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BOOK ONE SPOILERS AKA THE RECAP
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Hey, it’s me, Katrina. Just wanted to give you a quick refresher before we dive back into this chaos, I call a life.

So, picture this: I started off as an orphan, totally clueless about my magical heritage. Then my 21st birthday rolls around, and I’m partying at a club with my besties, having a blast, when some creep gets handsy. I accidentally blast him on his ass and promptly pass the hell out. When I come to, surprise! I’m not just some average girl—I’ve got divine affinities. One of them? A little something called Heavenly Light. You know, the power that vanished after Archangel Michael disappeared. No biggie, right?

Cue my enrollment at Divine Academy. Oh—and did I mention I’m fated to the four heirs of the Kingdoms? Yeah, four. But apparently, I don’t stop there, because I go ahead and add my professor to the mix, too. What can I say? I collect powerful men like Pokémon.

To make up for being a dick when we first met, Samael takes me to the Underworld. And while we’re down there, we uncover a bombshell of a secret: an Archangel and a Fallen Angel had a little... rendezvous and out popped me. That’s right—Lilith and Michael are my parents. I’m a hybrid. An abomination, technically. A creature that shouldn’t exist.

So now I have to keep my true powers hidden from the Council. Which would be easier if I actually knew how to control them. On top of that, there’s this creepy dark substance—Eitr—that’s spreading through the kingdoms, and I need to figure out where it’s coming from and how to stop it before everything descends into chaos.

Oh, and Hilda, the academy’s resident bully, hates my guts because I “stole” her place. Honestly? She can have the damn crown. I’d trade all of it just to live a normal life with my fated.

But hey, it hasn’t all been bad. I’ve managed to bond with four out of five of my fated mates, and I’ve got a plan to bring the fifth around soon. But for that to happen, we’ve got to keep going.

So, grab a blankie, a glass of wine, and a snack. It’s about to get wild.
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Chapter One
KATRINA
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It’s early morning, and I wake with a start. Springing out of bed—uncaring if I wake Aphelion or Miles—I clutch my chest. It aches. Something’s wrong. It feels like someone’s reached inside and is squeezing my heart. My throat constricts, making it hard to breathe. I pace the room, trying to soothe myself, to make sense of what’s happening.

“What’s the matter, Kitten?” Miles asks groggily.

“I-I don’t know. I had a nightmare, but it didn’t feel like a dream when I woke up. I have this nagging feeling that something’s wrong.”

“What did you dream about, Princess?” Aphelion throws back the covers and rushes to me. When he reaches me, he pulls me into his arms, and his embrace calms my racing heart.

“I don’t remember.”

He and Miles exchange a look, concern etched across both their faces.

“Come sit on the bed,” Miles says. “I learned a new spell in magical enhancement class—might help jog your memory.”

“Okay.” I hurry back to the bed, desperate to recall the nightmare. It felt like a premonition, a warning. Like something terrible is about to happen.

Miles stands between my legs but off to the side, so I can still see past him. His hands press to my temples. Light pulses from his palms, projecting images from my inner eye onto the wall.

The vision startles me. It begins peaceful. My mates and I have built a castle on the mainland, using breaks in the atmosphere to access the other four lands. We’re lounging on the bed, basking in the afterglow of sex.

Then the images shift.

An underwater cyclone morphs into a prison. Beasts charge toward me. I fight them off—every one except the last. It slams me into a cavern wall. I scream as a jagged rock impales me, punching a hole through my back and into my torso. I see its tip jutting from my body.

Using sheer will, I pull myself off the rock and destroy the beast before limping toward my destination.

“Poseidon,” a redheaded woman whispers, her voice echoing.

“Beckett?” she asks, her eyes full of worry⁠—

The images go dark.

“No! Beckett!” I scream. The crushing pressure in my chest vanishes as if it were never there, but I collapse to my knees, a guttural scream tearing from my throat. Tears pour down my face, blurring the world.

As my sobs rip through me, a blinding white light explodes from my body, swallowing everything. The pain is unbearable. I can’t go on—not knowing I’ll never get to love Beckett the way I was meant to. The truth sinks deep, paralyzing.

Beckett is gone.

My fated is gone.
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“Kit-Kat!”

“Katrina!”

“Darling!”

“Princess!”

“Kitten!”

Their voices call out—every one of my mates—but only Aphelion and Miles are in the room. Still, I could swear I heard them all.

“Darling,” a voice echoes again, one I’d know anywhere. Beckett’s. “Why are you crying?”

Blindly, I reach out, desperate for contact. My hand finds solid muscle. I cry harder, fingertips trailing upward, memorizing every inch until they twist into familiar curls.

“Beckett?” I rasp.

“The one and only, Darling. Here, let me help you.”

His voice cuts through my grief like cool water to scorched skin. I blink, clearing my eyes—and it’s him. Pale. Covered in blood. But alive. Beckett, my water god. My fated.

“How?” I press a hand to my chest, the ache still raw. “I—I felt you die.”

“Another of Michael’s gifts,” Luka says as he steps into view.

“Luka…” Beckett’s voice falters. “I—thank...”

“Don’t worry about it. Let bygones be bygones. We’ve got bigger things to deal with.”

A sharp, feminine voice slices through the room. “Does someone want to tell me what in the name of Lucifer is going on here?”

The redhead from my vision steps forward.

“Katrina, this is my aunt, Ursula,” Beckett says. “My father imprisoned her in Tartarus. Ursula, this is Katrina—my fated.”

“Ursula, like the sea witch?” I blink. Because I’m picturing the octopus lady from The Little Mermaid. Though, weirdly enough, she’s giving off more Ariel vibes.

“Some call me that,” she replies coolly. “But most recognize me as a demi-goddess.”

“Beckett’s a full god. If you’re his aunt, how are you only half?”

“I’m his mother’s half-sister.” Her voice sharpens. “And honestly, I don’t think I should be the one on trial.” She turns to Beckett. “You’ve got some explaining to do. Like, what power saved you? And why were you in Tartarus?”

“I’d like to know that too,” I say, arms crossing.

“I went to find Ursula. I wanted to make things right. I thought if I could help you mask your powers before your council presentation, maybe you’d forgive me… for being such a dick about Luka.”

“Beckett.” I step into him, wrapping my arms around his bloodied frame. “Gift or no gift, I would’ve forgiven you. You're my fated. We’re meant to be. I don’t hold grudges. I just… wanted to talk, to apologize to you.”

“What would you need to apologize for, Darling? I was the one being an ass.”

Before I can answer, Ursula cuts in.

“And why must I mask her powers?”

All five of my mates tense. No one wants to answer her. No one wants to spill the full truth.

Beckett finally steps forward. “We don’t want our fathers feeling threatened. You know how Poseidon reacts to powerful women.”

Ursula rolls her eyes. “Poseidon’s a fucking dick,” she mutters, pacing. “Fine. I’ll help. But don’t expect this to be a regular thing. Masking someone’s aura is dangerous. And if the council finds out I helped? I won’t just be tossed back in Tartarus—they’ll strip me of my divine power.”

I gasp. “Then I can’t let you help. I won’t be the reason you lose your magic.”

“Sorry, honey. That’s not your call. Beckett broke me out of that hellhole. I owe him a life debt.”

“Masking will be our last resort,” Beckett says, glancing between us.

“First, we’ll try to teach Katrina to cloak her magic—to channel it without drawing attention,” Luka says.

“And why are you here?” Ursula’s eyes snap to Luka.

“Urs, not now,” Luka says, tone weary.

“What’s going on?” Samael steps in front of Luka, protective and commanding.

It’s only then, seeing them side by side, that I notice their auras—intertwined. They’ve completed their bond.

“Should I tell them?” Ursula sneers. “Or do you want to, Lukie?”

My aura flares, skin heating with hellfire. Beckett hisses as it singes him, taking him by surprise, but he doesn’t flinch. He holds me tighter, whispering soothing words until the blaze beneath my skin softens.

“We met years ago,” Luka begins quietly. “I was searching Lilith’s prison when I heard Ursula’s siren song. It lured me to her. I slipped past monsters and cursed objects until I found her cell. She coaxed me in.”

He hesitates. “We talked… and then we had sex. I promised I’d return. But once the trance lifted, I was horrified. I didn’t go back. Still… I couldn’t stop wondering why she was imprisoned. When I found out Poseidon locked her up after Parenthrope’s death, I knew she didn’t belong there. But there was nothing I could do.”

Rage simmers through me. She seduced my mate using enchantment—and he feels guilty?

“You used your siren song on him?” Beckett’s disgust is palpable.

“I did what I had to in order to survive.” Ursula shrugs, unapologetic. “And I kept my end of the bargain.”

“You took advantage of him,” Beckett growls.

“Wait,” I cut in, my voice cold. “What bargain?”

Luka stiffens. His mouth presses into a thin line.

But Ursula smiles.

“He asked me to seal his powers.”
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Chapter Two
LUKA
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Katrina's eyes narrow, her gaze flickering with betrayal, while Samael's shoulders slump, the disappointment in his features unmistakable. Miles and Beckett are stoic, but the vein twitching in Miles's temple betrays his irritation. Is their reaction due to my keeping a secret from them or because they had to hear about my secret from Ursula?

"Why would you want your powers sealed?" Katrina finally asks, breaking the silence.

"Because he's an abomination," Ursula replies, lips curled and voice dripping with malice. "Born with the blood of both the god and goddess of chaos, Lukie-dear was coated in darkness before he even took his first breath," she sing-songs.

Miles's jaw clenches, the twitch in his temple intensifying. The tension in the room continues to build like a storm, gathering strength. Beckett's fists curled at his sides, his normally bronze knuckles turning a ghostly shade of white.

With an abruptness that startles everyone, he steps forward, closing the distance between himself and his aunt. His voice is low and deadly. "Listen, Aunt," he snarls, spitting the word as if tainted. "I didn't drag you out of Tartarus so you could spew your venom here. As of right now, you are no longer welcome. My fated no longer requires your help, and neither do I. You have an hour to ready yourself for immediate departure. If you're not ready within the hour, you'll be forcibly removed."

Katrina's lips twitch, the barest hint of a smile breaking through her stony expression, obviously in agreeance with Beckett's statement.

Ursula cackles in response, her cruel laughter echoing throughout the silent room. She steps closer to Beckett, invading his space, and jabs her finger into his chest, right where his wound was. "You? You dare kick me out? Do you truly think you can command me? You, my dear nephew, are nothing more than the pathetic son of Poseidon." Her every word drips with condescension, eyes glinting with the dangerous gleam of amusement as she tries to goad Beckett. And she succeeds, except it's not only Beckett she's pissed off.

The room thrums with energy, power feeding off power—the air so thick with divine magic it can be felt. Mayhem erupts from every direction. Katrina's body ignites in a furious blaze of hellfire, her eyes glowing with unrestrained power. Samael's flames flare bright blue, creating a barrier between Ursula and the rest of us. Beckett's fury manifests into a sudden downpour, rain hammering against the windows, threatening to turn into a full-blown flood. The earth beneath Ursula's feet shifts as Miles silently bends it to his will, creating a dangerous fault line primed to vanish her within its depths.

My power stirs in response to the chaos. An ancient, dark force rising within me, threatening to join the fray. This disarray is what my divine gift lives for. I close my eyes and force the darkness inside down, reigning it in with every ounce of strength I can muster.

"Enough." My sharp, commanding voice cuts through the pandemonium like a blade. Instantly, everyone freezes, their attention snapping to me. The fires flicker and die, the rain ceases, and the ground stills beneath Ursula's feet. The sea witch remains standing there, apparently unfazed by that pure display of power. Her eyes lock on mine, smug.

Miles is the first to recover, his expression hardening as he moves with swift precision. The steel wall of the bunker, directly behind Ursula, groans as it bends under his will, creating an opening just big enough for a body to fit through. Aphelion, noticing Miles' creation, sends a swift gust of wind barreling straight at Ursula, shoving her through the newly made exit. With a final quake of the earth, Miles seals the wall shut, leaving no trace of the entry point.

Katrina's eyes burn with fierce determination as she turns toward me. "Now that the trash is gone, I want answers."

A heavy sigh escapes me. I don't want to discuss this, not now, not ever. But I know there's no avoiding it. The truth is out, and I have to face it. I have to face them.

My magic hums within me, answering Katrina's call. I release some of my control over it, letting it flow through me and wrap around her and Samael. When my gift touches him, Samael jerks as if electrified, his body tensing. Katrina's hellfire roars to life, her flames feeding on my darkness, growing brighter and increasing in intensity.

"What is that?" Katrina asks, her eyes blazing as her flames lick the air, threatening to consume everything within their vicinity.

"That," I say quietly, meeting her gaze, "is my true divine affinity. It's the power that Ursula locked away. Your magic awakened it, calling it out of its slumber."

Silence falls over the room, heavy with unspoken words and lingering tension. I can see the questions in their eyes and sense their uncertainty. My chest tightens, and I know there's no going back to how things were before. Once they know the full truth, they'll see me differently and turn away. They'll be rid of me as easily as they rid themselves of Ursula.

Pushing down my fear, I swallow hard and tell them my truth.

Seven Years Earlier

"Luka!" My long-time best friend— now girlfriend— Heather, screams in delight when she opens the door and sees me standing outside. She's grinning ear to ear at the sudden sight of me, making me glad I decided to stop by and surprise her.

She grabs my hand, yanks me over the threshold, and into her home. "How's school? How's learning how to yield your powers?"

"I missed you too, Gorgeous," I tease, leaning in and giving her a soft peck on the lips.

When I pull away, Heather's face is tinged pink with embarrassment. "You know I missed you. I'm just so excited to hear everything about Divine Academy!"

Not letting go of my hand she leads me to her room, a path so familiar I could blindly find my way there.

"And I plan to show you just how much I missed you after you answer all my questions," Heather purrs seductively, guiding me into the room and locking the door behind us.

I let out a growl of approval before lunging and tackling her onto the bed. "I'll answer your questions, Vixen. Then I'll show your body just how much it's missed mine."

Heather screams in delight, and it makes my inner beast purr. The same beast that's terrified me since my twenty-first birthday. I push the darkness down, not wanting my inner turmoil to distract me from spending time with the girl I think I'm falling in love with. "So, what would you like to know?" I ask as I nuzzle my nose against her throat.

"What's the academy like? How are the teachers? Have you made any friends yet? Have you learned what your divine gift is?"

I can't help but chuckle at her excitement. "It's pretty posh. The students mostly come from higher-up families and stick within their own kingdoms. I doubt you'll have any problems fitting in, though, seeing as you're a direct descendant of the decadent Aphrodite, almost comparing with her in beauty," I reply, my breath hot and heavy against her neck as my lips graze her skin.

"Hmm... let's see…. what else is there?" I pretend to ponder, slowly trailing my fingers down her legs, causing her to hiss. "Oh, that's right, the teachers. They're fine. Honestly, they are a bit boring. Classes are pretty mundane, but they get the job done. And no, I haven't made any friends yet. My free time is mostly spent thinking about you and how long it'll be until I can bury myself in this again." I growl, cupping her hot sex, enjoying the small mewl she makes as she grinds down against my palm, the warmth of her core seeping through her jeans. She wants this just as much as I do.

Removing my face from her neck, I push up onto my forearms so I'm towering above her, wanting to meet her gaze. "As for magic..." I dip my hand into the front of her jeans and tease my fingers along her panty line. "Well, I've learned a few things, but what I really want to show you is a skill that I haven't put to use in a very long time." Moving her panties to the side and I let a finger glide against her bare clit.

"Luka," she moans, hips canting as she grabs my face and pulls me into a kiss.

As we kiss, her hands roam over my body. Upon realizing I'm still fully clothed, she grunts with disapproval and quickly remedies the problem.

Soon, we're both naked, lying side by side. We are in the throes of foreplay, her hand on my cock, my fingers curled inside her tight pussy, when a loud, angry crash comes from downstairs, startling us apart.

"Shit!" Heather hisses, bolting upright. "My dad came home early. You need to leave. Like right this second!"

She flies off the bed in a panic, hurriedly getting dressed. I'm not far behind her, scooping up my boxers and pants from the floor and yanking them on.

Heather's father never liked the idea of us being friends, but he allowed it, at least to a certain extent. However, when he found out we were dating, he went ballistic. He even went as far as threatening to ship Heather off to a boarding school in the Sky Kingdom if she continued to see me, so we pretended to break it off. Her dad was never the wiser, or so we thought.

Heather's door flies open as I pull my shirt over my head. Before I can even think to shield myself, I'm hit with a strong gust of wind that hurls me into her vanity. When my back collides with one of the sharp corners, I hiss in pain.

"Daddy, No!" Heather shrieks, throwing herself at her father, trying to get between the angry man and me.

"I've told you before that I didn't want this piece of shit near you. And it's high time this sack of trash learns a lesson on respect," her father snarls. He shoves Heather out of his way, not even bothering to glance at where she lands, as he sends a strike of air at me again. He whips my body continuously with his wind, forcing me to cower further into the sharp edge of the vanity as I try to escape the cold air slashing into my bare skin.

With each strike of his air, the darkness inside me grows. Each laceration that cuts into my skin sends the demon inside spiraling out of control. The beast is pushing against the walls I've built around it, shoving and pounding at the brick, trying to break free. As the pain he's wracking on my body builds, the darkness slips through the cracks in its cage and simmers just beneath my skin, waiting for the perfect chance to attack.

Heather's father slowly makes his way to my crippled body and grabs me by the throat, yanking me up off the ground and slamming me into the wall beside the vanity. "You're nothing, boy. You have vermin blood running through your veins. Your dad was a nobody, and your mother was a stain on society. You⁠—"

Her father doesn't get the chance to finish insulting me. In the middle of him degrading me my darkness erupts. It pours out of me, coating my entire body with its magic, before it reins havoc on the house, leaving nothing but chaos. Unable to stop the beast now that it's free, I watch through heavy-lidded eyes as it destroys everything within its path.
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Chapter Three
LUKA
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"Ididn't realize what was happening until it was over, and I woke to Headmaster Simmons clutching me in his arms. And then everything came back in a blur. Heather and her father's lifeless bodies were barely covered with threadbare sheets. The air was so thick with silence that I imagined I was drowning. I didn't even notice when Simmons took me from what little remained of Heather's home."

I take a deep breath, the memories of my past weighing heavily on me, but I force myself to continue. They need to hear this. I owe it to them.

"Everything that occurred was kept tightly under wraps. The council ensured no one would learn or hear about a Divine Academy student losing control of his powers. It was as if nothing ever happened. The events were completely wiped from history.

Even though I was old enough to care for myself, the headmaster took me under his wing, guiding me through the remainder of my studies. He tried everything to help me control the dark powers festering inside me, but nothing worked. Every effort failed. Consumed by fear, I retreated from the world after graduating from the academy and sought solace in Tartarus. I spent my days navigating the depths of Lilith's prison, a place that felt like home—like calling to like. Tartarus gradually became my refuge. It was the only place where the burden of my powers didn't feel so suffocating.

One day, almost two and a half years later, I heard Ursula's song while scouring the prison for any trace of information on Loki that wasn't available in a library. Her song ensnared me, drawing me in. But instead of feeling trapped, I discovered what I had been seeking all that time—a way to vanquish my darkness once and for all."

Finishing my story, I glance up at the heirs. Miles doesn't seem surprised and that doesn’t shock me. It happened on his territory. He was either 15 or 16 at the time, which meant Ares would've been training him to take his rightful place as King. It was probably one of Miles' responsibilities to help keep the investigation under wraps. He offers me a small, comforting smile when our eyes meet.

Satisfied with Miles' reaction, I let my gaze travel to Aphelion. He seems sympathetic. Noticing my gaze on him, he clears his throat.

"I may not have killed anyone, but I know what losing control of your powers is like. Right before I realized the mating bond had activated, I accidentally shocked someone I was intimate with. The girl I was with," Aphelion pauses, his eyes flicking over to Katrina before continuing, "well, let's just say I'm lucky she was born with the power of lightning. My magic tore through her body and lit her up like the night sky on the Fourth of July in the human realm. The smell of her burning hair still haunts me to this day. She was afraid to be around me after that incident but had to learn to forgive me since we were betrothed. I vowed to her it would never happen again and begged for forgiveness. Afraid of another power surge, I avoided all further intimacies with her."

I hear Katrina's sharp intake of breath and quickly realize the girl Aphelion is talking about is Hilda—daughter of Thor. My lips quirk as I attempt a smile of gratitude, silently thanking Aphelion for sharing his story before I let my gaze shift over to Beckett. The man who's hated me for so long—who has judged me based on the blood that runs through my veins. The man who I've just proven right.

Beckett stares at me, his eyes flickering with remorse. He seems unsure of himself, and I realize I don't want him to say anything. I don't want to hear his fake apology. I don't want him to feel sorry for me. After all this time of judging me, I realize that what I truly want is to hear Beckett yell at me. I want to hear him say how evil those related to Loki and Eris are. I want him to shout to the Heavens that I deserve to be locked away in the lowest level of Hell. Instead, Beckett's magic reaches out to me, feeding my tattered soul with the calmness of waves crashing into rocks.

"I think we've all been where you're at. When we turn twenty-one, these powers we can’t control explode from our bodies. Being the heirs to the kingdom— direct descendants of the old gods—we suffer from powers so strong that not even the elders understand them. Then the council sticks us with hundreds of other students, all trying to figure out how to control their divine gifts, and they don't expect anyone to get hurt. It's ridiculous." He sneers, his disgust for our leaders evident.

