.

"Are you ready to be spread between us, Princess?" I ask before sliding my cock back into her hungry pussy, filling her to the brim.

"Fuck, you feel so good wrapped all tight around me," Miles groans as he sets his rhythm inside her. "Our little mate was made for us."

I match his rhythm, my hands still grasping Katrina's shoulder, providing her with the perfect mixture of pleasure and pain. She'll be marked by my love tomorrow, making something primal roar to life inside me.

"Fuck," Katrina moans, blissed out of her mind.

We continue to fuck our mate through the night, teeter-tottering her on our cocks; the three of us lost in the pleasures our bodies provide.


Chapter Forty-Seven
KATRINA


[image: ]


It's early morning, and I wake with a start. My chest is heaving, and it feels like someone is reaching into my chest cavity, squeezing firmly around my heart. Something's wrong. I spring out of bed, waking Aphelion and Miles as I start pacing across the bedroom floor.

"Kitten, what's wrong?" Miles asks, his voice laced with concern.

“I-I don't know. I had a nightmare, and then I woke up from it, but it didn't feel like just a nightmare. I have this nagging feeling that something's wrong. My insides are burning, and my heart feels like someone's trying to crush it."

"What did you dream about, Princess?" Aphelion asks, throwing back the covers and getting out of bed, reaching his hand toward me and pulling me into his arms.

"I can't remember," I reply, my voice shaking with frustration.

Miles and Aphelion exchange glances, their faces mirroring each other's concerns.

"Here, sit down on the bed, Kitten. I learned a new spell in Magical Studies, and it might help you remember."

"Okay," I nod enthusiastically, willing to do anything to recall the dream. It felt less like a dream and more like a premonition. I couldn't recall what it was, but I knew I needed to remember it.

Miles sits me on the bed and stands between my legs, raising his hand to my temple as a pale white light illuminates from his hand, pouring straight into my head. When images start playing on the wall, I almost jump back, startled, but I quickly realize that the images are pieces of my dream.

The dream starts off fine. My mates and I had built a castle on the mainland, using breaks in the atmosphere to create entryways into the other four lands. We were lounging on our bed, basking in the afterglow of sex, when the dream took a turn for the worst. I saw flashes of an underwater cyclone that then morphed into a prison. Beasts started rushing toward me, but I somehow managed to fight every one of them off, except the last beast. It took me by surprise, slamming my body into a cavern wall. I cried out in agony when a rock from the cavern impaled me, cutting a through-hole from my back into my torso. I could see the tip of the rock sticking out. Using my inhuman strength, I pulled myself from the rock and destroyed the monster that had attacked me before limping away toward my destination.

"Poseidon," a red-headed woman whispers at me, causing me to shake my head.

"Beckett?" she asks, her eyes laced with worry, and then my vision goes black.

"No! Beckett!" I scream, my heart no longer rapidly beating in my chest, the crushing pressure disappearing as if it was never there. I fall to my knees, crying for my mate, not noticing my surroundings becoming enveloped in pure white light emitting from my body as I cry in anguish for the mate I hadn't gotten the chance to love fully. With each sob that tears through my body, I grow weaker and weaker, and in my heart, I know that Beckett is gone.

The End…for now

THIS ISN’T GOODBYE. IT’S FOREPLAY.

You made it to the end of Divine Spark. You survived the angst, the spice, and the gods acting like they own the place. But if you think this story’s done with you, think again.

I’m bringing Divine Spark to Kickstarter—and it’s going to be unhinged in the best way.

[image: fire] Collector’s editions

[image: fire] Exclusive art

[image: fire] Maybe even a smutty stretch goal or two

If you want in from the beginning, hit that prelaunch button like it owes you something.

[image: backhand index pointing right] Follow the campaign here [image: backhand index pointing left]

We’re just getting started, babe.


AFTERWORD




If you’ve made it to this point, thank you—truly. Writing Divine Spark cracked me open in ways I didn’t expect. These characters burned through me. They tested my limits, whispered lies and truths in equal measure, and refused to shut up until every ounce of their story was on the page.

This book was written in the quiet hours, in the chaos, in the moments I wasn’t sure I could keep going. It's messy and wild and filled with characters who make all the wrong choices for all the right reasons. Just like us, really.

To the readers who fell for the broken, the dangerous, the divine—and still wanted more: I see you. You’re my kind of people.

And if you’re still hungry for more, don’t worry. The story isn’t over yet.

With blood, magic, and way too many morally gray decisions,

MC Perry


ABOUT THE AUTHOR




MC Perry is a romance author, professional overthinker, and unapologetic sucker for morally grey men with too many issues and not nearly enough boundaries.

She writes stories that bring the heat—and heroines who can throw a punch and a punchline. If you’re into brooding alphas, sharp-tongued leads, emotional chaos, and spice that flirts with recklessness, you’ve just found your next obsession.

MC lives on the East Coast with her high school sweetheart and their two wildly wonderful kids, who keep life delightfully chaotic. When she’s not writing, she’s probably dodging responsibilities with a book in one hand and a glass of wine in the other, plotting the next story guaranteed to wreck you in all the right ways.

Follow her on Facebook (MC Perry), Instagram (@mcperryauthor), and TikTok (@authormcperry).
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ALSO BY M C PERRY




His Unexpected Luna

"I never wanted a mate. Especially not the Alpha of the pack that has hated me my entire life."

Guinevere McKay has been an outcast for as long as she can remember—shamed and shunned for her parents’ betrayal. All she wants is freedom—a fresh start far away from the whispers of “traitor’s daughter.” But the Moon Goddess has other plans. When Guinevere discovers her fated mate is Alpha Damien Valencia, the most powerful wolf in the pack, the future she dreams of unravels.

Damien never expected his mate to be her. Burdened by duty, expectations, and a pack that would never accept Guinevere as their Luna, he knows claiming her would spell disaster. Yet, the undeniable pull of their bond makes walking away impossible.

Caught between destiny and the ghosts of their pasts, Guinevere and Damien must navigate the fragile line between loyalty and love. Can they defy fate and forge their own path, or will their bond shatter under the weight of duty and betrayal?

His Unexpected Luna is a spicy fated mates paranormal romance.
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