"All this time of knowing you, Luka, you've been an anomaly to me," he admits. "You seemed to have complete control over yourself and your powers, yet you were only a few years older than me when we first met. The young new professor was all anyone could talk about. You were everything I wanted to achieve in life but struggled to. I was jealous of you. So, I forced myself to see you like my father painted all Loki types. I saw you as my enemy.

Today, for the first time since meeting you, I see you as you, Luka. As a person with a past, a person who struggles. Someone who is like everyone else in this room. I can see all your imperfections."

Beckett pauses, taking a deep inhale. His emotions are all over the place, his magic causing a dark rain cloud to loom over us, but still, he presses on.

"Luka, you aren't the only one in this room who has killed someone close to them. During the winter break of my first year at the academy, I went home, like most students, but didn't return to school when the break ended. Rumor has it that I couldn't return to school because a war broke out between the townsfolk and the royals, but that is only partially true. A war did break out, but it was all my fault.

I spent the day with my best friend, Kirk, showing off skills I'd learned in school. One of my favorite water skills I learned was creating a tsunami. Above the water, tsunamis are easy to maintain. I can flatten my palm, and the water below will calm. I wanted to show Kirk, knowing he'd find it cool. It should've been a simple trick. Except it wasn't. Creating a tsunami underwater is a lot different than on land. I lost control almost immediately, the underwater waves growing stronger the more I tried to flatten them out. Each time I lowered my palm to flatten the tsunami like my professor had shown me, an underwater earthquake would go off and send more water spiraling forward. It was too late when I managed to release the water from my grip. There was so much damage; it went on for miles. So many homes were destroyed, and so many lives were lost. The destruction didn't only occur beneath the ocean. The waves from the tsunami crashed into these islands, causing a run-up of water over thousands of feet tall. I sank the entire island of New Moore. Realizing the extent of havoc I'd caused; my father tucked me away safely inside the castle. He didn’t want to see me punished, but the people were in an uproar; they wanted to see me pay retribution for the damages I'd done, for the pain I'd caused, and the lives I'd taken. My father wouldn't have any of it. He told me a king never apologizes for his actions and that an apology would make us look weak.

Our people went berserk. They started rioting and attacking anyone related to the crown. They wanted justice. Justice that they deserved. When I finally removed my head from my father's ass, I realized that he was wrong and that kings should apologize when they've screwed up. Without my father's permission, I apologized to the sea folk. My apology is what ended the war. I promised my people that I would gain control of my powers and fix everything I'd destroyed. And while I couldn't bring their loved ones back, I used most of my inheritance to pay for what was lost and damaged. I also helped coordinate an adoption fair for the children who'd become orphans due to the tsunami and resulting war. I earned my people's love, but I still carry their pain here in my heart." He raises his fist to his chest, rubbing circles against his sternum as if trying to soothe the phantom pain.

"Beckett, I…I don't know what to say," I reply, still shocked that he'd share such an emotional story.

"There isn't anything you can say, Luka. You can, however, learn from my story. Don't hide from your gifts because of what they've done. Embrace who you are and learn to control your divine affinities," he replies, smiling sheepishly, raising his arm from his chest and rubbing the back of his neck. "Oh, and if you could forgive me for being such an ass, that would be nice too."

I can't help the snicker that comes out. Once I regain my composure, I agree to give him another chance. Beckett is just like the rest of us. We are all lost souls that worldly points of view have torn apart. While he's only a few years younger than I, he's lived a pretty sheltered life in the shadows of his father. He's learning to view the world through his own eyes, and I can only hope he'll continue.

I inhale deeply, gathering courage, before I turn to face the last heir. The heir whose reaction means the most to me—my mate. Samael gives me a small smile, but it doesn't reflect in his eyes, and I can't get a good read on his emotions; they seem all over the place.

He steps forward, his hand slightly raising, before jerking back down to rest at his side. It makes me wonder if he wanted to reach out and comfort me. Gods, I wish he would've lifted his arm, grabbed ahold of me, and pulled me into his embrace. I wish he would've wrapped those strong arms around me so he could shield me from my demons. I grit my teeth and stare at his arm, resting by his side, as fear of rejection runs through me.

"Luka," his voice draws my gaze to his, and I'm mesmerized by what I see reflecting there. Empathy. He is somehow empathetic toward me—a monster. He offers me a small warm smile before he voices what's on his mind. "I can't imagine the pain you went through that day, but I hope what I share with you today will ease whatever pain you're still harboring. That girl, err…Heather. She was the first lost soul I helped cross through the Underworld.

It was my first time being on soul duty. My father said before I could rule, I needed to learn to talk to our dead and guide them through their afterlife. I'd been sitting there all day, bored out of my mind, waiting for a soul to come, when suddenly two souls came barreling toward me. The first soul was so black that I knew there was no saving it. I immediately flicked my blue flames at it, ridding the world of it. Solid black souls have no room in the Underworld. They're pure evil. Its companion was its complete opposite. The soul belonged to someone completely pure, not a speck of black tarnishing them. People are rarely so pure. It just isn't in our nature. Normally, our souls swirl with both light and dark.

When I cradled the newcomer's soul, her form began to take shape. When she was back in her spiritual body, she joked about me having my hands all over a dead girl. I was surprised by how well this newcomer was taking her death. I could tell by her spirit alone that she was young and still had a lot of life left to live. And when I said as much, she said she'd had her future read the day before. She'd hoped to hear that she would marry her childhood best friend, only to be told that her death was imminent and near.

The girl explained to me that her best friend had tried to protect her from her father and had lost control of his magic, killing her in the process. The girl's only regret was that she couldn't hold you and tell you she forgave you, that she wouldn't be able to tell you not to blame yourself, and that she'd never be able to thank you for protecting her. She went on to tell me about you as a person, and I was instantly struck with envy. I was jealous that I had yet to meet this incredible person she spoke of. I couldn't believe I was envious of a dead girl, but I strongly desired to meet her best friend, so I asked her for his name. She smiled secretly and told me she couldn't tell me who he was but that I would find out one day, as our paths were destined to cross. I never would have guessed that you were him–the person I've been dying to meet."

When Samael finishes, my face is soaked with tears that I no longer care to hold back. They're tears for Heather, a woman so pure that even in death, her only concern was for those she loved.

Samael closes the distance between us and cups my cheeks. He uses his thumb to wipe away my tears, and his skin, touching mine, warms me. "Don't you dare shed another tear," he chastises. "Heather would be upset you're wasting them on her. She accepted her ending. She was ready to move on. She didn't even have to stay the night to rest in the Underworld. Her soul ascended with the gentle melody of her laughter playing in the air. I've yet to meet another soul so willing to leave this plane."

Samael presses a quick kiss to my lips before stepping away from me. I'm so worried about facing my other fated, that I don't think twice about what the others will think, having witnessed such a tender moment between Samael and I. Knowing I can't delay it any longer, I turn my attention to Katrina, the only other woman to own my heart. The only woman to whom it'll truly belong. Her face is blotchy, and her eyes are red, and it makes me wonder if she's been crying this entire time. I want to hold her to me and offer her solace in my arms, but I force myself to stay put. I allowed the others to voice their feelings, so I'll do the same for Katrina, even if the distance between us slowly kills me.

"Damnit, Luka!" she shouts when she realizes I've directed my attention to her. She wipes furiously at her face before continuing. "You should have told me. You've had every opportunity to tell me. Hell, you could've mentioned something the first day we met. You knew my story before you met me. You knew I had killed my two best friends with a magical light that just burst out of nowhere. You knew I had a darkness to me, too, that I would be able to relate to you." She inhales sharply, her breath raspy as she chokes with emotion, crying even harder now. Her words are almost incomprehensible as she pushes through her tears. "So, tell me why Luka? Why couldn't you trust me enough to share your burden?"

I can't stand here and not touch her. Not while she's breaking apart in front of me–because of me. Striding across the room, I quickly close the distance between us. Sweeping her into my arms, I cradle her head to my chest, allowing her to listen to the soothing beat of my heart.

"I'm so sorry, Katrina. I never meant to hurt you. I've just…I've never been one to show vulnerability. I've hidden behind my walls, in the safety of my fortress, for so long. Opening these wounds and exposing my past removes every barrier I've put up. It makes me feel so weak.

And until recently, I refused to believe what was happening between us and Samael and I could be possible. I kept thinking that it would all be taken from me. Because I didn't deserve this happiness, and yet, at the same time, I couldn't risk exposing myself and losing both of you in the process."

Katrina pulls away from me, still sniffling. She lifts her head to meet my gaze. "For a professor, you sure are an idiot. We belong together. We were made for each other. Our destiny was written when the stars were created. You are stuck with me just as I am with you. In the good times and the bad, in sickness and in health. For better and for worse. Until death do us part," she says, quoting human wedding vows, swearing herself to me. "I'll help you overcome the fear of your darkness, just as you'll help me overcome mine. I need you, Luka." She lowers her voice, whispering so only I can hear. "You're the only one who truly understands the dark side of me. Let my darkness feed yours," she murmurs before standing on her tippy toes and pressing her lips to mine.

My heart flutters when our lips unite. I want nothing more than to devour her and smother her in my darkness, but right now isn't the time. So, I step back and put some distance between us, before finally speaking to the group.

"Thank you. All of you. Thank you for sharing your secrets and showing me I'm not alone. Thank you for accepting me for who I am."

After everyone mutters their welcomes, there's some awkward tension in the air. Sighing heavily and rolling his eyes, Samael walks right up to me, grabs my hand, tugs me toward him, and whispers loud enough for everyone to hear. “Now that that's taken care of, why don't you show me just how thankful you truly are?" he teases, his fingers trailing down the buttons of my shirt.

Katrina lets out a small giggle at Samael's antics before saying good night. "Well, with that out of the way and the wicked witch gone, I'm beat.”

As Samael pulls me into one of the spare bedrooms, I catch Katrina out of the corner of my eye, trying to stifle a yawn. And just before Samael closes our bedroom door, I hear her say, "Come along, Shark-boy, you'll be sleeping with me tonight."
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Chapter Four
BECKETT
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Ifollow Katrina into one of the spare rooms, unsure what to expect. When I stuck up for Luka, it wasn't for Katrina's benefit. I've accepted Luka for who he is, not who he's related to. I need to work towards earning his forgiveness and making peace with him. To keep this mating circle afloat we all need to be united. I refuse to be the reason everything falls apart.

"What you did out there," Katrina says, turning from the closed door and facing me, "was really brave of you, Beckett."

"I didn't do it to be brave. I did it to support Luka. I wanted him to know that he wasn't... isn't alone."

"I know," she replies, biting her lower lip. "And I want you to know that what happens next isn't because you've accepted Luka for who he is. I'm doing this because I want to. I've been craving your touch since you showed me how to control my water affinity. Every moment I'm not with you, I dream of what it'll be like when we're finally united."

I smile as I approach her, unable to bear the distance between us any longer. Catching her ponytail in my hand, I debate yanking it to position her lips toward mine. I know she wants me to kiss her, but I want to take this slow. Instead, I slowly take the rubber band out and watch in awe as the silver strands flow freely down her back. Once her hair is released, I step back to admire her beauty. She's fucking gorgeous, and I can't believe that right this minute, she's all mine.

I reach out to her, and she takes my hand without hesitation. Leading her to the bed, I take a seat on its edge and pull her between my legs. She's so short that we're almost the same height in this position. Reaching up, I run my hand through her silver locks again, digging them into her roots and cupping her head so I can pull her into a kiss. When our lips touch, it's electrifying. She tries to take control, but I don't let her. I don't feel like handing over the reins tonight. I part her lips with my tongue as I angle her face right where I want it. When my tongue slips within, I pull her further into me, deepening the kiss and smashing our lips together so forcefully her lips are sure to be swollen. But still, it isn't enough. I want more. My hands slip from her hair and travel down to the hem of her shirt, lifting it out of my way so that I can grab her perky round ass.

Once I've gotten my fill of her perfect globes, my hands travel back up her body. One hand wraps around her throat, gently squeezing it, while the other pulls on her luscious locks.

"Please, Beckett." She moans, pulling her head back and giving me the perfect view of her kiss-swollen lips. "I need…" she trails off, distracted by pleasure as I lower my face into her neck and start trailing wet kisses down her throat, gently nipping and sucking along the way.

"Yes, Darling," I growl against her throat, sending chills down her body. "Tell me, what is it you need?"

She withers against me, frustrated. "I-I need you to touch me. Please touch me," she begs causing my already stiff cock to tighten further against my jeans.

I smirk as I lift my head from her neck. "As you wish," I purr, releasing her, my hands landing on either side of her shirt collar. Grabbing the fabric, I stretch, pulling the thin material in the opposite direction, until it rips right down the middle.

The sound of fabric tearing pulls Katrina from her hormonal stupor. "Beckett!" she scolds. "That was Aphelion's favorite shirt."

I snarl the second my cousin's name leaves her mouth. That will not do. While she's here with me, only my name will be coming from those sweet lips. Her thoughts will be on me and me alone. "Too bad. He'll have to buy himself a new one," I growl as I lean forward and nuzzle my face into the soft flesh of her breast, taking one of her pert nipples into my mouth and biting down on it.

"Ouch!" she cries, trying to yank my head off her.

"When you're here with me, Katrina, I want you to be with me. I don't want to hear another man's name on your lips. If I do, you'll be punished. Do you understand?"

Her eyes deepen with arousal as she looks down at me, and she grins seductively. "Yes, Sir," she purrs making me wonder how far she'll let me go with her tonight.

I stand abruptly, spilling her from my lap. "Get on the bed and bend over.”  

She hesitates and looks at me questionably, but she must notice the heat in my eyes because she quickly recovers and eagerly bends over onto the bed. From this view, I can see how damp her panties already are.

"Do you want to play a game, Darling?" I run my hand between her thighs and trace my fingers along her panty line.

"Yes," she eagerly replies, wiggling her ass.

"If it gets to be too much, just say Apple Pie, and I'll stop. Okay?"

"Apple Pie?" she questions, shifting slightly so she can look back at me.

"Yes. I hate Apple Pie. Do you agree with the terms?"

"Yes.”

I give her pussy a small slap, causing her to jolt. "Yes, what?"

"Yes, Sir," she whines, wiggling her hips, trying to force my hand back on her cunt.

I lean forward so my mouth is pressed right against her ear. "Good girl.” I trail soft, tender kisses down her back before readjusting myself into a standing position. "Just to reiterate, when you're with me, you're not to say another man's name unless given permission. If you break that rule, you'll be given any punishment I see fit. As this is your first offense, and you were only just now made aware of this rule, I'll be gentle with you. Today, I'll only give you five spankings. Do you think that is a fair punishment, Pet?"

"Yes, Sir. It is," she replies timidly. Fuck. My darling girl plays the role of pet so well.

"Good girl." I run my hand along her ass, playing with the top of her underwear. "I want you to be bare when I spank you. Are you fond of these panties?" I snap the thin strap against her skin.

"No, Sir," she hisses against the sting.

Each time the word sir comes out of her pretty little mouth, my cock stiffens a little more. I didn't even know my dick could get this hard. Grabbing her underwear, I tear them from her body.  Her pussy is glistening with arousal, and I can't help but lean forward and run my tongue along its seam, eager to taste her.

"Gods," she moans when my tongue contacts her sensitive flesh.

I chuckle as I pull away. "Pet, I want you to count your spankings for me like the good girl I know you can be. If you do it correctly, you'll be rewarded. Mess up or forget to count, and we will start all over."

"Yes, Sir," Katrina eagerly replies, practically panting with need.

I place a small tentative slap on her left cheek.

"One."

I add more momentum to the second slap, this time coming down on her right cheek.

"Two."

The third slap is harder than the first two combined, and I make sure to aim it right in the middle, partially cupping her pussy when my hand comes down.

Katrina's back arches, and she jumps a little, but still, she remembers her count. "Three."

I spread her legs and aim my fourth slap against her inner thigh.

"Fuck! Ugh… Four."

"Just one more, Darling," I reassure her as I slap her pretty pink pussy.

"Five!" she screams, her hips rolling when my hand touches her needy little cunt.

"Good, Pet," I purr, rubbing her sensitive little nub. "Now, it's time for your reward.” Using my free hand, I spread her legs even further apart and lower my mouth to her mound.

Katrina is a withering mess beneath me when I greedily lap at her soaking cunt. Her legs are shaking uncontrollably, and she can barely hold herself up. I know she's going to detonate at any moment. "Not yet, Pet," I tell her, giving her beautiful pussy a soft kiss before pulling my mouth away. She groans with frustration. "I want the first time you come for me to be on my cock. I want to feel your walls clenching against me as your body is begging to be filled."

She shivers with anticipation.

Grabbing her neck, I shove her face down into the bed, causing her body to angle in the perfect arch for me. "Spread your cheeks for me, Pet. I want to see the moment your pussy eagerly clenches against my cock."

She eagerly obliges, her hands lifting behind her and spreading her ass, giving me the perfect view of her delectable pussy and puckered hole. I run my thumb against it, startling her. "Next time, I'll be fucking you here."

Before she can reply, I line myself up with her glistening hole, grab her hips, and thrust into her, pulling her body toward me until I'm fully sheathed inside. Katrina hisses at the stretch, but she mews with delight when I pull back and push in again. So, I continue the momentum, plunging in and pulling out, forcing her to meet me thrust for thrust until she’s squeezing so tightly onto my cock, it's nearly impossible for me to move. Even then, I don't falter. Wrapping my hand around her throat, I pull her up, forcing her to sit up, her back flush against my chest. My free hand wanders down her body, seeking out her sensitive little nub. When I find it, I squeeze her throat even tighter as I swirl my thumb around her clitoris, pushing firmly on her button, causing her to detonate. Her slick walls contract against my cock, as she tries to milk me. I embrace the bliss of the moment, enjoying the feel of her cumming against me—because of me. But I quickly withdraw from her body, not wanting this moment to end. And even though I've left her empty, I keep massaging her clit, letting her ride out her orgasm.

"Please, Sir," she moans when her pussy clenches against nothing. "I need more. I need you back inside me."

I resist the urge to push back into her eager cunt. I want her to come one more time before I fill her again. I want her to be putty in my hands by the time this night is through. Ignoring her pleas, I release her neck and trail my hand down to her breasts, gently cupping one in my hand, my thumb barely grazing her taut nipple. Each swirl around her nipple causes her to let out a soft gasp. As I tease her breast, the hand between her thighs toys with her clitoris once again, making soft, gentle movements until her breath hitches and a soft orgasm rolls through her body.

"That's my good girl," I coo before flipping her over onto her back and sliding back into her.

"Oh, Beckett," she moans, her eyes rolling to the back of her head as I fill her once more.

I keep my rhythm slow and my strokes long. Gradually building up momentum as her pussy clenches against me. "I want you to come with me, Pet. Do you think you can be a good girl and come for me one more time?" My breath brushes against her neck. "It'll make me so happy."

"Yes," she replies breathlessly, her hips lifting to meet my thrusts, eager to please me.

She meets each of my thrusts as I pick up speed, and her walls flutter against me as I swell inside her. "Now, Katrina. Come for me, now, Pet," I growl, nipping at her neck and rolling my hips.

"Fuck, Beckett. I'm-I'm…"

She's unable to finish her sentence as she’s sent flying off the edge in orgasmic bliss, pulling me along with her. I slowly pump in and out of her a few more times, drawing out our orgasms before I completely withdraw and roll onto my back, pulling her limp body against me. "You did so good, Darling," I praise her, stroking her arm and gently kissing her damp hair.

"So did you, Shark-boy." She raises her head, smiling back at me cheekily, before leaning in and placing a gentle kiss on my lips. "But for now, in case you get any ideas, Apple Pie. I'm sore and thoroughly sated, and all I want is to snuggle into my fated's arms and sleep without that weapon of mass destruction going off," she says, jutting her chin toward my cock.

But I can only focus on one word. Fated. Our bond is complete. If I focus hard enough, I can feel her affinities swirling within me, playing with mine.
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Chapter Five
MILES
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"Well, that's unexpected," Aphelion says, settling into an armchair, not ready to turn in for the night.

"What?" I ask, feigning ignorance.

"Really?" He raises an eyebrow, eyes drifting toward the room Luka and Samael disappeared into.

"It makes sense." I shrug, reclining in the chair opposite him. 

"How?"

"Katrina's mated to us, and we're all tied together by blood. Luka's also mated to Katrina but has no connection to us. Him being mated to Samael links all of us together. And Samael was aggressively protective of him after his weekend trip to the Underworld—the one he spent with Katrina and Luka. Their relationship, fated mates or not, isn't surprising if you've been paying attention." 

Aphelion humphs but doesn’t argue. I barely register his reaction, too focused on the sounds of Beckett pleasuring Katrina. My grip tightens on the armrest as I shove down the instinctual jealousy. This is their time together. It’s important they complete their bond. They both deserve one-on-one time. Still, I can’t help but feel left out. Katrina’s my girl—even if I have to share her with four others. But even that knowledge doesn’t make hearing them bearable. Pushing up from the recliner I head downstairs.

"Hey," Aphelion calls, following close behind. "Where are you going?"

"To work out," I grunt.

"At this time of night? No wonder you’re so jacked.”

Ignoring him, I jump on the treadmill and crank the speed to ten. Drowning out my surroundings, I focus on the rhythmic thud of my feet against the rubber belt. I run until my legs feel like Jello. As I slow into a cooldown, I sense Aphelion watching me. The nosy fuck is most likely pretending to lift weights while keeping an eye on me. We know each other too well to hide our emotions. And while he might understand what I’m feeling, I refuse to talk about it. As the treadmill eases from a jog to a walk, the fog in my head clears, replaced by a surge of power. Katrina and Beckett sealed the deal. Our mating circle is complete.

A slow grin spreads across my face. Now that she’s fully mated, nothing will stop me from sleeping in her bed every night. If the others want alone time, they can go to hell—unless Katrina asks me to leave.

Aphelion rolls his eyes as I head toward the bench press, a pep in my step. He stands from the leg press, coming over to spot me. "You sure are a possessive asshole. Maybe lay off the testosterone."

I snicker. It’s been an inside joke for years that I take supplements to boost my size. But seriously, my father is the God of War—it’s in his job description to be the biggest, baddest god of them all. I can’t help it if I’m following in his footsteps.

Halfway through my third set, my phone rings. Sighing, I set the bar down. I hate interruptions during a workout, but as an Heir, I have to be available 24/7. Simmons' name flashes on the screen. I’m tempted to ignore him, but he might have news on Brahma.

"Hey."

"Miles?" Simmons asks as if he doesn’t know whose number he dialed.

"The one and only."

"Everything’s taken care of here, but Hermes is asking questions about the whereabouts of the heirs and their fated. You need to return immediately before he gets too suspicious."

Fucking Hermes. I was hoping to enjoy a few days of peace in the bunker, but that’s out of the question now.

"Okay. We’ll be there in the morning."

"Before breakfast," Simmons demands.

Rolling my eyes at his demands, I end the call and pocket my phone. As much as I hate the headmaster’s orders, we do need to return. Katrina has to learn to control her gifts, and the academy is the best place to do that. Plus, I can’t wait to see the looks on our classmates' and professors' faces when they realize Professor Luka is bonded, and not to just one, but two of his students.

"So?" Aphelion asks as I grab a towel off the rack, wiping away sweat.

"Simmons wants us back. Your father’s little messenger has been snooping."

"Of course, he has," Aphelion huffs.

Checking my watch, I see there’s only an hour until sunrise. "Might as well wake the others. We need to leave soon if we want to make it back by breakfast."

"Since we’re working on her magic anyway, we should have Katrina try to teleport us back," Aphelion suggests, already heading upstairs.

I hesitate. We’re in a time crunch, but there’s no better opportunity. If something goes wrong, we still have the portal. "Sure. Can’t hurt to try."

Aphelion barges into Katrina and Beckett’s room. "Wake up, you dirty fucks!" he hollers, throwing open the door so hard it slams against the wall.

Katrina mutters something I can’t hear, but whatever she says must be brutal because Aphelion immediately backpedals. "No, Princess, I wasn’t talking to you. Mostly Beckett. I swear."

I chuckle as I knock softly on Samael’s door. Luka, already dressed in one of my suits and looking every bit the professor, answers. 

"Simmons call you too?" I ask.

"Yep. He said it’s strange that I disappeared at the same time as you. He’s fishing for information, but I’m not giving him any."

"Yeah, can’t blame you. Nice suit, by the way."

"Not like I had much choice. I don’t have anything else to wear," he mutters, cheeks flushing pink.

“Yeah, I don’t want to know what happened to your clothes," I smirk. "Phil suggested Kitten teleport us back."

"Good idea. As long as she can picture where she’s sending us, we should be fine."

That sounds a lot easier than I expected it to be. I wonder if teleportation is a skill anyone can learn. If all five of us could master it, it would be a game-changer in combat.

Luka purrs, greeting Katrina as she approaches.

She slides past me to give him a hug and a quick kiss. "Did you have a good night?"

"Always. Especially when you or Samael are in my bed. Though, if I had my way, I’d have you both."

Katrina’s eyes glimmer with desire. "We’ll have to make that happen again soon."

I clear my throat and Luka smirks. "Don’t worry, Miles, we won’t leave you out."

"As long as Katrina’s the fun, I’m in," I reply, voice husky. 

"Aphelion, why the bloody hell am I awake?" Beckett grumbles, stumbling into the hallway.

“Yes, Miles. Why are we up so early?” Katrina asks, turning her full attention to me, her arms crossed, and eyes narrowed in teasing anger.

“Let’s go to the living room, and I can explain everything there, Kitten,” I reply, grabbing her by the arm and pulling her along.
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Once we’re in the living room and everyone is settled in with a hot cup of coffee—Aphelion thankfully had the foresight to make while we were chattering in the hallway—I explain that Simmons called and notified me that our absence was noticed and that we needed to return to the academy immediately.

“Zeus’ messenger god has been keeping track of Aphelion since he started attending Divine Academy. Which means he’s been keeping track of all the heirs. Simmons is running out of reasons to explain our absence. Hermes is getting suspicious, and if he finds out we aren’t on campus, he’ll inform the council, which is why we need to leave now. Simmons wants us there for breakfast.”

“Breakfast?” Beckett’s brows furrow as he looks at his watch. “That’s in thirty minutes. How are we supposed to make it there on time? The portal isn’t even warmed up yet.”

“Katrina,” I reply, my one-worded answer confusing Beckett and causing Katrina to cower in her seat.

“Miles,” she whispers, “I-I can’t.”

“You can, Kitten. You’ve done it twice now. There’s nothing to fear.”

“Both those times were accidents. I didn’t know what I was doing.” 

“I’ll be there every step of the way. If something goes wrong, I can help correct it. Don’t stress. This is the perfect opportunity to start training your magic,” Luka says, taking on his professor role, acting as if this is nothing more than a normal lesson.

“Okay,” Katrina resigns, looking slightly less peaky.

Just from Luka’s reassurance that he’d be by her side the entire time she transformed from the timid ball she’d shrunken herself into, into a strong, determined woman. As I watch her seemingly transform before my eyes, I realize Katrina needs more than just me in her life. She needs all five of us. We each offer her something different. It’s with that realization, that all the jealousy that’s been festering since Katrina met my cousins expels from my chest.
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Chapter Six
KATRINA
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"Okay, before we leave, there's one other thing I need to do,” Luka says drawing all our attention to him. "As a professor of Divine Academy, I am legally not allowed to date a student. If anyone were to find out I’m bonded to multiple students, there would be an uproar. So, when we're around others, I'll just be Professor Luka."

"But what about your mate bonds?" Beckett asks. "If someone knows how to see auras, they'll easily detect that you're bonded to Samael and Katrina."

Luka sighs, running a hand down his face. "I've thought about that too. The three of us will take a daily elixir that’ll visually sever our ties. We'll technically still be bonded, but no one will be able to tell.”

"Will this interfere with our bond with Katrina?" Aphelion asks.

"As far as I know, it shouldn't, but that isn't a guarantee. With the three of us taking it, it's more likely the elixir will affect Samael and Katrina's bond. Since the three of you," Luka nods toward Aphelion, Beckett, and Miles, "won't be taking the elixir, it shouldn't affect your ties with Katrina."

The room falls quiet as everyone considers the effects of the elixir. I don't want to hide any of my bonds. I want the world to know my five men are mine and mine alone, and I want the world to know I am theirs.

Samael breaks the silence. "Everyone at the Academy already knows your magic has intertwined with Katrina's because you tried pulling her affinities to the surface. So, there's no reason to hide your bond with her." He pauses, looking disgruntled. "Our bond is the only one that needs to be hidden. I'll take the elixir with you. That should hide our bond, and we won't have to worry about it interfering with Katrina's."

Luka nods, the pain in his eyes mirroring Samael's. I'm still learning about this world, but one thing that's been drilled into my head is that bonds are sacred. They aren't meant to be broken or hidden. These men are making a great sacrifice so we can all attend school together.

"It'll just be during school hours," Miles says, breaking the heavy atmosphere. "I'll ask Headmaster Simmons to add an extra room to our floor. I'll tell him Katrina needs a live-in tutor to pass the academy exams, and that Luka is the best option because his magic can call hers."

Wow. I didn’t expect that solution to come from Miles. Of all my men, he's had the hardest time sharing. Beckett had to learn to accept Luka, and while Miles got along with everyone, he still struggled to share me. Miles and I met before the others, and he tried staking a claim on me. He wanted to be my number one—the one who shared my bed every night, who I ran to first, who trumped my other mates. When he learned, I wasn't planning to rank my mates or put them on a schedule, he withdrew, trying to hide his jealousy. His suggestion that Luka live with us shows just how far he's come. Reaching over, I grab Miles's hand and squeeze it tightly, giving him my biggest, most appreciative grin.

"If it weren't for our fathers, I'd say screw the rules and what everyone thinks and go back with our bonds flaring. But Luka's right. We should keep his bonds with Katrina and Samael a secret for now. We don't need to draw any more attention to our Princess."

Luka reaches into the bag beside him, pulls out the elixir, and procures two mini-shot glasses. He pours the elixir into both and hands one to Samael while keeping the other for himself. "Bottoms up."

The effects are immediate. The beautiful rope of blue fire intertwined with black fades away slowly before finally snuffing out, leaving Luka and Samael untethered and once again making Luka look like the misfit in our group. The four cousins are tethered by blood, and they're all tethered to me, making a perfect diamond. Then there's Luka, cast off to the side, his black fire swirling with my angelic pureness.

“Well, now that that's taken care of, let's head back to school." Luka's tone shifts back into Professor mode. "Katrina, we'll all stand around you in a circle, our hands touching you somewhere. Imagine traveling through a void and landing in your dorm's living room. If you feel lightheaded, take our power to fuel you. Lean on us. That's what we're here for. And don't worry. If something goes wrong, I'm here to correct it. Believe in yourself, as we all believe in you."

"Okay." I nod. "I'm ready."

Getting up from the couch, I walk to the middle of the room and wait for my mates to touch me. Miles’s protective arm loops around my waist as he stands behind me. Beckett cups my face with his hand, standing slightly to the side. Samael grabs just below one breast, standing on my left, while Luka stands on my right, their fingers brushing on my sternum. Of course, Aphelion, ever the jokester, stands in front of me, his arms looping under Miles’s and cupping my ass.

My senses are so overwhelmed by their touches—the feel of their auras mingling with mine, their scents blending—that it's hard to concentrate on appearing in the dorm's living room. Instead, I picture all five men in my bed, our limbs entangled, pleasuring and being pleasured.

My stomach lurches as we travel through space, but even that doesn't distract me from the vivid images of us together. When the pulling in my stomach stops, I’m a panting mess. The first thing I notice is that everywhere my mates’ bodies touch, mine is now bare—I can feel their skin heating against me. The second thing I notice is we've landed on something soft and plush. I open my eyes and see we’re all in my room, completely naked.

“Not exactly what I had in mind, Kit-Kat.” Luka pulls away from the pile first. My eyes drift across his perfectly toned body.

“So, what were you thinking of, Kitten?” Miles purrs in my ear, his naked body pressed against mine beneath me, his cock hardening against my butt.

Samael pulls himself from the dog pile next, and my eyes trail down his body, taking in his beauty. “I think I know what Katrina had in mind. Unfortunately, we don’t have time to explore her vision.” He walks toward my door, and I lick my lips, watching his fine ass move.

Luka’s eyes lock on Samael’s ass too. “Umm, yeah.” He shakes his head and jogs out of my room to catch up with his departing fated.

“Maybe we should skip brunch.” Beckett’s voice is teasing, and my gaze falls on his member hovering just above my lips. If I bend a little, I could kiss the tip.

“As much as I like the position, I’m in, we need to make it to brunch on time.” Aphelion grinds against me before standing up. “But next time, Princess, I’m all for an orgy.”

He winks as he walks out and Beckett follows, leaving me alone with Miles.

I roll off him and lie on my side, facing him. “Thank you.”

“What are you thanking me for?”

“For inviting Luka to stay with us. It means a lot to me.”

“I’d do anything for you, Kitten. I realize now more than ever how important it is for you to be surrounded by your mates. You need each of us, and it would be selfish to keep you from the others.”

“I love you, Miles.” I whisper the words, staring into his eyes, letting him see into the windows of my soul.

“I love you too. I’ve loved you since I saw you standing in line at my club.”

I want to stay in bed, lost in Miles’s gaze and my burning love for him, but Luka shouts he’s leaving, and breaks the spell between us.

“Ready to be the center of attention again?” Miles asks, standing up first and offering me his hand.

“As ready as I’ll ever be.”
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As we walk into the cafeteria, the entire room goes quiet—a reaction I've grown accustomed to. But I’m not expecting the murmurs that immediately break out once our classmates recover from the shock of seeing us. Whispers of our names float through the air, but I can’t tell what they’re saying.

"Do you want to know what they're whispering about?" Hilda asks as she and her bitch brigade walk up to us at the cafeteria entrance.

"Not really," I reply, brushing past her.

Even though I’m genuinely curious I refuse to rely on Hilda for information. Ignoring the murmurs, I head toward our seats in the middle of the cafeteria, intent on ordering something to eat. All I want is to focus on breakfast and getting through my classes. I was already behind before Miles dragged me off to his bunker; now I’m even further behind, and midterms are only a month away. I’m going to have to focus like crazy if I want to pass.

"They're talking about how big of a slut you are!" Hilda yells, clearly upset at being ignored. When I turn to look at her, she juts her hip out and crosses her arms haughtily.

I want so badly to keep walking, to ignore her and her comments. She’s baiting me, looking for a fight. But the way the murmurs cut off the moment she speaks tells me she’s hit her mark.

"What?" Aphelion hisses, turning angrily toward Hilda.

I try to grab his arm and continue our trek to the table, but he doesn’t budge. His muscles ripple with anger as he casts a death glare at the queen bitch.

"I said, Your. Mate. Is. A. Slut." Hilda slowly enunciates each word.

Aphelion takes another step forward, but this time Miles grabs him, stopping him before he causes an even bigger scene.

"Don't do anything stupid," Miles hisses. "We've got company." He juts his chin toward the corner of the room, and sure enough, there's Hermes—eyes locked on us, clearly eager to report back to Zeus.

"Fuck my father. I'm not going to stand idly by while this jealous cunt talks about my future queen," Aphelion snarls, yanking his arm from Miles' grip.

"Can't call her that yet, Phil," Hilda taunts, picking up on bits of their hushed conversation. With how much of a snoop she is, I wouldn’t be surprised if she’s related to Hermes somehow. "She hasn't passed her council test yet," she adds, smirking as she raises her voice for all to hear.

"She's my fated," Aphelion yells, his voice louder than hers. His aura swells with anger, shaking the cafeteria ceiling. Uncaring, he turns his rage on Hermes. "And you can go tell the council to fuck off. Katrina will be my queen, no matter what her results say."

Above us, a storm brews. Lightning crackles and thunder rolls through the now-silent cafeteria.

"And there he goes again," Beckett sighs, "losing his damn temper and drawing unnecessary attention to us."

Our fellow students glance up at the ceiling, caught between awe at Aphelion’s power and fear that it might collapse from sheer force. His divine affinities have grown stronger since we fully mated. The storm continues, the wind howling as napkins, empty chairs, and vacant tables are tossed about.

"Aphelion," I call out to my fated, grabbing his hand and rubbing my thumb across his palm in a soothing rhythm. "You need to calm down, Sparky. Let me handle this."

Somehow, I manage to use my succubus gift to zap his powers just enough to settle the storm. The cafeteria is a mess, but at least it’s no longer in danger of being destroyed.

"Sorry, Princess," Aphelion replies, turning to face me, holding my face between his palms. "I just can't stand hearing people talk about my most treasured gift."

I give him a soft smile, then gently pull from his grasp and turn my attention back to Hilda. I keep the smile firmly in place as I walk over to her, stopping only when we’re nose to nose. Fear flickers in her eyes, but she doesn’t back down. She can’t. If our generation—the future rulers of our people—saw her cower, she’d never have a chance at ruling the Sky Kingdom.

"And why would everyone be calling me a slut, Hilda?" I ask, feigning politeness, though all I really want is to spit in her face.

"Because you haven't even known the heirs for a month, and you've spread your legs for all four of them," she smugly replies.

I laugh—loudly, without shame. I hope I look insane. Maybe if people think I’ve lost it, they’ll stop being jealous of my position.

"Of course, I slept with them all. I mean, have you not seen them?" I gesture to the men standing behind me. "If you really want to know the nitty gritty, I even had two of them at the same time." Laughing, I toss my silver locks over my shoulder. "And what you and everyone else in this damn cafeteria don't know," I say, raising my voice so everyone can hear, "is how strong the pull is to complete a mate bond. You don't know how drawn to them you'll be. How you'll trust them with every fiber of your being. You'll undoubtedly know that they're yours, and you theirs. And you know what? I feel sorry for all of you. Especially those of you who'll never experience that bond."

Hilda looks flabbergasted, and I smile, knowing I’ve managed to shock her. A quick glance around the cafeteria tells me I’ve stunned everyone else too.

"So, I really could care less if you or anyone else wants to discuss how big of a slut I am. At least I have these incredible men who love me. What do you have, Hilda?”

And with those final words, I turn away from her and head back to my table—the only one still standing amid the chaos. I settle into my seat and summon my usual breakfast from the magic menu: a bowl of creamy grits, over-easy eggs, and a glass of fresh orange juice. My men silently file in around me. Aphelion and Miles take their spots on either side, while Beckett and Samael slide into the seats across from us.

Miles rests his hand on the bare skin of my knee, pulling my attention toward him.

"Spoken like a true queen," he murmurs, then leans in to press a soft kiss to my lips.

Aphelion clears his throat, and I glance over at him. 

"Err… maybe I should let you handle all the group discussions from now on," he mumbles, a blush rising to his cheeks.

I slide over and give him a quick peck. "It’s alright, Sparky. I’ll always need my knights in shining armor ready to protect their princess’ honor," I tease with a grin.

"More like making an ass of himself in front of the entire student body. And Hermes," Beckett quips.

I shoot him a swift kick under the table, but I’m not quick enough. He catches my foot, a smirk playing on his lips. His fingers crawl up my leg as far as his reach allows—which, surprisingly, is pretty damn far. I gasp when I feel the rough, teasing caress against my bare thigh. Samael smirks knowingly.

"The council will have expected that reaction, though. As your fated, we become fierce protectors when danger arises," Samael explains, his tone turning thoughtful. "It’s almost animalistic—primal even. We'd declare war without hesitation. Honestly, I'm surprised it was Aphelion who blew his top first. I had my money on Miles."

That gets a laugh from all of us—even Aphelion.

And truth be told, Samael’s words ring true. Of all my mates, Miles has the shortest fuse. It still surprises me that when we’re alone, he’s the gentlest of them all. I always thought that title would belong to Beckett… but Beckett? Fuck, he’s filthy.

Samael reaches across the table and laces his fingers with mine. 

"Since Hermes saw the four of us together—and now that all the drama's been aired—I’ll need to skip out on class, Doll-face."

I groan, exaggerated and dramatic. "Not another nickname," I whine. But then the second half of what he said hits me. My brow furrows.  "Wait, what? Why? Where are you going?"

Samael scans the room, making sure no one is close enough to overhear before replying.  "It’s the reason the professor and I went to Tartarus. We spotted Eitr in the Underworld. Freyja crafted a potion to destroy it, and we managed to retrieve it. We figured it’d be smarter to use the elixir than force you to rely on your… other powers."

"Should I go with you? Just in case the elixir doesn’t work?" I ask, unable to hide the worry creeping into my voice. Please just say yes.

"I wish, Toots, but you need to attend every single one of your classes—at least until after midterms. Plus, the council will be watching you like hawks. It’s better for now if you play the straight-A honor roll student."

"Fine," I huff, lips pushed into a pout. "But while you're down there, maybe figure out what you actually want to call me, kay? I can barely keep track of the million nicknames I already have let alone the constantly growing list you’re tacking on."

"Whatever you say, Sugar-lips," he teases, flashing a wickedly perfect smile.

The bell rings, signaling the start of class and Samael rises from his seat and comes around to my side.

"I’ll see you tonight," he whispers before bending down to give me a quick goodbye kiss.

As he turns to leave, I reach out and grab his hand.

"Wait… umm… before you go, I have a—err—favor to ask."

"What’s up, sugar tits?" His lips twitch upward when I roll my eyes at the nickname.

"I was wondering…" I pause, dropping my gaze to my hands. My fingers twist and fidget, picking at a nailbed. I’m not sure how to ask. It’s a big request—something I’ve been thinking about ever since Beckett returned, and Samael mentioned helping souls in the Underworld.

Sensing my unease, Samael gently cups my chin between his thumb and forefinger, lifting my face until our eyes meet.  "There’s no need to be nervous, Katrina. You can ask me anything," he says, voice low and reassuring.

"It’s just… I never got to say goodbye. And I—" my voice wavers. "I just want to make sure they’re not lost. That they found their way. I don’t know if they’d want to see me, but maybe… maybe you could find them. Help them along the way."

His head tilts, expression softening into confusion.  "Wait. What?"

Only then do I realize I never said their names. I was so nervous; I blurted out the first thing on my mind.  "Err… Jack and Jill. My friends from the nightclub."

My lip trembles at the mention. The last time I saw them, their bodies were crumpled, lifeless after my Heavenly Light erupted. I wish I could remember them laughing and joking. But all I see is the aftermath.

Samael brushes his fingers against my cheek, and I lean into his touch, exhaling slowly as I push away the painful image. I can’t change what happened—but maybe I can help make their next life better than the last.

"I know who Jack and Jill are, sweetheart. And… I’ve actually looked for their souls before."

I pull back slightly, blinking in surprise. "You did?"

"Yeah. Remember when I stormed out of the dorm the night you first arrived at the academy? I couldn’t stop thinking about you—or them. Even then, as your fated, I wanted to do right by you. I thought maybe if I could help ease their passing, you’d start to forgive yourself. But I couldn’t find them. Either they skipped past the Underworld—which rarely happens—or they already ascended. I figured it was the latter, and let it go."

"Why didn’t you tell me?"

I’m so caught up in our exchange that I don’t even notice the cafeteria has emptied. My other mates are quiet, respectfully silent—but the steady hum of our bond pulses through me, a steady reminder that they’re still close.

Samael shifts, clearly uncomfortable. "I didn’t have any news to offer you. And I didn’t want to bring up your friends when you were already hurting. Like I said, my job is to do what’s best for you."

"Please don’t keep things from me," I whisper. "I appreciate you looking for them, Samael. More than I can ever say. But if you could look again—just one more time—I’d be eternally grateful. Maybe their arrival was delayed?"

Samael chuckles softly. "It doesn’t really work like that, sweetheart. But of course, I’ll look. I’ll do anything for you."

I lean forward, pressing my lips to his, arms wrapping around his neck. "Thank you," I breathe against his mouth.

"Always."
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Chapter Seven
KATRINA
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When I reach my Demonology and Angel Studies class, I notice nearly every student has already taken their seat, the room buzzing with chatter. Thinking I’ll be able to slip in unnoticed, I slink through the doorway—only for the noise to die instantly.

It's a struggle not to roll my eyes. Everyone here is supposed to be at least twenty-one, but with how the gossip churns, it feels like I’m in high school all over again.

If they’re going to make it that obvious that they’re talking about me, I might as well give them a show.

“Hi!” I shout, waving over-enthusiastically as I turn to face them all. “Please, continue your thrilling conversations. Don’t let little old me stop you.” Then I flop into my usual seat in the front row, back straight, head high, ignoring every last one of them.

As I wait for class to start, movement catches my eye. Astrid—at least, I think that’s her name—slides into the seat beside me. I sense her gaze before I fully register where she’s sat, her stare burning a hole in my profile.

“Can I help you?” I snap, turning toward her with a bite sharper than intended.

“Where’s Samael?” she asks, unfazed by my tone.

“Why do you want to know?” I glare, jealousy tightening in my chest before I can stop it.

Astrid raises her hands in mock surrender. “Whoa, calm down there, tiger. Trust me, I want nothing to do with Samael. If anything, he should be worried.” She throws in an overdramatic wink for good measure.

Well… okay. Barking up the wrong tree, clearly.

“Err, sorry. Today’s been… tense.” I offer a sheepish smile before giving her a vague response. “Something needed Samael’s attention in the Underworld.”

“Ah, got it.” She shrugs like it doesn’t matter. “Oh, I’m Astrid, by the way. Sorry your rude-ass mate didn’t introduce us. I was going to be his intended—but for obvious reasons, that didn’t work out.” Her eyes sweep over me with a smirk, eyebrows waggling.

Okay yeah, I’m catching the cues. Hard not to. I decide then and there that I like her. She reminds me a little of Jill. My heart pangs at the thought of my best friend. I push the feeling back down. At least for now. I’ll think of her later when Samael gets back.

Plastering a smile on my face, I tilt my head. “Well, you’re definitely friendlier than the other intendeds I’ve met. So... is there a reason you needed Samael?”

“I heard something interesting from my mother. Something about an upcoming council meeting and a test,” she says it nonchalantly, but her gaze flicks to me knowingly.

Okay, fair. Given my vague answer, I guess I deserved one right back.

Before I can press for more, the professor arrives, and Astrid turns her attention forward.

“Good morning, class,” Professor Malakar announces, back turned to us as he faces the blank whiteboard.

He taps the surface, and words and images bloom across it—succubi.

First a lesson on Michael, now succubi? My professor is either onto me, or this is one hell of a coincidence.

“What can you tell me about succubi?” he asks, turning to face us.

“They use their beauty to suck the souls out of innocents,” someone calls from the back.

“Lilith was their queen,” adds another.

“They can visit you in your sleep,” comes from somewhere in the middle.

When the answers taper off, Professor Malakar claps his hands together, practically giddy. “Very good, class. All true—well, partially. Succubi don’t suck souls, exactly. They devour auras, or lifelines. Their favorite method? Feeding off erotic dreams.”

He begins to pace slowly in front of the board.

“Yes, Lilith was a queen, but she wasn’t the only one. Her sisters—Eiseth, Igrat, and Naamah—ruled beside her. They’re lesser known because their powers weren’t as strong. Lilith, as you might recall, was a fallen angel. Her sisters? They became succubi when they seduced the archangel Samael. The archangel our heir to the Underworld is named after.”

His gaze darts to me, then to the seat beside me. His brow furrows when he sees Astrid instead of Samael.

“And where is our Heir to the Underworld?” he asks, pointedly.

I want to ignore him, but Samael told me to behave. I shrug with faux nonchalance. “Not sure. Said he had business in the Underworld. And who am I to question the future king?” I emphasize the last word with a little too much bite.

“Ah.” His expression doesn’t hide his disapproval, but he moves on without pressing. “Lilith may have vanished from this world, but her sisters remain in the lowest levels of Tartarus. They lure lost souls to their nest—but fortunately, our king and his heir have kept them in check. No one has succumbed to a succubus kiss in years.”

As the lecture drones on, I tune him out. My mind catches on that phrase—the kiss of a succubus. Is that what I’ve been doing? Am I draining my fated?

They seem stronger than ever. But what if that’s just the illusion of power—an overclocked engine running on borrowed time. I want to ask more but I don’t want to draw any more attention to myself.

The bell rings, slicing through my spiraling thoughts. Shit. I missed the entire second half of the lecture. Sighing, I shove my Angel and Demonology book into my bag. At this rate, I’m going to bomb my midterm. Maybe Luka knows more. He might’ve even met my aunts during his travels through Tartarus. I wonder if he’d be willing to take me there. Would it be dangerous? Absolutely. But  it might be worth it. I’ll need to talk to the guys even though they’ll definitely say no. They’re ridiculously overprotective. Still, it’s worth a shot. Maybe I can sell it as a study trip.

“Katrina,” Astrid hisses beside me, snapping me out of my thoughts. “Beware the council.”

Before I can ask anything, she’s up and gone, vanishing into the crowd.

I stare after her in stunned confusion. I consider chasing her down but decide against it. Too many people would ask questions if I rushed down the hall after her.

Miles is waiting for me as soon as I exit the classroom. “Hey, Kitten,” he purrs, wrapping me in his muscular arms and pulling me against his chest.

“Are you ready for sparring?” He releases me from the hug and intertwines his fingers with mine, walking us down the crowded hallway to the gymnasium.

“Of course. Name any other time I can ogle my shirtless man while getting graded for it.”

“Your man?” He’s smiling as he pushes open the gym door. “Hmmm… I like the sound of that.”

“Well, you’d better. Because that’s what you are. You’re all mine, Miles. And I don’t share well with others.”

Not caring that we’re now inside the gymnasium, Miles’ smile broadens as he draws me in for a long, heated kiss. He only pulls away when the professor clears her throat. I can barely spot her over Miles’ large frame, but from what I can see, she definitely looks annoyed.

“Hurry and get changed,” she snarls. “There’s no time for dilly-dallying.”

“Geez, Herja, who pissed in your Cheerios this morning?” Miles asks, easing his hold on me, allowing me to finally free myself from his embrace. Now that he’s no longer blocking my view, I get a clear picture of our sparring professor—and she’s spitting mad.

“I don’t care who you are, Miles. Heir to the Earth kingdom or not, you’ll talk to me with respect. Here at the academy, I am your superior,” she growls, her upper lip curled.

Miles rolls his eyes in response but keeps quiet as he grabs my hand and drags me across the gym to the women’s changing room.

“So, what’s up with her?” I whisper once we’ve put some distance between us and the angry Valkyrie.

“The same thing that’s wrong with every woman in this academy, Kitten. You. They’re all jealous of you. Our mate bond is complete. You’ve officially removed all the heirs from the market. And there’s history between Herja and me. When we were together, I told her our relationship was purely sexual. But it seems even the toughest of Valkyries can catch feelings. Or maybe she always hoped I’d change my mind and make her my queen.” He shrugs, seemingly unbothered, as if he didn’t just admit to fucking our professor.

I shoot him a glare as I march past him toward the women’s locker room. Herja’s hatred toward me is all his damn fault. He’d better find some way to fix this or so help me.

“Five minutes,” Miles hollers, ignoring my attitude as I step into the locker room, the door swinging wide behind me. “If you’re not out here in five, I’m coming in there to get you.”

Even annoyed with him, I can’t help but chuckle at the overprotective asshole.

When I reach my section in the changing room, I’m happy to see Gertrude is already there. It’s always nice seeing a friendly face. And since I’m not alone, it hopefully means Hilda and her cronies won’t mess with me.

“You seem oddly peppy for sparring,” Gertrude says as I open my locker to get my gym clothes, having already slipped out of my school uniform.

“Just happy to see a friendly face,” I reply, hopping from one foot to the other as I struggle to get my Spanx on.

What the hell? They weren’t this hard to put on during our last class. Did I really gain that much weight while I was at the bunker with Miles? Pushing aside the dreaded thought of weight gain, I try to put on my sports bra and struggle to get the band over my breasts.

“Damn girl, your tits look like they’ve just about doubled in size,” Gertrude exclaims, watching me desperately try to squeeze into my way-too-snug sports bra.

“Here, try mine,” she offers, tossing her spare bra at me.

It’s still a little snug, but it slips on easily enough.

“If those melons are a side effect of bonding, I don’t ever want to find my fated,” she teases, laughing lightly as we leave the locker room.

She laughs even harder when she collides with Miles, who already has half a foot through the door, making good on his earlier threat.

Straightening Gertrude, he steps away from her and glares at me. “I told you five minutes—” he starts to lecture me about my tardiness but then his eyes do their usual perusal of my body, and he stutters. “Holy Heaven almighty, Kitten,” he preaches, his eyes doing a slow double-take. “When did that happen?” he asks, waving his hands at my breasts. “I saw your tits this morning, and they looked nothing like this.”

“And that, ladies and gents, is my cue to go,” Gertrude says, excusing herself and jogging over to where Professor Herja and the rest of the class are seated.

My cheeks flush. “I don’t know,” I mumble, slowly following behind Gertrude to the other side of the gymnasium—only upping my pace when Herja’s venomous eyes lock onto mine. Professor or not, I don’t want to be any more on this Valkyrie’s bad side than I already am.

As I walk toward the class, my mind swirls back to the little information I retained about succubi during my angel and demon studies lecture. Could my body’s feminine attributes be enhanced due to draining Aphelion’s powers this morning? Is my demon affinity growing stronger? Succubi are basically walking, talking, and breathing aphrodisiacs. And that glance I got of my reflection in the locker room mirror? It screamed sex.

Herja’s voice, calling my name and Hilda’s, snaps me back to the present. “Katrina, Hilda. You’ll be sparring with each other today. I can’t have Katrina fail her midterm because her fated”—she hisses the word, her lip curling in disgust— “is too easy on her.”

“I’ll gladly help Katrina out,” Hilda perkily replies, though one look at her and it’s clear she’s anything but.

I’m glad Herja chose Hilda to be my sparring partner. I’ve been waiting for a chance to knock this bitch down a peg or two.

But Herja is wrong if she thinks Miles goes easy on me during training. My safety is paramount to him. And while Miles never wants me to be in a position where I have to use it, he wants me to be excellent in all areas of combat.

Smiling to myself, I walk over to my nemesis, Miles following closely behind. I can’t wait to demonstrate exactly what I know in front of the entire class—while finally putting Hilda in her place.
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"Now that you have all been paired off with your appropriate sparring partner, I will go through the list and number each pair off. You'll come to the front of the room when I call your number and spar. As this is practice for the midterm, I will allow magic during today’s sparring events."

Miles gives me a worried glance. I shoot back what I hope is a reassuring don’t worry, babe, I’ve got this look.

I wasn’t worried about sparring with Hilda—in fact, I was looking forward to it. That is until Herja said magic was allowed.

I’m supposed to be keeping a low profile, and with my magic acting like it has a mind of its own, who knows what could happen?

"Are we allowed to use the full force of our magic?" Hilda asks, her eyes alight with mischief.

"As this is a defense class and my job is to prepare you in case a real war breaks out, I see no reason you should hold back," Herja replies.

"Herja," Miles interrupts his tone tight, "I don’t think⁠—"

"Miles," she cuts him off sharply, her voice like ice. "You’re not in this class to think. You’re in this class to learn to react quickly and without hesitation. You’re here to develop the skills to protect yourself. And even if you already know these things—as I’m sure you do—you’re still in this class because it’s a requirement to graduate from Divine Academy. Is that clear? If it’s not, we can always involve your father. I can summon him right now if you’d like."

Miles looks like he’s about to explode. I’ve never heard anyone talk to the heirs like that. So, if there’s one nice thing, I can say about Professor Herja it’s that she has balls—big, hefty ones made of steel.

I wait for Miles to respond, my pulse quickening at the thought of meeting his father. I’ve already met Hades, how bad could the other three be? Sure, they’re Kings of Gods, but I once met Oprah when she came into the restaurant I worked at. That has to count for something… right?

Or at least I thought it was Oprah. My coworkers kept giving me weird looks every time I pointed her out. But still. One of my mates' dads has to like me.

And from what I’ve heard, Miles’s father seems to be the most relaxed of the bunch. He’s supposed to have the calmest demeanor, which is saying a lot, considering he’s the actual God of War.

"Alright, Hilda. Katrina. You two are up first," Herja says.

Looks like Miles backed down. Guess I won’t be meeting Ares today after all.

Miles grabs my hand as I pass him. “Keep calm and focus mostly on defense. If you have to use your ability, draw your power from me. Don’t reach within yourself,” he whispers.

I nod, letting him know I heard, even though I don’t know exactly what he means.

Hilda’s already in the arena when I reach it. Her smile is unhinged, psychotic even. I know she’s going in planning to blast me with the full force of her magic and knocking me flat on my ass.

But she’s only sensed a shimmer of my abilities. She has no idea what’s coming. I’m a Trojan horse. On the outside, I look innocent—frail, even—with pale skin and a short stature. But inside? I’m a force to be reckoned with. I have a well of power I haven’t even begun to tap into.

I’m a stick of dynamite ready to explode and unfortunately for Hilda, she’s already lit the fuse.

"How do you think Zeus will react when he learns I kicked your ass today?" Hilda asks, her hands sparkling with lightning as she calls upon her divine gift.

"I don’t care what Zeus has to say. His opinion doesn’t matter to me," I reply, loud enough for the whole class to hear as I drop into a defensive stance.

"Girls," Herja sighs. "Let’s hear less noise and see more action." She waves her hand down, signaling the start of the match.

As expected, the moment Herja gives the go-ahead, Hilda launches a ball of lightning at me. I sidestep it easily, knowing she’s testing my speed. Another bolt skids toward my feet. I wait until the last second before moving.

She fires off five shots in rapid succession. Each aimed at a different spot. I dodge three and let two make contact. The first is easy. My aura devours it on contact, but I force my face into a wince and pretend it landed clean. The second hits my stomach and I double over, groaning, selling it hard.

"You’re pathetic," Hilda snarls, closer to me than I thought. I look up just in time to see her glowing fist swinging for my face.

I raise my hand on instinct, hoping to block her blow but I’m not ready for what happens next. Samael’s blue flames erupt from my palm, shielding me.

The class gasps as her hand makes contact with the flame. Hilda screams in pain, the scent of burning flesh hitting the air. She’s too shocked to move until I step back, ending the spell. The fire vanishes the second my body senses the danger is gone.

Herja steps forward to stop the match but Hilda’s faster. She lunges again, this time going hand-to-hand.

It’s a big mistake. She’s angry and anger clouds judgment. I see every move before she makes it. When she jabs left, I duck right and hit back with an uppercut—my fist glowing with Aphelion’s lightning. It lands clean on her jaw. But Hilda doesn’t back down. She throws herself into the blow, wrapping her arms around my waist for a takedown.

It's a risky move, my body could ignite at any second with Samael’s flames, but she’s past the point of caring. She wants to win. She wants to break me.

She goes for a leg sweep and I vanish.

In my mind’s eye, I focus on the other side of the room. A pile of gym mats and some discarded rags. That vision is all I need to teleport across the arena. Hilda crashes to the floor, blinking in confusion when she realizes I’m no longer in her grasp.

When she looks up, she sees me standing there, untouched. Fury quickly replaces confusion. The air around her crackles, charged with divine power. The windows rattle and the floor trembles.

Out of the corner of my eye, I see Miles pacing behind the barrier, and Herja raising her hands to call of the fight. Even she looks warry. Hilda’s one of the strongest students at Divine Academy. If she loses control, it could be catastrophic.

But they don’t need to worry. I’m ready.

Hilda’s scream cuts through the air as she unleashes her full power. The storm barrels toward me like a tidal wave of lightning and rage.

Miles pounds against the magical barrier I subconsciously threw up to shield the others. I can barely hear him shouting my name. Herja casts a secondary ward, but it fizzles against Hilda’s raw power.

I shut my eyes and inhale deeply as I reach for my bonds—each one connecting me to the men I love. Beckett’s is like soft rain, gentle and grounding. Aphelion’s crackles with electricity. Samael’s burns low and hot. Luka’s sparkles like sunlight dancing on water. And Miles? Miles feels like armor. Like nothing in any world could touch me.

I draw from them, each bond pouring into me, filling every corner of my being.

"Gotcha," I whisper, a smile curling on my lips as my eyes snap open.
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Igave in too easily. I should have tried harder. I should’ve fought against Herja. Who the fuck cares that she’s a professor? I’m the heir to the Earth Kingdom. Divine Academy falls within my realm, which means that stupid, jealous, no-good, rotten Valkyrie shouldn’t have gotten the final say.

I wanted to keep a low radar. With Katrina’s impending council review, I didn’t want to cause another scene. And I definitely didn’t want her first meeting with my father to be over a disagreement with a professor. When Katrina meets my parents, I want it to be on our terms—not forced by some underpaid, washed-up Valkyrie.

Am I being too harsh on Herja? Probably, but given the current situation, it’s no less than she deserves. Thanks to her jealousy, my fucking fated is now facing off with a very powerful, extremely angry demi-goddess. Fucking Hilda just called down the powers of her forefathers, and there’s nothing I can do to interfere. The shield Katrina threw up to protect our classmates is impenetrable. I’m using everything I’ve got, and nothing is getting through.

So here I am, forced to watch in slow motion as my fated stands there with her eyes closed, nostrils flaring, while an electric ball filled with the power of all the Norse gods and goddesses of lightning comes zapping at her, ready to hit her squarely in the chest.

I try to scream at Katrina to open her fucking eyes and move, but the words are stuck in my throat. My heart is racing, and it’s as if I’m frozen in time, unable to move. I think this is what people call panicking. If this is what they experience every time it happens, I truly feel sorry for them. It’s a sensation I never want to experience again.

As I battle against my body, begging it to work so I can scream at my mate to move, I feel something tug on our bond. It’s like a sharp prick of a needle. Was that my connection sensing Katrina’s immediate doom? Could the others feel it as well? Would they be here soon to help me save her?

Before I can even pray to the stars that they’ll arrive in time I notice Katrina’s aura shifting. It's glowing. The beautiful rainbow that radiates around her is now burning brighter than ever. The orange, yellow, green, blue, and black hues glow the strongest.

Katrina’s eyes flutter open, and I hungrily latch onto the sight. She’s smirking and I’m overcome with a rush of relief. Somehow, she’s figured out how to combat Hilda’s power.

The room, which had descended into chaos, goes still as we all watch in anticipation. The first divinity to expel from Katrina’s body is lightning—its magic so powerful there’s no doubt she borrowed Aphelion’s gift. The lightning is followed by a current of water that wraps around the ball of energy, the fresh, salty air coating the room in its stench, reminding everyone of Beckett. Next to emerge are Samael’s blue flames, the fire melding seamlessly with Beckett’s water.

My veins thrum with anticipation as earth flows freely from her body, coating the ball of divinities and acting as a paste, solidifying the powers into one. Then comes the tiniest flicker of black—the ball of infinite power morphs into two exact replicas of equal strength. Luka’s gift, the ability to mimic taking effect.

Last, Katrina’s angelic affinity shines through—a pearly white sheen that coats her magical orbs, uniting them again as one doubly powerful ball of magic.

When Hilda’s power finally reaches Katrina, it strikes the orb instead. Katrina’s ball of affinities inhales Hilda’s magic, devouring it the way a succubus would her prey. My cheeks hurt from how hard I’m smiling. I’m so proud of my girl. Not only did she use her angelic gift, but she also snuck in her demon ability too.

After absorbing Hilda’s ball of power, Katrina’s magical orb is now four times its original size, growing even more powerful as she thrusts it away from her body and toward her intended target. By the time the ball reaches the other side of the arena, its power is so fierce, its size so massive, there’s no avoiding it. Knowing this Hilda stands there—arms spread, head lifted toward the Heavens—ready for impact.

I’m mesmerized as Aphelion’s lightning dances across Hilda’s skin, Beckett’s ocean waves crash into her, Samael’s fire burns through her, and my beloved earth buries her within its crevices. This happens twice over, and things aren’t looking good for Hilda by the time the magical storm ends.

She’s no longer moving, and it looks like she’s struggling to breathe. But her pain doesn’t last long. Soon, her body is coated in the pearly white sheen of Katrina’s angelic ability, and the healing power of the Heavenly Light wipes away all the destruction and havoc wrought upon her. What’s left is an uninjured Hilda, peacefully slumbering on the gymnasium floor.

Only then does the impenetrable shield surrounding them fall.

As soon as it drops, I rush forward, sweeping Katrina into my arms and holding her tightly against me. I don’t know if I want to choke her for being so reckless or kiss her until we’re both begging for breath, so for now, I just hold her. I revel in the feel of her heart beating against my chest, my chin resting on her head as I breathe in her calming scent.

Our classmates whisper all around us but when don’t they? They’ll always have something to say about my fated. All I want right now is to live in the embrace of my mate.

Only once my nerves finally manage to settle do I ask the question weighing heavily on my mind. “How did you manage to control your gifts like that?” My voice comes out gruff from the overwhelming number of emotions coursing through me as I pull away and look into Katrina’s eyes.

“Honestly, I don’t know. It didn’t come to me until Hilda was injured by Samael’s flames. I could feel the magic waiting inside me, and I instinctively knew it would only react to my body’s cue, so I kind of winged it,” she replies. Her shoulders shrug nonchalantly, as if I hadn’t just witnessed the most terrifying moment of my entire life.

“Winged it?” I growl, my almost-soothed anger roaring to life once more. My fucking fated just put her entire life on the line on a fucking might work.

“Now, Miles, there’s no need for that tone. Please don’t be mad. I was never in any real harm,” Katrina says before turning and walking toward the locker room, not bothering to wait for Herja to dismiss the class.

“From where I stood, it looked like Hilda was trying to do more than just harm!” I snarl. I’m absolutely livid as I keep in step with her, following her through the crowd of students. Katrina won’t be evading my anger this time. Not when it’s deserved.

“My body,” she glances around and whispers so no one else can hear, “would’ve deflected that hit the same as it did the other two.”

She reaches to open the locker room door, and I slam my hand against the knob, holding it shut and forcing her to stay and hear me out.

“And pray tell me, Kitten, what were you planning to tell the council when word got out about the energy you absorbed and how you walked away scratch-free?”

“Miles, calm down. I’m okay. The council won’t know I absorbed the power because it never happened. That’s a what if type situation if I ever heard one. And we can’t focus on the what ifs. I am okay. All I’ve done is prove to everyone that I am your true fated mate. I’ve also shown that I can harness my powers without harming others. We should be rejoicing.”

Sighing heavily, I push down my anger and lean my forehead against hers, my lips touching hers in a quick kiss, before leaning away. “You’re right. Tonight, after class, we’ll have a celebratory dinner.” I let go of the door handle and push the door open. As she walks into the locker room, I swat her ass. “And then, as a family, we can discuss your reckless behavior.”
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Iwant to reflect further on Katrina's ability to use her divine gifts, but I don't have the time. I need to get to Simmons' office. To say I'm impressed by her ability to wield her powers the way she just demonstrated would be inadequate. I'm beyond impressed. I already knew Kitten was a badass. I mean, anyone would have to be, to be mated to my cousins and me. But fuck. This woman—she's something else. She's everything I could need and more.

As I leave the men's locker room and head to the headmaster’s office, I text Beckett to inform him he's in charge of Katrina's safety.

I've got a meeting with Simmons. Samael's gone, Luka can't do it for obvious reasons, and Hermes is busy trailing Phil, so it's up to you to pick up Kitten after sparring and get her to First-year Midterm Orientation safely.




No need to make it sound like such a chore. I'll happily escort our precious.




I want to fire off a witty response about yet another nickname, but I still need to check in on Samael, and I'm already five minutes late for the meeting I scheduled. I quickly shoot him a text before entering Simmons' office.

Let us know how things are going when you get a chance.




Instead of knocking and waiting patiently for Simmons to answer, I let myself in. It's a tactic my father taught me. If I portrayed myself like a student by waiting for his permission to be let in, Simmons would assume my request was that of a student asking for permission. But I won't be asking for permission. I'll be telling Simmons what I expect him to give me.

"Luka's quarters need to be changed. He's to reside in our dormitory starting today," I say, not waiting for Simmons to greet me. I pull out the chair from in front of his desk and sit, leaning back with my arms behind my head and feet propped up on his desk.

Normally, I present our Headmaster with some respect as a higher authority, but at a time like this, he needs to be reminded of who I am and what's at stake if he ignores me.

"That cannot be done, Miles," Simmons sighs, shaking his head. "Teachers are not allowed in student quarters. No exceptions," he replies, glaring at my feet on his desk.

"I'm not asking." I slam my feet to the floor, push myself into a standing position, and lean across his desk, hands on either side, boxing him in. To his credit, our headmaster doesn't flinch, even as I glare down at him, my god-like aura swirling in the air.

"And what would you suggest I tell the school board?" he asks, lounging back casually, hands folded and resting gently on his desk, as he awaits my response.

"Tell them the truth. Katrina is incredibly powerful, but she's behind in her studies. She grew up amongst humans under the pretense that the gods and goddesses were mythological beings. It's in her best interest, along with the other students at the academy, that she be given an around-the-clock tutor to access at any time."

"And when they ask why I chose Luka to tutor her?"

"Easy," I reply, sitting back in my seat, legs spread. "When Luka was trying to help her open up her magic, Katrina's magic called to him, and by the time he was able to get Katrina to rescind her magic, a bond formed."

"And there isn't anything else between Katrina and Luka?" Simmons inquires, looking at me suspiciously.

"Nothing that is of your concern," I sharply retort, silently letting him know this line of questioning will get him nowhere.

"Miles, if the school board or the council finds out I've deceived them⁠—"

I cut him off, raising my hand and silencing him. "The school board and council will know that the heirs made this call. There will be no repercussions that come down on you."

"I feel you should at least offer me some explanation. Heir to a kingdom or not, Miles, I thought we had a better relationship than this." Simmons replies, his usually moody grey eyes shining with hurt.

His comment and expression almost manage to break through my steel reservoir, but there's more at stake here than a mutual friendship with a headmaster I've grown fond of. "What did BOUA want with Katrina?" I ask, changing the subject.

Simmons hesitates. I know he's still upset about the entire Luka thing and wants to talk more about it, but there isn't time. I need information on the Bureau of Unaffiliated Angels immediately so I can start strategizing. I need to know why they're suddenly interested in Katrina.

I run my hands through my hair and loudly sigh. "Listen, Simmons, if I could tell you what was going on without worry, then I would. Keeping information from you is not only me trying to keep Katrina safe but also me trying to keep you safe. The council will stop at nothing to discover what is happening behind the scenes. They can only do so much to my cousins and me because we're next in line for the throne. Katrina is under our protection, so the council is limited on what they can and cannot do, but you are a free man. They can and will use whatever means possible to get you to talk. Right now, if a cyclops were to read your mind, they'd see you've only been given information that you've already willingly shared with the council. If I tell you more, and you don't release that information, you'll be treated as a criminal, and they will torture you."

"I don't know where you got your heart from, kid, but it wasn't your father or mother. Ares thrives on violence and the unnamable. He would've used me as a lure for the council and then struck them down while they were busy torturing me. And don't get me started on your mother. While the greater population believes she seeks peace, we know the truth. Athena's as ruthless as your father, if not more so. It's why you're her only child," Simmons says bluntly not caring that he's speaking ill of his current King and Queen.

"My parents do what needs to be done for the safety of their people, but the era of bloodshed is coming to an end. A new era is on its way. One filled with the passion my mother once held in her heart. I strive to be the best part of both my parents. Which is why I can't intentionally put you in harm's way.”

Simmons huffs a sigh, and I know I've gotten my way. Luka will be rooming with us.

"It is said that Brahma was called upon by Indra and told that Katrina, the mate of the four heirs, is not a goddess but an angel. An angel born of light and dark blood. A being who shouldn't exist at all. A being who Brahma now sees as a trophy," he offers, answering my earlier question.

I school my expressions, even though my heart is beating erratically. If what Simmons is saying is true, Brahma won't stop his hunt for Katrina. The school search was only the beginning; more will come.

"Why would Indra suspect Katrina of being an angel? And a fallen angel at that?"

"Now, this is just hearsay, but from what I've managed to gather, Hilda went home and complained to her father, right in front of his visitors, that a succubus who could use Heavenly Light stole Aphelion from her. Her father initially laughed at her and told Hilda to stop being ridiculous; demons would never be gifted divine affinities. Hilda then reminded him that fallen angels were considered demons, and they could still use their divine gifts. Thor, of course, ignored his daughter, but the conversation piqued Indra's curiosity. Wanting to be on his creator's good side, he immediately informed Brahma of their discussion."

"So, what now?" I ask Simmons, my mind racing as I try to figure out how to resolve this issue.

As much as I want to, my cousins and I can't take Katrina and run. Our kingdoms depend on us too much, and to run would be an admission of guilt. Besides, Brahma is rumored to be just as powerful as his brother, Jehovah. He'd be able to find us immediately, and without the protection the academy offers or the safety living in our kingdoms affords us, we wouldn't be able to escape him.

"Since your mating bond is complete, you could marry her," Simmons casually suggests, pulling me from my reeling thoughts.

"Marriage?" I scoff, raising a brow. Surely, Simmons has lost the plot if that's his solution.

The headmaster shrugs, a knowing smirk sprouting across his lips. "If she's married, she'll no longer be unaffiliated. She'll become part of one of your kingdoms."

"She isn't supposed to be part of one of the four kingdoms. Our fated is meant to unite the kingdoms as one. My cousins won't agree with Katrina only marrying one of us."

"Too bad there isn't a fifth mate," Simmons replies smugly, far too wise for the old geyser headmaster he pretends to be. "He could've married Katrina, and she'd still be able to unite the four kingdoms into one."

"Yeah, that's too bad," I mumble, not bothering to pay Simmons any further attention. My mind is stuck on how I'll broach the idea of marriage to my cousins.

"I can keep the BOUA away from the academy for the next two months at least. No one is allowed to interrupt midterms, not even the remaining original gods. But after midterms end, it's up to you to figure out how best to protect your mate from Brahma," Simmons says, offering me some allowance in my timeframe to get things done.

"We have a meeting with the council immediately after midterms. Hopefully, when our meeting is over, we can announce our intentions of the four kingdoms merging into one and crown Katrina as Regent Queen," I reply, thinking maybe one of us won't have to marry her after all.

"I'm sure you already know this, but make sure you have a fallback plan. The council won't be as easy to convince as one might be led to believe. Not everyone wants the four kingdoms united."

I nod in understanding before getting up and going to the door.

"And Miles," Simmons calls, stopping me as my hand reaches for the knob. "I'll grant your request and allow Luka to live in your quarters. Just try not to get him into too much trouble. I know he's an adult and no longer my responsibility, but I still want to protect him."

I glance over my shoulder at Simmons and give him a genuine smile. "Luka has more people in his corner than you realize. He'll be fine. I can promise you that.”
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As I exit the office, I glance down at my phone. It’s lunchtime, and Samael’s only sent back a thumbs-up emoji. What the hell does that even mean? Frustrated, I rake my hands through my hair. I hate emojis. They can mean anything—or nothing. I only use them for coded messages. Anything else and it’s a waste of pixels.

As I approach the cafeteria, Katrina’s laughter drifts through the air, light and musical. She's clinging to Aphelion’s arm, trying—and failing—to stifle her laughter behind her hand. Beckett’s hunched over beside them arms wrapped around his stomach like he’s in pain from laughing too hard.

Katrina's been good for us. I haven’t seen Beckett laugh like that since we were kids. Whatever happened his first year clearly left a mark. Guilt claws at my chest. I should’ve noticed. I’m supposed to know how my team is doing, especially as the future head commander. I failed him. But I won’t fail again.

“What fun am I interrupting?” I ask, sliding in behind them.

Katrina jumps. “Miles!” she scolds, slapping my arm playfully. “Don’t scare me!”

I settle into the seat across from her and take her left hand in mine, bringing it to my lips. I kiss her ring finger softly, imagining what my ring would look like resting there. She probably thinks it’s a sweet gesture, but it’s not. It’s territorial, plain and simple. She’s currently wedged between Beckett and Aphelion, and I need her to remember she’s mine.

“So,” I say, turning to Aphelion, “what had Beckett over here laughing like he’s about to pass out?”

“Oh, just a little gem of a video making the rounds. Beckett hadn’t seen it yet. If I knew who sent it, I’d dick them down right now,” Aphelion says casually, temporarily forgetting who he’s talking amongst.

Katrina rips her hand from mine and glares at him. He lifts his hands in mock surrender.

“Now, Princess, don’t be like that. ‘Dick them down’ is just a phrase. I meant I’d express my gratitude.”

“Well, you and your gratitude can express yourselves elsewhere tonight,” she says, scooting closer to Beckett and away from Aphelion.

Beckett wraps an arm around her, grinning as she snuggles into him. Aphelion shoots him a look of betrayal and Beckett just smirks in return.

“We’ve told you, Phil—know your audience,” I say, grabbing Aphelion’s phone and hitting play.

The video is a highlight reel of Katrina’s sparring match today, zoomed in on Hilda’s face every time she got her ass handed to her.

“I wonder who took the video,” I say casually, though my stomach turns, as I give Aphelion back his phone.

The council will lose it when they see this. Katrina using multiple divine affinities at once? They’ll worry about how much power she possesses. I was hoping the stories would be dismissed as an exaggeration. But video proof? That’s impossible to contain.

“Who cares?” Katrina huffs, still side-eyeing Aphelion. “We should be talking about the bigger issue here—like what the hell I’m supposed to do with these.” She gestures dramatically at her chest.

“What do you mean? They’re perfect,” Aphelion says, eyes zeroing in like a predator. “Now there’s more than enough for all of us to play with.”

I can feel her shift beneath the table. Knowing Katrina, she’s probably squeezing her thighs together. She clearly likes what he said, but she’s not going to let him off that easily.

“Down, boy,” she says, smirking. “You’re still in trouble, Sparky.” Then she turns her gaze on Beckett and me—hot, heavy, and full of promise. “But you boys can take them for a spin if you want.”

I have to tug at my pant leg to adjust the fit of my jeans.

Unfortunately, the cockblock of a bell rings, signaling the end of lunch. “Sorry, Kitten,” I murmur. “Looks like we’ll have to take a rain check.”

“Anyone heard from Samael yet?” I ask as we start filing out of the cafeteria.

“Not yet.” “Just the thumbs-up.”

Beckett and Aphelion respond in unison.

“He called while I was in the locker room,” Katrina chimes in. “Said he probably won’t be back until late tonight. The Eitr spread faster than expected. It’s covered all of Acheron River Village and parts of Lethe. He added a bit of Freyja’s elixir to the river, and it worked, but cleaning the valley’s another story. Without a water affinity, he’s struggling. He thinks if he can purify the Underworld’s water supply, it’ll help… but it’s slow-going on his own.”

“Why didn’t he just ask me for help?” Beckett grumbles, grabbing her hand. “I’ll walk you to Luka’s, Darling, but then I’m heading to the Underworld. Luka won’t care, and I’m sure he can whip up an excuse for my absence.”

“Alright. Let’s all meet in the dining hall for dinner,” I say, switching into strategy mode. “If Samael’s still struggling, drag his ass here. We need to be seen together at least twice a day. After dinner, we’ll all help finish up.”

“I’ll pick you up after Luka’s for Magical Enhancement, Princess,” Aphelion tells Katrina, giving her a side hug and peck on the cheek.

“I can’t wait to study you,” she flirts back, her voice smoky and low, all earlier irritation forgotten.

“I’ll see you later, Kitten,” I say, tugging her close for a quick kiss. “We’ve got some important things to discuss tonight in the dorm.”

“What’s next for you?” she asks, peeking up at me through her lashes.

“I’m free the rest of the day.”

Her scowl is instant and adorable. “Why am I the only one with a full day of classes?”

“Because you’re a first year,” Beckett answers, dragging her against his side and grabbing her bookbag off the table.

I wave goodbye and head toward the parking lot, set on my intentions. My cousins probably won’t agree with my plan—or the proposal to buy us time—but screw it. I’ll buy the ring anyway. Just in case.
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"What do you mean by I'm a first year?" I ask Beckett as we break away from the group and head down the hall toward Luka’s class.

"Ah. I guess we haven't had time to talk about school and whatnot," Beckett replies sheepishly. "I'm the oldest—twenty-five. I should’ve graduated last year, but as you know, I took a year off to recuperate after the events in the Water Kingdom. So now, Miles and I are both fourth years. We only have to attend one subject for our major and one magical class for our minor.

Miles is majoring in Sparring since he’s the son of the God and Goddess of War. His minor, like mine, is magical studies since he has an Earth affinity. I’m taking a Hydrology enhancement class that isn’t available to first years. Remember when I took you to practice your water skills? That was one of the weekly tutoring sessions I help with—which, yes, is technically voluntary. But I’m not the saint people think I am. I tutor water wielders because I want only the strongest in my kingdom. I don’t want a repeat of the... incident."

"So that makes Miles twenty-four?" I ask, baffled that I’ve given these men my body and heart and practically signed my life over to them—yet had no idea how old they were.

"Yeah, he’s a few months short of being a full year younger than me. Then there's Samael. He’s in his third year and twenty-three. He’s practically ruled the Underworld since he was old enough to be left alone, but his father can’t officially step down until Samael graduates from Divine Academy—or so we’ve been told. As a third year, he’s required to attend Magical Enhancement classes. He’s majoring in Angelic and Demonic Studies since he’ll deal with demons daily, and he’s still undecided on his minor. He’s also on a two-class-per-day schedule.

That leaves Aphelion. He’s the baby—only twenty-two and in his second year. He’s on a three-class-a-day schedule and hasn’t started his major coursework yet. He tested out of Magical Enhancement, which is why he’s not required to take it and why he just pops in as a guest. And sometimes, to get my daily exercise, I’ll join him in Sparring."

These men are incredible. I still can’t believe that I’m their mate—the same girl practically failing A&D Studies and struggling to enhance her magic. At least I’m acing Sparring—thanks to Miles’ coaching. I think I’m doing okay in Magical Studies... but who really knows. At least I’ll have Luka to help with that. I guess shagging the professor has some perks.

"You said you can't inherit the throne until you've completed your studies here at DA, but I’ve heard you all talk about forcing your parents to abdicate. Wouldn’t that leave the throne open for anyone to take?" I ask, curious about how things might go if the council meeting doesn’t end in our favor.

"Passing over the throne is different from a forced takeover," Beckett explains. "If we beat our parents in a duel for the throne, it automatically becomes ours. As heirs, the throne is our birthright, so it can be passed down once we come of age. Coming of age in the divine kingdoms is said to mean graduating from Divine Academy but Luka’s researching that. Hades made some cryptic comments this summer that suggest otherwise."

So, they literally meant forcing their parents' hand.

I can’t imagine making my fated fight their families for me. I’m not that special. Being their mate shouldn’t come with this much pain. They shouldn’t have to hurt the ones they love just to protect me. I won’t let them. I’m going to pass the council’s inspection—and I’ll make damn sure my mates inherit their thrones peacefully.

When we reach Luka’s classroom, Beckett leads me to my seat, sets my bookbag on my desk, then leans in and kisses me goodbye.

“I’ll see you at dinner. Please try to behave, Darling,” he whispers, tucking a lock of hair behind my ear.

“It’s not my fault trouble always seems to find me,” I hiss back, resisting the urge to roll my eyes. He chuckles and makes his way to Luka’s desk, where my other beautiful, mysterious mate stands facing the wall, scribbling something in a language I don’t understand.

Okay, maybe it’s English, but it looks foreign to me. Fantastic. Yet another class I’m going to be completely lost in.

Beckett leans in and murmurs something to Luka, who barely nods in acknowledgment, eyes still on the chalkboard. I try not to stare at Luka’s ass—but holy fuck, he looks sinful in Samael’s suit. All I can think about is getting him out of it.

Of course, Luka hears my thoughts and when he turns to face me, his eyes are ablaze with desire.

When the bell chimes, Luka looks away from me and addresses the room full of students. He recaps the previous lesson and announces that midterms are two weeks away. Today, we’ll review how to cast a simple protection shield, and each student will perform the spell in front of the class while Luka hurls an object at them.

I just did this earlier in sparring so it should be easy-peasy. As long as I can call my magic to me.

“Katrina,” Luka calls, voice sharp and commanding, “since you’ve missed so much class, you’ll need to practice with me in the confinement room, first.”

There’s laughter following his statement—likely from Hilda’s followers—but with one sharp look from Luka, the room falls silent.

“The rest of you, continue to practice your shields. And don’t forget just because I’m not watching doesn’t mean I can’t see who’s slacking off.”

He beckons me toward the attached room, and I try not to skip with joy. Instead, I shuffle in, keeping my eyes glued to the floor.

Luka slams the door behind us, feigning irritation, then waves his hand over the room. Blue magic jets from his fingertips.

“Silencing charm,” he whispers before grabbing me around the waist and lifting me. I instinctively wrap my legs around him as he slams me against the wall and kisses me hungrily.

I melt into his mouth. His lips are frantic, demanding. He trails kisses down my neck as my fingers fumble to undo the damn buttons on his shirt. It’s taking too long, so I slide my hands under his shirt instead, running my fingers along the firm ridges of his torso.

Luka, apparently, is better at undressing than I am. He already has me halfway out of my blouse, freeing my annoyingly large breasts to his mouth and tongue. His eyes widen at their size, but he’s too busy suckling to comment.

His hands knead my ass as I squirm against him, wet and wanting.

“Please, Luka,” I moan softly against his neck. “I need you.”

He doesn’t hesitate. Pushing my panties aside, he slides two fingers into me and pumps with skill and speed. My hands fumble to undo his zipper, desperate to feel him.

Just as I’m about to come, he pulls his fingers out, aligns himself, and thrusts into me in one swift stroke. The sudden fullness shatters me. I cry out as I cum hard, clenching tightly around him. Luka groans but doesn’t slow, pounding into me with relentless intensity.

Before I’ve even recovered from the first orgasm, the second crashes into me, and this time, he follows me over the edge.

“Fuck,” Luka groans, slowly pulling out before gently setting me on my feet.

“Fuck is an understatement, Professor,” I reply breathlessly.

He chuckles, wrapping me in his arms and kissing me softly. “Definitely an understatement, Kit-Kat.”

“Why Kit-Kat?” I ask, trying to straighten my school uniform and make myself look like I hadn’t just been ravished by my hot professor.

“Because I’m addicted to you as much as I am to the candy,” he replies, fixing the buttons on his shirt and adjusting his sleeves.

“So, is this where you take all your female students? Or just the lucky ones?”

“Only you. I didn’t realize how hard it would be to be away from you—and Samael—all day until I heard your voice when you walked into the room with Beckett. I wanted to take you right then and there and submerge myself in everything that is you. Which is why I was staring so hard at the chalkboard.”

“Well, I’m glad you gave in to temptation,” I tease, plopping down at a nearby table. “But we really should study something before I fail my favorite professor’s class.”

“Read and memorize up to chapter ten,” Luka says, slipping effortlessly back into professor mode. “I’m going to test half the class. When I return, I’ll expect you to have grasped the shielding concept, and I’ll bring you to the front to test your abilities.”

“But—”

“No buts, Katrina. I haven’t had a student fail my class, and I’m not about to start.”

I can’t help but roll my eyes as he leaves the room, shutting the door softly behind him. So much for fucking the professor and getting an easy A.
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LUKA
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Concentrating in class is proving difficult. While I should be focusing on the students' abilities to perform a basic shield, my mind keeps wandering to the back room.

I chuck a ball of harmless sludge at Kayla. She's one of my remedial students. She's just barely made the cut-off for Divine Academy due to her divine blood being so washed out. Her magical affinities are abysmal at best. As I throw the sludge, I can tell that Kayla's shield won't hold up. I am surprised when her shield starts absorbing the sludge and making it grow around her, wrapping her in its sticky mess. How the hell did she manage to mess that up so terribly?

I purse my lips and try not to sigh. Kayla is already in her second year at DA. If she doesn't learn how to make a proper shield this year, the school will kick her out, and she'll lose what little bit of divine affinity she has. But as I told Katrina earlier, I haven't had a student fail my course yet, and I'm not about to start now.

"Kayla, I'll see you at 8 AM sharp on Saturday morning for extra preparation for your midterm," I inform her, not bothering to let her know what her grade would be if this example were her actual midterm. There's no need to point out she's failing—she already knows.

"Yes, Professor Luka," she mumbles before hurrying back to her desk in the back corner of the room. I'll need to change her seating assignment for future classes. Only the more advanced students can sit in the back of the class.

"Kayla," I call after her retreating figure.

“Yes, Professor?" she timidly squeaks.

"Next class, I'd like you to sit in the front row."

There are a few chuckles from the back row, but when I glare at them, they cease immediately. I take note of the students laughing, and I already know how I will use them as examples.

"Yes, Professor," Kayla groans, sulking up the remaining steps.

"Aella," I call to the resident of the Sky Kingdom, "I'd like you to perform in front of the class now."

"Of course, Professor Luka," she purrs, not worried in the slightest about failing this lesson.

Aella is among the few who laughed at Kayla, and I'm going to use her to demonstrate to the class why you should always think before acting.

"Cast your shield, please," I reply, my facial expression mimicking that of a bored professor who can't wait until class ends.

Aella casts her shield effortlessly. A quick glance at it shows no immediate weaknesses in her spell and that her shield will be hard to penetrate, but she's forgotten one crucial step. She used her core magic, her divine gift provided by the Sky Kingdom, to create her shield. Core magic has weaknesses, and I know that Aella's core magic derives from the wind. This time, instead of sludge, I summon a ball of fire and toss it at Aella's shield. Her shield quickly disintegrates under the flames of my fire, and Aella only has seconds to react before the flames kiss her skin. She quickly throws up a wall of water, and while her water magic is weak, it's still effective enough to extinguish my flames.

"And that, dear students, is a reminder to manifest the correct shield. We aren't focusing on your core magic in this class. That's what your magical enhancement classes are for. In my class, you're studying and learning the different types of divine powers and how to hone the skills necessary to use all power sources. When I tell you to use a shield, I do not want you to use your core magic. I want you to focus on creating a shield from nothing. I want you to use the invisible force surrounding your body. Aella, if this were your mid-term, you would have failed. I expect to see you for extra tutoring Saturday morning."

"Yes, Professor," she grumbles, her face bright red with embarrassment.

"And if anyone else feels the need to laugh at a classmate's performance, please make your way down to the front of the class so you can demonstrate your shielding capabilities."

I look toward the group in the back—the students who think they're at the top of the world just because their parents are big shots—which Aella belongs to. No one utters a word. Their expressions are stoic as they stare at me, waiting for further instruction.

I run a few more students through their practice tests and am surprised by how much effort they’re putting into making their shields impenetrable. They wouldn’t hold up in close combat, but if their attacker attacked from a distance, the shield would give them the necessary protection to keep them safe. Hopefully, another war won't break out, and this lesson will just be an unnecessary precaution.

The war against the Titans lasted far too long and wreaked havoc throughout the Earth Kingdom. First, there was Pompeii—the mass destruction of an entire city caused by the titan Prometheus and his fire affinity. The humans blame Mount Vesuvius's erupting, but our ancestors know better. All those lives were lost because of a civil dispute between Zeus, his brothers, and their father, Cronus.

The war raged on for years, and Pompeii wasn't the only casualty covered up by natural disasters. While Cronus and his titans are responsible for many disasters, they aren't the only ones to blame. Our ancestors tell stories of Poseidon causing the Haiphong Typhoon in 1881 and the Coringa cyclone in 1839 when he battled against his uncle, Oceanus, before finally defeating him in 1887 after causing the Yellow River to flood. Over two million innocent humans died that day, but Poseidon celebrates it as a day of joy—the day the people of the future Water kingdom were set free, their so-called Independence Day.

The war continued for almost a millennium, only stopping when Zeus finally defeated Cronus in 1896 during what humans now call the Sanriku earthquake. Ares brought on the earthquake, which eventually turned into a tidal wave, sweeping Cronus into the ocean waters, where Zeus electrocuted him. The metals from the earth contaminated the seawater, making it the perfect conduit for electrocution.

The thought of the heirs taking the throne from their fathers terrifies me. With the divine powers spread between the heirs and the powers their fathers share, it could mean the end of at least the Earth Kingdom and, more than likely, the Water and Underworld Kingdoms too. The Sky Kingdom would be safe from destruction. Jehovah made it impenetrable because it was the original entrance into Heaven. Tartarus would also likely survive the mass destruction. But even still, I can't help but think of all the lives that will be lost if it comes down to it if the council rules against Katrina.

Shit, Kit-Kat. I let myself wallow in thoughts of a possible war and forgot to grab her from the other room.

"Bjorn," I bark to the student closest to the training room. "Please let Katrina know that I request her presence at the front of the class."

"Yes, Professor Luka," Bjorn replies, jumping from his desk to follow my command.

My heart races when Katrina walks out of the room. Were her breasts always that large? They are barely contained in her button-up shirt, and her long legs glide down the center aisle. All the male students' heads—and even some female students'—follow her as she walks toward my desk, lust radiating off them like a cat in heat, proving that Katrina is the daughter of Lilith. And like her mother, she charms and seduces everyone wherever she goes.

Before she reaches my desk, I feel her power caressing me, her dark aura calling mine out to play. I quickly throw up my shield—a shield of purity that Simmons taught me to cast when I was younger—blocking Katrina's powers from intermingling with mine.

We don't need the older students to see how strong our magical connection is, and I don't need the power of death and destruction lying dormant inside me to run rampant.

"Professor Luka," Katrina says with a smile, her voice a lovely melody caressing my ears.

"Katrina," I reply, keeping my tone professional and addressing her like any student. "I believe you've had adequate time to learn the basics of shield casting. I'd like you to demonstrate your capabilities in front of the class. It's important that we understand both the weaknesses and strengths of those around us as a whole."

Katrina fiddles with her clasped hands. I can tell she's nervous, but I completely believe she can control her divine powers enough to avoid harming her fellow students.

"Umm... I'm not sure, Professor. Divine powers terrify me. I can't let these uncontrollable abilities hurt someone again... I—I can't do it," Katrina says, gulping back tears.

I want to take her in my arms and cradle her and tell her everything will be okay. I want to comfort her and ease her into using her gifts, but right now, I'm her teacher, not her mate. I steel myself as I look down at her, my voice laced with authority as I tell her she doesn't have a choice.

She flinches at my tone, and I can't help but soften my voice, just a hair. "My students will never be put in harm's way. A protective barrier starts right before the first row of seats and covers the entirety of the room, leaving only this small platform surrounding my desk unprotected."

Some of the fear leaves Katrina's face as she steps closer to my desk before throwing up a basic protective shield that offers her no real protection. Knowing that my abilities won't harm her, I send a black cloud of darkness her way. Unlike the sludge I threw at Kayla or the fire at Aella, this magic takes the form of trickery. It pretends Katrina's shield is working before it wraps itself around it, squeezing like a boa constrictor, strangling its prey, forcefully popping the shield, and attaching itself to her body, making her unable to move.

As I let my divine power flow from my body, sending it toward Katrina, I watch in amazement as her shield morphs, her instincts calling upon her divine power to protect her. My magic evaporates before it even comes close to touching her shield. Captivated, I send another magic ball toward her, drawing power directly from the earth. Once again, her shield shifts, calling on her water affinity to protect her. The power blessed with the earth's magic washes away, never coming close to striking her.

"Katrina, your shield work is impressive. I've never come across anyone who can morph the magic their shield uses after putting it up."

"Perhaps it's because I am the true fated mate of the heirs to the four kingdoms," Katrina says, staring into my eyes, her unspoken words clear as day: and mated to the heir of the Kingdom of Darkness.

Murmurs spread through the room as the other students watch our interaction. Dade, the son of a council member, speaks the loudest.

"Professor, perhaps we should test Katrina's claim. If her shield works this way because she is mated to Miles and his cousins, then no harm will come to her if the four strongest students in the class and Bjorn attack her simultaneously with our divine gifts."

Dade deliberately separates Bjorn from the group, emphasizing that he isn't part of their clique. Like me, Bjorn is a chaos type, facing ridicule and judgment from his classmates for being different. It angers me that Loki never took the throne of Tartarus. If he had, things would be different for his descendants.

"I don't know..." I say, unsure of having five powerful students attack my mate at once, but Katrina interrupts me.

"If it will help prove what's already been told and proven repeatedly, then I'll happily allow it," Katrina says. "Under one condition. My magic is still volatile. I want Professor Luka to create a barrier spell allowing only your magic to pass through. I don't want to lose control and have my abilities harm you. I am not willing to put others' lives in danger to prove a point."

I glance at Katrina, noting the stubborn determination on her face. She wants this. No, she needs this. She needs to prove she's worthy of being mated to the future rulers of the Heavenly Kingdoms. Kit-Kat has to prove she'll be a strong leader and a trustworthy queen.

"Okay," I reply. "As I said earlier, it's important to know the weaknesses and strengths of those around you, so we'll use this as a learning lesson. For those not participating, watch closely and take notes on what happens. I'll expect an essay on my desk from all of you at the start of our next class." The students groan, and I chuckle. When did I become the Professor who gives homework?

"Dade, Aella, Penelope, Ariel, and Bjorn stand before my desk. Katrina, remain where you are. That should leave enough space between you so Katrina's shield can morph if needed and ensure that the spells the five of you cast won't ricochet off the barrier I've put in place. Here's the ground rule: cast whatever magic you want, as long as it won't kill your opponent. We are in a place of learning, not on a battlefield." I direct my last words at Dade. I wouldn't be surprised if the council members tasked their children with eliminating Katrina before she became an even bigger nuisance to them.

"Yes, we already know this from previous classes. No need to be so protective, Professor," Penelope teases with a smile. If I didn't know better, I'd assume she knows more than she lets on.

"Okay, Katrina, raise your shield," I instruct my fearless mate, waiting for her to ready herself before looking at her attackers and giving them the go-ahead to unleash their magic.

Dade sends a flurry of nightmares at Katrina, using the affinities of the Underworld Kingdom. Penelope attacks with vines, calling upon her Earth magic. Aella sends hurricane-speed winds toward Katrina, channeling the Sky Kingdom's divine gifts. Ariel summons a tidal wave, crashing down with the power of the Water Kingdom. Bjorn, wielding Loki's power, mimics the abilities of the other four, doubling the magic hurtling toward Katrina.

I watch the magic race toward her and force myself to stay still. Every instinct screams at me to protect my fated, but I know she's got this. Seconds tick by like hours, the air thick with tension. Then, all five divine powers collide with Katrina's shield, piercing through it, an explosion erupting where she stood. A blanket of gray fog surrounds the space where her shield should be. My feet move on their own, carrying me across the classroom toward her. I can feel the power radiating from the smoke. If I step into it, I'll be harmed—rendering me useless.

"I guess she isn't their mate after all," Dade scoffs, turning toward his desk. Rage surges through me. My dormant ability roars to life, the urge to kill Dade nearly overwhelming. How can he not be affected? How can he not care that this might have seriously harmed another student? The darkness inside me stirs, but Bjorn grabs my arm before it can consume me.

"Look," he says, gripping my shoulder and absorbing some of my darkness. He isn't stealing my power but stopping me from doing something I'll regret. I shift my focus to where he points, the sight stealing the breath from my lungs. Katrina stands exactly where I positioned her, the area surrounding her destroyed by the sheer force of the attack. But it isn't her survival that shocks my students—it's the divine power radiating around her.

The swirling hues of the four kingdoms merge—the yellow of the Sky Kingdom blending into the red of the Underworld, creating a brilliant orange. The red melds into the blue of the Water kingdom, shifting into a stunning purple. The green aura of the Earth Kingdom connects them all, forming a breathtaking rainbow. Dark smoke, Loki's essence, intertwines with divine white light, forming a rich gray mist that dances around Katrina before absorbing into her.

"Well, looks like you're wrong yet again, Dade," Penelope says as the bell rings, grabbing her bag. "Katrina is our future queen—the one prophesized to unite us all."
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KATRINA
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As I walk out of Luka's class, Aphelion leans against the wall, waiting for me, looking annoyed.

"What's up?"

"My father wants to meet you this weekend." He roughly grabs my hand and tugs me toward my next class.

"Wait, what? Why now when he was perfectly fine before waiting until the council meeting?" I ask quickening my pace to keep up with Aphelion,

"Before today, you were a nobody. But now, you've managed to defeat Thor's daughter and create an impenetrable shield that can morph constantly."

"Aphelion!" I shout tripping over my foot as he drags me across the courtyard. "Please slow down!"

"Sorry, Princess," he mumbles, stopping completely. "I'm just worried. Whenever my father is interested in something, it always ends badly."

"It's okay, Sparky. We'll figure something out. How does dear old Zeus know about my shield already? I just left Luka's class."

"Dade called his father as soon as your shield morphed for Luka. Dade’s dad is on the council, and he called my father, sharing the live feed that his son sent him. My father saw the entire thing live as it was happening."

A foreboding chill runs down my spine. "What does this mean?"

"It means you aren't a nobody in the council's eyes anymore. They're interested in you. Now we wait and see if they consider you a savior or a threat."

"We both know I'm not a savior, Sparky."

"You saved me, Princess." Aphelion smirks taking my hand and bringing it to his lips before resuming our walk to Magical Enhancement class.

As I walk into the classroom, the familiar sound of hushed whispers greets me. Even Professor Isis is looking at me with awe.

"Katrina." Isis nods in my direction. "I hear you've learned to use some divine gifts. Have you perhaps learned what your unique gift is?"

"No, ma'am. I've yet to discover my unique ability." I reply, head downcast

"Perhaps she doesn't have one," Hilda calls loudly, forever voicing her opinion on matters that don't involve her.

"When your opinion is wanted, Hilda, it'll be asked for," Professor Isis chides the lightning goddess, causing Hilda's mouth to drop open in shock—and me to let out a snort of laughter that I try to cover up as a sneeze.

"Katrina, to pass your midterm, you must be able to show your unique ability. If you wish to pass my class, I highly suggest you focus more on your inner self than on your handsome mates these next two weeks." Isis turns her attention away from me and greets another student.

Blushing fiercely, I hurry to the back of the class to take my seat, all the while wondering how on Earth, I’ll pass this midterm when the time comes.

"Don't worry, Princess." Aphelion slides into the seat beside me. "We will find out your unique gift before midterms, and you won't have to give up my favorite extracurricular activity to do it."

I turn to look at my mate, eyebrow raised. "Oh, and pray tell, what your favorite activity is?"

"Why, it's you focusing on your handsome mates, of course." Aphelion winks at me, causing my cheeks to flush even brighter.

"How do you suppose we go about finding my unique gift?"

"Let's try to link our magic. Maybe I can help draw it out of you."

"What if my ability is dark?" I ask worried that my demonic side will give my gift instead of my angelic.

Aphelion ignores my question and instead releases his magic. I can feel it calling to me, his magic thrumming with the beat of my pulse, asking me to open up and let him in.

Allowing Aphelion past my borders is easier than it was when I allowed Luka entrance, making me wonder if magic sharing is like losing one's virginity—the first time is always hard and painful. It takes time and patience as you ease your way in gently, only adding a smidgen of pressure until the opening allows full access. The more you do it, the easier it becomes to slide in.

Aphelion and I are already united as one in the fullest sense, so my magic easily joins his when he calls.

Unfortunately, my annoyance at being ignored causes me to push back with my magic, expelling Aphelion from my body. A unique tingle flows from me, and I pour whatever it is into my mate. The shock I'm feeling matches the expression on Aphelion's face as he allows my new magic to enter him.

"You feel different," he whispers.

Normally, I would reply with a crude joke, but this is anything but. As my magic continues to pump into him, Aphelion's aura grows. His normal yellow hue is now laced with the purity of my heavenly light and the darkness of my demon fire, and his power intensifies with each caress of my magic.

"You are a conduit for your mates," Professor Isis says, breaking my concentration from Aphelion and making my magic recede into my body. "While it is a rare gift and can be shared between mates this is not your unique ability. As I said before, Prince Aphelion, this ability is something only Katrina can find within herself. Perhaps your skills would be better off helping one of our other students who've found their unique ability already," she remarks before moving on to help someone else.

"I'll be right here." Aphelion grips my hand reassuringly before letting go and heading to one of the female students' desks having trouble maintaining her ability. Upon spotting Aphelion, her eyes light up like fireworks, and I can't help but snort. She can look all she wants, but that man belongs to me.

I close my eyes and focus on finding my unique ability. Magic buried deep within me calls to me, begging to be released. But I’m hesitant about releasing it. I can sense it now—it's somewhere deep inside my body, locked away with heavy metal chains and barbed wire.

These visible red flags tell me to leave it alone and not to release whatever chaos is wrapped up within. But I feel so alive every time I brush against its presence. Every nerve in my body pulls me toward this power, and I can't help but feel like it holds the answer to everything.

My hand is outstretched, reaching for the padlock to release the chains before I evaluate what I'm doing. The moment my hand clasps the padlock, euphoria, and peace wash over me, urging me onward. The magic promises me I'll never feel broken again if I release it.

And just as my thumb brushes against the key, the bell rings, pulling my focus back to the classroom.
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The situation in the Underworld is worse than I initially suspected. I should’ve returned the moment I knew Beckett would survive. The Eitr has spread far beyond containment—overtaking the Acheron River Village and the city of Lethe and now it’s pushing through the Cocytus and Phlegethon Rivers. But the spread isn’t the worst part. It’s the destruction that haunts me.

The boat houses once lining the riverbanks are now splinters of wood and twisted metal, drifting aimlessly. The dams—once critical for directing water into the village—have been annihilated. This wasn’t the work of sludge. The Eitr must’ve shifted and taken form—a monstrous form. Only one creature could have caused devastation on this scale: a Kraken.

As I soar over the village, my chest tightens at the devastation below. Acheron, once alive with the whispers of lost souls, is silent. The few who remain are frozen mid-scream, petrified. But was it terror at the Kraken—or something worse? A Medusa? A basilisk? Both are capable of petrification. The idea of two monsters roaming the Underworld is a nightmare.

There’s one creature I dread the Eitr morphing into more than the others: a Ushioni. A grotesque fusion of spider and ox, an abomination adorned with venomous horns, fangs like daggers, and six clawed legs that can shred steel. Its forked tongue lashes like a whip. Most gods call it a myth but the gods that grew up in the Underworld know better.

The Ushioni drains the souls of lesser gods and steals their divine affinities intent on breaking the seals that bind the sub-princes of Hell. If they rise, the four princes of Hell will follow, and they’ll come to claim the Underworld and if they try to take my father’s throne, it’ll be an all out war.

Shaking my tumultuous thoughts and ignoring the relentless chime of my phone, I cut through the sky, scanning for the Kraken. I'm only halfway through Lethe when I hear it—a child’s scream, sharp and terrified. The thought of a child in the city of lost souls might seem strange, but children make up the majority of the souls here. Robbed of life too soon, they linger, drawn by the promise of something better.

I dive toward the cry and discover a Medusa mid-transformation. Her legs are scaling over, soon to become a rattlesnake’s tail. Her dark mahogany hair twists with serpents. I summon the Underworld’s blue flames, wrapping them protectively around the children, using them as a barrier—shielding the little ones from her petrifying gaze.

Sensing my powers the medusa turns. Her once-green eyes are now black voids.

“Prince Samael, you’re too late. These children are mine.”

She lets out a low hypnotic whistle—her serpent’s call meant to lure the children. I land between them, wings flaring wide.

“What are you doing here, Medusa? Your kind was banished from the Holy Lands.”

My ears pick up a faint scraping, rhythmic and close. The noise isn’t coming from her. It’s something else. Most likely a basilisk, its scales brushing through the ruins of the city while it hunts its prey.

“My master is far more powerful than you, dear Prince,” the medusa taunts, tongue flickering, and voice dripping with arrogance. “Even here, in the land you hope to rule, you have no power over me.”

She spits venom, likely aiming to corrode my wings or breach my shield, but the flames repel it easily. It hisses to vapor inches from me.

“You are strong,” she murmurs, intrigued. “I sensed it when you flew over Lethe. But I didn’t realize how strong.” Her gaze sharpens. “Tell me, young prince, how is the heir stronger than the king?”

The slither behind me grows louder. The basilisk growing nearer. I don’t turn—I simply unleash the full force of my flames behind me. The scent of burning scales hits first, followed by the scream.

Medusa’s eyes widen in disbelief. “Impossible,” she whispers, then completes her shift.

She’s massive. A glowing orange aura surrounds her. It’s unnatural, unrecorded. Could the Eitr be shifting again? Or did her master amplify her power?

“Like what you see?” she asks, body writhing sensually. “It’s a blessing… from my master.”

A blessing? Only angels use that word. But what angel could wield Eitr? Michael had the power—but he was an archangel of light. Even if he’d fallen after mating with Lilith, why unleash this kind of darkness? It doesn’t add up.

As I study her, trying to predict her next move, I feel her pulling on my divine power, testing for weakness. She doesn’t know I’m mated. If she did, she’d know lust has no power over me. I let her waste energy trying.

She slinks closer, licking at my flames. “You taste different than I expected.”

I watch in stunned silence as her skin burns and instantly heals. My fire is useless here—her regenerative powers are too fast. Quietly, I summon my mother’s gift, letting it simmer beneath the flames.

“And how would you expect a god of the Underworld to taste?” I ask, stalling.

She inhales deeply, tongue flicking. “You taste like a demon of lust,” she smirks. “Been spending time with Lilith’s sisters, Prince?”

I scoff—her guess is too close to the truth.

She shifts again, this time into a temptress—jet-black hair, inked skin, piercings, leather, corset. Beautiful, yes, but not my type. She doesn’t know I prefer silver-haired, preppy goths who fake their darkness.

“If they aren’t satisfying you,” she whispers, stepping through the flames, “perhaps I can.”

The medusa just made her final mistake. She’s forgotten who my mother is—Persephone. A goddess whose purity brings spring and life. A being of darkness won’t survive her touch.

I let my eyes trail over her body, pretending to fall for her trap. She grins, reaching out to touch me.

The moment she does, she screams. Her skin melts away, flesh dripping from the bone. I grab her skeletal hand and unleash my mother’s gift, flooding her with purity. It devours the darkness inside her, trying to cleanse what cannot be cleansed. She’s destroyed from the inside out.

If I could use Persephone’s power without touch, I’d cleanse the entire Underworld in one breath. But her gift demands contact. I’ll have to take them down one by one—and use Freyja’s elixir to purify the waters.

Satisfied she’s gone, I lower my wings and face the children. They stare at me, wide-eyed. Some in awe, others in fear.

“Is everyone okay?” I ask, kneeling to meet their eyes, searching for signs that her song still lingers.

The smallest among them flings herself into my arms. She looks two, but her eyes tell a different tale.

“Thank you,” she whispers, her voice old and frail.

“Of course. You are my people. I’ll always protect you.”

“You’ll make a great king someday, Prince Samael.” Her voice softens. “I just wish I could see it.”

An ethereal glow surrounds her, her time nearing.

“I’ve lived fully,” she says, smiling in pure peace. “I’ve known every emotion. There’s nothing left for me here.”

“Blessed be,” I whisper, channeling the Underworld’s power to ease her passing.

The other children whisper among themselves, mourning her departure in their own innocent way. I hate to leave them, but the clash of water hitting rock echoes nearby—toward the Cocytus.

“Scream if you need me!” I call, launching into the air. Heart pounding, I race toward the noise, knowing this may be my only shot at stopping the Kraken.
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Itake the sea channel into the Underworld, passing quickly through the kingdoms. Hopefully, my presence will help Samael thoroughly cleanse his kingdom. As soon as I cross from the Water Kingdom into the Underworld, I scramble out of the water. The Cocytus River, which leads into my kingdom, is filled with black sludge, making it impossible to see through. I send a few tidal waves crashing against the rocks of the Underworld until they crumble into the river, cutting off the channel between the two kingdoms. We can’t afford for the Eitr to spread—having it wreak havoc in one kingdom is more than enough.

The first thing I notice as I walk along the riverbank is the sheer destruction. What once was a thriving riverboat community is now a wasteland of splintered wood and twisted metal. It looks like a hurricane tore through, destroying every boat that once floated along the river. But hurricanes don’t exist in the Underworld, and they don’t leave behind inkblots. There’s no doubt about it—a Kraken has been unleashed.

I heave a sigh of relief and silently thank Jehovah that it’s in the Underworld and not my kingdom. The last time a Kraken made it into the ocean, the humans got a good glimpse of it, and it filled their pop culture, their sailors often shared stories of terror that later became themes in popular movies, books, and games. We don’t need to add more precedence to those rumors.

The farther up the river I go, the murkier the water becomes, a clear sign that the Kraken is close. Every so often, I stop at bits of wreckage and swirl the remnants around, trying to pinpoint where the Kraken struck first. If I’m lucky, I’ll be able to estimate the size and strength of the beast.

The best way to kill a Kraken is decapitation, but since I don’t have any weapons—and my combat style leans heavily on water—my best bet is to drown it. Sounds absurd, I know. Drowning a sea creature? But it’s not impossible. Krakens don’t breathe like land creatures, but they can choke underwater. With enough pressure, I can block its gills, preventing it from breathing. That’ll only work if it’s small enough to fit at the bottom of the river. If it’s grown too large, I can try the fish-out-of-water technique and remove all the water from the river, but that would kill all the marine life too. I’d rather not wipe out the entire ecosystem.

Hopefully, I’ll run into Samael before I find the Kraken. I don’t want to tear through his kingdom without permission from a ruling family member. It’s bad manners to destroy someone’s home without asking first.

The sound of distant screams and cracking wood pulls me from my thoughts. I dive into the river and summon the waves to shoot me forward, ignoring the taste of Eitr as it mixes with the water.

I reach the site of destruction in seconds. The Kraken is enormous—its body spans the river's entire width, and its head towers above the water, breathing easily. I silently pull myself from the river, using the moment it crushes a trawler to mask the splash of water around me. Lost souls leap from the fishing boat as the Kraken rips it apart. The people of Cocytus swim frantically for safety.

I can’t just stand here and let them suffer—they’re still people, even if they’re already dead.

I call to the river, beckoning waves to the shore, and use them to pull the souls from the water, lifting them safely out of reach.

The Kraken pauses mid-destruction and turns its massive head toward me. Its voice echoes inside my mind. “What are you doing here, Water Prince?” it growls, a tentacle creeping up the shore toward me.

I shove back with the water, causing the tentacle to shoot out from under it and making the Kraken stumble. “I think the better question is what a sea demon is doing outside the confines of Tartarus.”

“I don’t answer to you, sea brat. My master is above even the Kings of Heaven.”

Master? Wasn’t slavery abolished? Or is this some kind of sub-dom kink?

“You are a creature of the sea. You will obey my command!” I bellow, infusing my aura into the words.

The Kraken doesn’t flinch. Not even a twitch. Is it because it was born from Eitr and not the sea? Or is this something else? It’s bigger and stronger than any Kraken I’ve ever seen—or read about.

“Did you really think that would work against me?” it laughs, hurling the remains of a ship aside and scuttling onto land. Its tentacles morph into crab-like legs.

“Do you like my newest addition?” it asks, stopping just feet from me. “My master blessed me with them.”

Blessed? Only two kinds of beings use that word: humans and angels.

Could an angel be controlling the Eitr? Could it be Lilith? She’s the only fallen angel powerful enough to wield it. But why would she summon demons to the Underworld? Wouldn’t that risk freeing Lucifer, who is rumored to have recovered after she drained him of his aura? Unless… she misses her old beau? But then what about Michael?

Ugh. There’s no time for this. The Kraken needs to die—and his new upgrade will be his downfall.

Before it can take another step, I transform the ground around me into quicksand. The Kraken lunges forward and immediately sinks. As it thrashes, I call on the powers of the wind, trapping the air around the Kraken and cutting off its oxygen.

Then I go even further—I remove every trace of moisture from the air, making the area drier than the Sahara. The Kraken has no chance. Its eyes bulge, the whites turning red. It stumbles and then collapses. Still, I hold the power tight. I need to be sure. When the creature’s body melts back into a tar-like puddle of Eitr, I release my grip. The air returns and the sand resets.

As I clear the riverbanks of broken ships, I spot Samael flying above. He descends quickly; eyes locked on the wreckage. I step aside and raise a shield of water around me, just in case he attacks first and asks questions later.

He lands hard, blue fire blazing as his purple eyes meet mine. “What are you doing here?” he asks, brows pinched in confusion. Then he looks around at the destruction.

“Oh, you know, the usual—kicking Kraken ass and saving the Underworld,” I reply, sarcastically while using my affinity to drag the last of the wreckage from the water.

“You defeated the Kraken?”

“Yep.”I point at the oozing sludge. “His remains are over there if you want to take care of them.”

Samael pours Freyja’s golden elixir onto the Eitr, and I watch, mesmerized, as it disappears instantly.

“But seriously—what are you doing here?”

“Katrina told me how the Eitr spread. She said you were planning to use clean river water and Freyja’s elixir to cleanse the land. I figured I could lend some Water magic to speed things up. Also, Miles wants us all to have dinner together.”

“Thank you for your help, Beckett. I don’t think I could’ve finished this without you.” Samael gives a small, grateful smile. “Let’s hurry and get this cleaned up. A lot of new information came to light while I was down here, and we need to share it. Plus, I miss my mates.”

Yeah, I feel that. The longer I’m away from my darling fated, the more I need her. I’ve only been gone an hour, and it already feels like I haven’t seen her in months.

Distance really does make the heart grow fonder… but fated mates shouldn’t have to deal with distance at all.
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"Nice of you two to finally show up," I say, acknowledging Samael and Beckett as they take their seats opposite Katrina at the dinner table.

Aphelion looks up from his vegetables, which he's been aggressively stabbing for the past hour, taking in their haggard appearance. "You could’ve at least cleaned up first."

Instead of looking at my cousins, I watch my beautiful mate’s eyes take in the appearance of her other lovers. She slowly studies them, glancing from top to bottom, checking for any signs they’ve been harmed. Her breath quickens and I’m held captive by the sight of her tongue gliding across her lips while she leisurely looks over their toned muscles—their soaked shirts cling tightly, leaving nothing to the imagination.

I lean in, pressing my lips against her ear. “Do you like what you see, Kitten?”

She clears her throat and elbows me in the gut. I groan, and the trio’s attention turns to us.

"Aphelion's right." Katrina pushes her unfinished dinner plate away and crosses her arms, trying to appear upset with Beckett and Samael. "You're drawing attention to us. I thought having dinner together was supposed to be for the council's benefit, but with the two of you looking the way you do, it'll draw more unnecessary attention."

"Ah-ah, Princess. You don’t get to pull that card. I don’t think the boys’ appearance will draw any more attention than you already did today."

Samael's head lifts, Aphelion’s words grabbing his attention.

“We’ll discuss it after dinner,” I murmur, noticing Hermes approaching.

Hermes has always disgusted me—with his greasy salt-and-pepper hair balding at the top, a rounded pork belly straining against his too-small shirt, and long pointed fingernails that look unhygienic. His stench alone is enough to make anyone want to keep their distance. He smells like death, like what I’d imagine a zombie smells like. Pungent and sickly sweet, like rotting meat spritzed with candy-scented perfume. Years of training under my father’s wrathful gaze are the only reason I can keep a straight face around him.

Unfortunately, Katrina isn’t trained. Her face takes on a sickly green shade as Hermes nears. Her cute little nose scrunches up, and her mouth purses like she’s trying to keep down vomit. I have to stifle the chuckle threatening to escape.

“Aphelion,” Hermes says, his voice high-pitched and somehow raspy, “you never acknowledged your father’s request.” He pauses, looking Katrina up and down, his eyes lingering far too long on her chest before returning to Aphelion. “His request for Katrina to attend dinner at the Sky palace this weekend.”

Out of the corner of my eye, I see Beckett and Samael snap to attention, glaring at Hermes. My full focus stays on Aphelion. I’m trying not to glare, but seriously—shouldn’t this be something he told us earlier? I don’t want to hear the ‘I was waiting until after dinner’ excuse either. This is the kind of thing that needs a plan.

Katrina speaks before I can. “Unfortunately, I won’t be able to accept Zeus’ invitation. With midterms coming up, I need to spend as much time as possible catching up on lessons I’ve missed. Professor Luka has graciously offered his time to help me, as well as a few other remedial students.”

“And Professor Luka will verify this?” the rat-looking man asks, peering down his nose at her.

“Without a doubt.” Her head nods and eyes widen, giving her the look of perfect innocent.

Once again, I have to suppress my pride. Katrina will make the perfect queen for all five kingdoms. Coy, intelligent, charming, and occasionally devious when needed—she’s everything and more, bundled in one perfect feisty little package.

“Speaking of the professor,” Samael says, gaze drifting to the cafeteria where a calm, collected Professor Luka stands. He’s ditched his suit jacket, and his white button-up shirt is uncuffed, the sleeves pushed past his forearms. The top two buttons are undone, and his tie hangs loose around his neck. The relaxed look makes him appear closer to our age than his colleagues. Which makes sense considering he’s at least two decades younger than the youngest professor here.

“Professor Luka!” Hermes calls loudly, waving him over.

Luka seems surprised but masks it quickly, his gaze sweeping over us before his features settle into a stoic calm as he approaches.

“Interesting,” Hermes mumbles, smiling sinisterly as he looks from Luka to Katrina and back again, obviously noticing their magical bond.

The closer Luka gets the brighter their bond shines. Unfortunately, it can’t be helped. Her white aura and his black one meld into stunning shades of grey unlike any seen before.

“And your connection to Professor Luka?” Hermes narrows his focus back on Katrina.

“I am his student, and he is my professor.”

“Your magic and the way it connects says otherwise.”

“Our magic connected when Professor Luka was trying to draw mine out. I’d only just learned about my abilities and wasn’t aware of how to pull it back inside me, which resulted in us sharing our magic longer than normal. Without Professor Luka’s ability to throw my power from his body, I fear our magic would be bound forever,” she says, repeating the explanation we rehearsed.

“I see.”

Hermes still looks suspicious, and I know he won’t let this go. Maybe we should’ve had Katrina take the bond-suppressing elixir too, even if it affected her bond with Samael.

“You called, Hermes?” Luka asks, cutting through Hermes’ scrutiny of Katrina.

“Ah, yes. I wanted to see what you have planned for this weekend. Zeus is considering getting together with Eris, and he wanted her closest descendant by his side.” Hermes lies without batting an eye.

“Unfortunately, I’m unavailable,” Luka replies smoothly. “I’m tutoring a few of my remedial students. As their professor, I’d hate to see any of them fail simply because they lacked the help they needed to succeed.”

“And will… Miss Katrina be attending your class?” Hermes asks, squinting his beady eyes.

“Yes. Her Angelic and Demonic Studies and Magical Enhancement instructors have both reported she’s seriously behind in their classes. Since I’m the only professor offering tutoring, I thought it fitting she join my sessions.” Luka shifts his gaze to Katrina. “In fact, I came to the cafeteria looking for her. I intended to inform her that we’ll also be holding private tutoring sessions. The headmaster has temporarily reassigned me to the heirs’ chambers. He wants to ensure our future queen is prepared to rule.”

“I see,” Hermes mutters, clearly unimpressed. “I am curious, however, why a professor so well-versed in divine affinities allowed your magic to become melded with that of a student with such low pedigree?”

Luka lets out a dry, mirthless chuckle, eyes glinting with barely restrained fury.

“Hermes,” he drawls, tilting his head. “You’re supposed to be all-knowing—an informant to the mighty Zeus himself and yet you still assume the fated mate of the Princes of the Four Kingdoms is of low pedigree?” He scoffs, stepping closer. “Tell me, have you not heard the stories?” His voice cuts through the growing silence like a blade. “How she arrived in the Divine Realm, how she took down an incubus the very day her powers surfaced? Or how she bested Thor’s daughter in sparring class today?” His lip curls into a sneer as he takes another step. “Did you miss how she called upon her mates’ magic in my classroom and formed an impenetrable shield—one strong enough to withstand the power of all four kingdoms combined?” His fists clench at his sides, breath tight with controlled rage. “If you’ve heard these tales and still believe her to be of low pedigree,” he says, voice low and seething, “then you’re not nearly as smart as you pretend to be.”

Just when I think Hermes has gathered something worth reporting back to Zeus, Luka cools his fury with a final, biting statement. “To accuse me of being anything less than a strong teacher is asinine. If you were half the sleuth you claim to be, you’d already know my record is impeccable. I’ve yet to have a single student fail one of my classes.”

“I… I…” Hermes stammers.

Luka doesn’t give him a chance to recover.

“Now, if you’ll excuse us, I’d like to be shown to my new quarters. It’s been a long night, and I have classes to prepare for.”
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“What the hell was that?” Samael’s voice bellows the moment we enter our quarters. “I’m gone for one day, and now Zeus wants to meet Katrina sooner?”

“You realize you have to attend remedial training this weekend now, right?” Luka says, fixing me with his professor stare, all business.

“Seriously, Aphelion!” Miles shouts, shoving him against the wall. “You didn’t think it was important to mention your father wants to meet Katrina?”

Aphelion’s eyes flash like storm-lit skies as he pushes Miles back, his voice low and furious. “Oh, and I’m sure you’ve told us everything today, haven’t you? Or should we talk about why the media’s reporting you’ve been out shopping for engagement rings?”

“Enough!” Beckett’s voice cuts through the rising tension, calm and cool like ocean mist. “Arguing won’t solve anything. What we should be discussing is the Eitr—and how fast it’s growing.”

But no one hears Beckett. Or maybe they do, and they’re just too worked up to care. My fated keep snapping at each other, their anger escalating, their words sharpening into daggers. I know if this keeps up, things could become explosive.

But my head is pounding. I’m exhausted—mentally, emotionally, and magically. I’m drained from the constant pressure of the council, the weight of my magic threatening to slip, and the never-ending anxiety since my birthday. I just want a moment to breathe. A moment where I’m not being hunted by shadows. A moment to feel alive.

So, I do the only rational thing a woman surrounded by five alpha males can do in a moment like this: I turn on loud music and let it consume me. I give my body over to the beat, letting the rhythm wash away the tension. Eyes closed, hips swaying, I start to strip—awkwardly at first, but with growing confidence as I let the music guide me.

The shouting cuts off like a flipped switch. I feel their eyes on me, but I don’t stop. I can’t. The music isn’t just calling to me—it’s weaving through me, curling around my soul and teasing something buried deep inside. A rhythm pulsing like a heartbeat that isn’t mine. My magic stirs, alive and electric, thrumming through my veins. It whispers promises of freedom, power, and release.

In my mind's eye, I can see the forbidden power. There’s a key in the lock and a hand reaching out to turn it. The magic is so close to being released—just a little to the left. My heart races with anticipation, and goosebumps prickle my skin as I eagerly await the sound of the lock clicking open. Except, the sound never comes.

Instead, I’m being pulled back to the surface by the soft, wet, pleasurable sensation of my nipple being pulled into someone's mouth.

Wait—no. Not just one nipple. Both. Each suckled by two very different mouths. One sends sparks straight to my core. The other kindles a fire deep in my belly. And the closer I get to consciousness, the more I feel. Soft kisses press against my neck, followed by breathy whispers of how desirable and gorgeous I am. My thighs tingle from coarse, curly hair brushing between them. A slight, sensual pressure builds on my backside and then⁠—

Oh... oh fuck.

My eyes snap open with a cry of pleasure. My gaze falls between my legs. Beckett’s hair is tousled against my thighs, his mouth and tongue devouring me like I’m his favorite dessert. His hands knead my ass, anchoring me in place, while one finger circles my puckered hole, teasing—pleading—for entrance.

Aphelion leans over me, sucking my left nipple, swirling his tongue until it forms a stiff, sensitive peak. Samael tends to my right, each nip making me hiss with pain, only for the sting to melt into pleasure as he suckles and soothes with slow licks. His low groans vibrate through my body.

Kneeling beside Beckett, Luka isn't touching me. His mouth is busy with Samael’s cock, while his hands mirror Beckett’s—sprawled across Samael’s ass. Except Luka isn’t begging for entrance. He’s already inside. One finger, knuckle-deep, thrusting in rhythm with his bobbing head.

“Does that turn you on, Kitten?” Miles whispers, his lips grazing my throat. “Do you like watching Luka devour Samael’s cock while Samael worships your tits? Do you love how Beckett buries himself in your pussy, drinking your sweet nectar? Or the way Aphelion sends electric shocks through your nipples? Do you like my cock pressed against your ass?”

Only when he says it do I realize: Beckett’s hands are now gripping my thighs tighter, and that thick pressure behind me isn't a finger anymore. It’s something even thicker. Hotter. Harder.

“Will you let me in, Kitten?” Miles groans, pushing gently at my tight hole.

My body is riddled with ecstasy yet still craving more. I nod eagerly. Pleasure and pressure surge inside me but when he pushes, the sting makes me gasp and pull away.

“Fuck,” Miles growls. “Lube.”

No one moves. No one wants to break the spell of building pleasure. Instead, I watch, breath ragged, as Luka releases Samael’s cock from his mouth and turns to take Miles's instead. He lathers him with slow, deliberate swirls of his tongue, coating him thoroughly.

Miles groans loudly, hips jerking into Luka’s expert mouth. When Luka pulls off, Beckett shifts—hands now gripping my ass and spreading me open. Miles’s cock, dripping with saliva and precum, presses in. The burn is sharp at first, but each slow thrust fans the fire into pure bliss.

Miles is standing behind me as he takes my ass. Beckett, still with my legs over his shoulders, rises into a standing position, slowly lowering my legs until they’re level with his waist. He wraps them around himself and guides his fingers between us, rubbing my clit before sinking them deep into my slick pussy.

As he walks us to the couch, Miles stays inside me the whole time.

A needy moan escapes when I lose Aphelion and Samael’s touch, but once I’m seated on Miles’s lap, impaled to the hilt, I feel him even deeper.

Beckett pulls his fingers from me, and my core clenches at the sight of my juices coating them.

“Suck,” he demands, lifting his fingers to my mouth and forcing them between my lips. “Lick them clean like the good little whore you are.”

I do. I suck and lick eagerly, the taste of myself thick on my tongue.

He pops his fingers from my mouth with a loud smack and grabs my jaw. “I bet you were imagining my fingers were my cock instead, weren’t you, you little slut?”

“Yes, sir,” I whimper as Miles thrusts deeper, while Beckett pinches my nipples hard, punishing me for my delay in answering. Gone is my sweet, nerdy mate. In his place stands my commanding, dominant master.

“Beg me,” he growls. “Beg me for it, and maybe I’ll force-feed it to you.”

Miles holds me still, his cock deep in my ass, as he and Beckett await my answer.

“Please, sir,” I cry, desperate. “Please feed me your cock.”

Beckett smirks. “What a good little pet.”

He steps onto the couch, towering over me. His cock is massive and right at my lips.

“Open wide.”

I obey.

He grabs my hair and thrusts into my mouth, fucking my throat with deep, hard strokes. I gag and moan.

Miles resumes his thrusts. I’m so close, but it still isn’t enough. I need more. I need all my fated. As Beckett thrusts into my mouth again, another cock slips between my folds, and yet another is pressed into my hand. I’m filled in every way imaginable.

My orgasm barrels toward me. Beckett finally lets go, and I rip my mouth off his cock with a gasp. Samael is slamming into my pussy now, rough and fast while Miles is slow and steady in my ass.

From the corner of my eye, I see it’s Aphelion who’s thrusting into my hand.

“Fuck, Princess,” he groans. “You look so hot pleasuring all of us.”

I lean forward, tongue out, and lap up the bead of precum dripping from his tip, earning a growl of approval.

Samael moans and Luka appears behind him, lube in hand.

“Watch,” Beckett commands, holding my face steady. “Watch Luka work Samael’s ass.”

“Do you like that, Kitten?” Miles murmurs, coming to a stop. “Do you like watching Luka fuck your mate?”

“Yes,” I breathe, turned on beyond reason.

Luka slides inside Samael, slow and controlled. Inch by inch. The room falls quiet, save for Samael’s moans and Luka’s ragged breaths.

Each thrust pushes Samael deeper into me. The friction teases me, and I grind harder, rolling my hips, greedy for release. Samael meets my rhythm, diving into me as Luka fills him from behind.

Frustrated with Miles’s nonmovement I bounce on his cock, slamming my hips into Samael, and feel every pulse of pleasure rippling through us all. My hand strokes Aphelion, while my mouth welcomes Beckett again—taking turns as they fill me.

Moans, gasps, and the sound of skin slapping skin fill the air. It’s a symphony of pleasure, of power shared and taken, of need stripped bare.

We are gods and lovers and beasts all at once.

“I’m gonna come,” I cry, legs trembling.

“No,” Beckett commands. “We come together.”

“Then you’d better hurry.”

Another wave of pleasure crashes through me, and I scream, holding back as long as I can. Then everything explodes and I come hard screaming and writhing while soaking Samael and Miles.

My orgasm sets everyone off.

Miles groans as he fills me. Samael cries out, his cock pulsing inside me. Luka follows, buried deep inside Samael. Aphelion spills down my throat, and Beckett finishes last, painting my tongue with his release.

We collapse together, bodies entangled, melting like a candle left too long in the sun.

“Wow,” I whisper, breathless. “That was...”

But the words die on my lips. Something feels off inside me and it’s not just the soreness from being thoroughly fucked. It’s something deeper. I feel like something is missing.

The heavy pressure that’s sat on my chest since my twenty-first birthday… it’s gone. Just gone. Like someone unshackled it and set it free.

“You okay, Kit-Kat?” Luka asks, the first to sit up from our tangled heap.

I don’t know how to answer. How do you tell someone something’s missing when you don’t even know what it is that’s gone?
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Katrina looks rough and not like an I just got thoroughly fucked by four men while watching my other boyfriend fuck one of them—wow, that was amazing, and I cannot wait to do it again—rough. Something is wrong with my fated, and I need to focus on finding out what. I can come back to my thoughts on the amazing sex we just had later.

"What's wrong, Kit-Kat?" I ask, gazing into her eyes.

"I… I'm not sure. It's weird. I feel like a major part of me is missing, but I'm not sure what it is."

"What's going on?" Beckett asks, extracting himself from the tangle of limbs and pushing his brown curls from his face. His after-sex face is adorable—too bad he's very against exploring.

Wait what the hell is wrong with me? Why can I only focus on pleasure? My mate needs me, and I can't seem to concentrate on anything but how good it would feel to fuck something, anything.

"Fuck, how am I still rock hard?" Miles groans, tearing himself from the couch, his throbbing member bouncing between his legs, standing at full staff.

I raise my hands to my lips to wipe away the imaginary drool. Taking Miles in my mouth had been a split-second decision. Samael and Katrina didn’t seem to mind, and Miles sure as hell enjoyed it.

"Samael, get that monster away from me!" Aphelion hollers, shoving his cousin hard.

"Sorry, bro. My bad." Samael chuckles, rolling onto his side and sitting up beside Katrina. He wraps an arm around her and presses a kiss to her cheek. "Everything okay?"

"I'm not sure." Her face flushes pink as she takes in his beautiful, stark, naked, tattooed body.

While my body reacts to the sight of Samael and Katrina, both turned on and surprisingly ready for a second round, I try to concentrate on the oddity around us.

Katrina said she feels like something is missing from her, but I see the exact opposite when I look at her. Her aura is shining brighter than ever, and I can detect a new gift surrounding her. A magic I haven’t seen before. From its allure, I can tell she’s unlocked a demonic gift—but the aura it’s casting flows like light magic. Could this be a power unique to her? A gift bestowed by her parents’ lineage.

"Hey, Princess." Aphelion takes her hands in his. "Can you turn off your gift of lust now? It was fucking fantastic during sex, but my cock and balls are aching."

Ahh. That explains the sexual tension in the room. Why didn’t I think of that? Maybe her gift of seduction is stronger on me.

"I'm doing this?" Katrina gestures toward the wood pointing in her direction.

"Darling, you always do this," Beckett says, gesturing to his well-endowed member. "But right now, it’s a little more powerful."

"How do I taper it off?"

"We can always try fucking it out, Kitten." Miles purrs, stalking toward her like she’s prey.

"Here." I cup Katrina’s cheek and pull her gift into me, letting my magic dull its effects.

Her new gift flickers when I touch her, sending an explosive sensation through my body, but I brush it aside, focusing on her power of seduction, which I can now sense in the room.

"Better?" I ask though the visual evidence says enough.

"Yes." She smiles softly. "I'm just going to go to my room really quick and get cleaned up. I’ll be right back."

She disentangles herself from Samael, gets up from the couch, and heads down the hall.

"I’d have rather done it my way," Miles grumbles, searching the pile of clothes for his jeans and slipping them on when he finds them.

I grab my jeans that Samael is holding and slip them on, watching Katrina retreat to her room. I want to follow her, but I won’t push her into answering until she’s ready. I’ll discuss her new magic when she returns.
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Once the heirs and I—well, the cousins and I, since I, too, am an heir, though I haven’t had much time to process that—are fully dressed, we gather in the sitting room. We’ve delayed discussing the new information long enough.

Miles clears his throat, gathering our attention before peeking down the hall at Katrina’s door and leaning closer to our group. "I’ve gathered some intel on Brahma and the BOUA. Brahma is interested in Katrina. The BOUA won’t stop searching until the deity has added her to his collection. Apparently, Hilda ran her mouth in front of Brahma’s advisors that Katrina is a succubus who can use Heavenly Light."

"How does Hilda know Katrina's a succubus?" Samael glares at Aphelion.

"Don’t accuse me," Aphelion growls.

Beckett rolls his eyes, scoffing.

"She doesn’t," Miles replies, glancing back at Katrina’s door. "She spread a false rumor because she was pissed Aphelion claimed Katrina as his mate. Brahma’s advisor didn’t bother checking whether Hilda’s claims were accurate—she didn’t want to miss the opportunity to inform her creator. Hearing of Katrina’s possible heritage piqued Brahma’s interest. He won’t stop until Katrina is his. Being unaffiliated and having angel powers gives him the perfect opportunity to claim her."

"So, what do we do?” I ask. “How do we make it to where Brahma can’t claim her as his property?"

Miles exhales slowly, his gaze locking onto mine before flicking to his cousins and gauging their reactions. "Simmons suggested marriage. Once she’s wed, she’ll be tied to one of the kingdoms." His expression remains unreadable, but the weight behind his words settles heavily in the room.

"Katrina isn’t supposed to be affiliated to any one kingdom. She’s meant to unite the kingdoms.”

"I told Simmons the same thing. He seems to think it’s the only way we can protect Katrina from Brahma."

"Or we can merge the kingdoms now," Samael suggests.

"We cannot become kings until we graduate Divine Academy," Aphelion replies, "unless..."

"Unless?" Miles prompts.

"Unless we overthrow our fathers," he whispers.

"No, that won’t work," Miles replies. "We may be stronger than our fathers, but we don’t have the support they hold. I have a small army loyal to me, but my father’s army is triple in size. A war would break out if we tried to overthrow the crown."

"There is one kingdom that doesn’t need to be overthrown," Samael says, looking toward me.

No. Absolutely not. That isn’t an option. I’m not ready to stake my claim on Loki’s unwanted kingdom. "I thought we were keeping the mate bond I hold with Katrina a secret for now. It would be odd for her teacher to marry her and stake a claim to a forgotten kingdom."

"Luka’s right. We don’t want the council to know how powerful Katrina is. They already have some idea, but if they know she’s also connected to the Kingdom of Tartarus, they’ll kill her. They’ll claim that her power will cause as much destruction as the Titans." Miles pauses, his hand slipping into his pocket, fiddling with something. "I plan to ask Katrina to marry me. Marriage occurs more often in the Earth kingdom due to the humans living here. It would make more sense if I were to propose."

Beckett, Samael, and Aphelion start to argue while I remain quiet. Miles' decision is sound, and as the future leader of our military, I know he’s considered every option.

"While I plan to propose, I’m hoping we won’t have to marry until after the four kingdoms are merged. If we marry beforehand, it will only be because Brahma is closing in on us. My ultimate goal is for Katrina’s meeting with the council to go off without a hitch. If she gets the council on her side, they’ll give her the protection she needs against Brahma and the BOUA."

The room is thick with unspoken tension. Samael, Beckett, and Aphelion’s jaws are tight, their eyes clouded with reluctance. No one speaks, but their silence says enough. Their stiff postures and the way their gazes flicker between Miles and me betray their unease. They don’t like his plan. It’s clear in the subtle furrow of brows and fingers twitching against armrests—but they’ve all reached the same grim conclusion. It’s the only way to keep our fated safe.

"Okay," Beckett says, nodding. The first of the three to agree.

"I’ll hold you to the terms,” Samael says.

"We can hold the engagement party at the Sky Kingdom. My father will stop at nothing to meet Katrina before the council meeting. An engagement party with our closest friends and family will be the safest place to introduce her to him."

Miles smiles, pleased. He turns to me, waiting for my response. It’s one of the things I liked best about him—he’s always considered my feelings. One of the few who never treated me differently. I’ve always supported his plans, and this one will be no different.

"Well, let us see it." I nod toward his pocket, where I know he’s keeping the ring.
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KATRINA
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My heart races uncontrollably. I'm sure my fated are discussing recent events in the living room. I should go out there and join them, seeing as how these events involve me, but instead, I'm wearing my carpet thin with my back-and-forth pacing. As soon as I walked into my room, what was missing hit me—the magic. The one that was kept under lock and key. It's somewhere roaming free, and I can't tell where it is or what it is.

A part of me is relieved that I no longer have to be tempted by the forbidden magic, but that's only a small fragment. The rest of me is anxious. There's already so much of myself I don't know about. Adding something else to the mix is just too much. I brace myself against my vanity, staring into the reflection of my eyes as I try to calm my racing heart, forcing myself to concentrate on breathing, inhaling slowly through my nose and exhaling through my mouth. I do this repeatedly until my heartbeat slows to a normal pace.

My hands are gripping the edges so tight my knuckles are turning white, and my palms are aching. While the breathing technique may have helped calm my racing heart, it’s done nothing to stop the fear building inside of me. I feel like a ticking time bomb, a relic from a long-forgotten war, an expired grenade that can detonate at any moment. Something people will ooh and ahh over due to its uniqueness but also fear at the same time due to the darkness that's around it.

The clock on my nightstand chimes. It's the top of the hour. If I stay here much longer, my mates will be worried. As I force myself to turn away from the vanity and walk toward my bedroom door, I feel a slickness running down my leg. Yuck. The evidence of my earlier adventures is weeping out onto my skin. Yeah, I'm not going out there feeling like a cum bucket. My mates can wait a little longer while I cleanse myself.

I hurry over to my ensuite bathroom and turn the shower on full blast, ignoring the cold water completely, readying it so that when I get in, it'll feel like the fiery depths of Hell, or at least what I imagined Hell felt like. Who knows these days if Hell was all fire and lava, as we were led to believe. It could’ve been all sunshine and rainbows with sparkly little unicorns.

Slowly entering the shower, I catch a drip of water with my big toe, verifying the water is to my liking before fully immersing myself under the pouring spout. I adjust the shower head, turning it from a soft drizzle into pounding raindrops, and enjoy the feel of the water massaging my skin. With each drop of water against my aching body, the tension loosens, and my anxiety slips away. I don't know why I didn't jump into the shower earlier. It's my place of Zen—where I think best.

Grabbing my hot pink loofa off the shelf, I pour a hefty amount of my favorite lavender-scented body wash onto it before scrubbing my body vigorously until I feel like my skin is pure again and no longer a dumpster for my men's sperm.

A loud banging on my door causes me to jump and smack my head on the shower head. “God Fucking Dammit!”

"You okay in there, Kitten?" Miles calls from right outside the door.

"Fine," I grumble rubbing my now throbbing head.

"So, are you planning on coming out, or should I join you?"  The doorknob jiggles.

"Don't you think about it, Miles," I holler, jumping out of the shower and wrapping myself in a soft, cozy, oversized towel as Miles enters my bedroom. "You and all your friends are banned from the Katrina Express tonight." I stab my finger into his chest as I try to push past him.

Instead of moving, he brings my finger to his lips, planting a soft kiss on it before sucking it into his mouth and wrapping his tongue around it, causing my breath to hitch, before he finally releases it, staring into my eyes with a now cheeky expression.

"But the Katrina Express is my favorite ride," he teases taking a step toward me.

I almost let him wrap his arms around me, but Aphelion stepping into my room whining about Miles not sharing pulls me from my stupor.

"Nope! This garage," I crudely gesture toward my lady bits, "is closed. She'll be open again sometime in the future."

"Come on, Princess. You can't cut us off like that. Your nectar is a drug."

"Well, consider yourself on detox."  Throwing my closet door open I look for a comfy oversized shirt to wear.

I have a collection of the guys’ shirts, but I’m still missing Luka’s—a problem I’ll be rectifying tonight. Closing my closet door, I drop my towel, distracting Miles and Aphelion with my body just enough to be able to squeeze past them and leave the room.

"Hey, dar—" Beckett starts before his eyes trail hungrily over my body. His arm moves around his neck, arching behind his back as if he's getting ready to take his shirt off.

"Don't even think about it, Shark boy," I growl as I pass him.

"Katrina," Samael's voice beckons me like a siren as he gently rolls the r of my name.

"Don't you Katrina me Samwise Gamgee," I snark staring down my prey.

"Umm, Kit-Kat, is something wrong?" Luka asks nervously.

"Shirt off. Now!"

"As you wish," Luka smiles seductively as he slowly unbuttons his white button-up, revealing his chiseled chest.

Just as he's about to cast it to the side, I lunge for it, quickly donning it like a second layer of skin.

"Is that what that temper tantrum was all about, Princess? You could have just said you wanted a shirt." I glare Aphelion down, causing him to gulp. "Or not."

"What's wrong, little demon spawn?" Samael grabs me by the waist and pulls me onto his lap.

"Demon spawn?" I turn, facing him, eyebrow raised.

"Yeah, it's fitting, especially after that little tizzy you just threw."

"You'd be throwing a fit too, if you had horny men all over you after you just spent thirty minutes scrubbing jizz out of your crevices," I pout, crossing my arms.

"Maybe next time, Luka can be the landing zone,” Samuel wickedly conspires, causing my traitorous pussy to throb at the image of my sexy teacher covered in cum. I wonder if Luka would be into that.

I shift uncomfortably on Samael's lap as I try to gain control of my urges. "So, what were you all discussing?" I ask, trying to concentrate on anything besides the image that would be permanently burned in my brain.

My men look at each other sheepishly, and my fighter, Mr. Tough Guy, actually blushes. What the Hell was going on out here... Oh, maybe they were discussing Luka taking Miles in his mouth. That was hot as Hell.

Speaking of Hell, well, not Hell, really, but the Underworld reminds me of what I asked Samael to look into for me. I shift slightly in his lap so I can look him in the eye. "You haven't mentioned it, so I'm guessing there was nothing, but did you find anything regarding my friends?"

"Beckett and I traveled the entirety of the Underworld while we cleaned the Eitr and there was no sign of them. I even took a quick look at recorded souls records before we left, but they weren't listed."

I sigh, slumping against his chest. He gives me a soft squeeze around the waist.

"I think since Heavenly Light is considered a purity affinity, it helped their souls cross over and let them completely bypass the Underworld."

"Oh. Okay. Well, thanks for checking anyway."

"Of course. Anything for you, sweetheart."

A dull ache settles in my chest, but I shove it down, locking it away with the countless unsaid goodbyes. Jack and Jill are gone—nothing can change that. Their deaths were beyond my control. But this? This moment, this crisis—I can do something about it. Gritting my teeth, I force my focus forward, determination hardening in my veins.

"So, how long can we keep the council at bay?" I ask no one in particular.

"As long as we keep you busy with school, you won't have any free time for my father or the council to request your presence," Aphelion answers.

"And how will I stay busy?"

"Easy, you'll take remedial lessons with me on the weekend, and during the weeknights, we'll be here studying," Luka replies, eliciting a groan from me, which causes him to raise his eyebrows in response.

"It's not you, Professor Sexy. I'm just not big on school." I shrug my shoulders.

"It's okay, Professor Sexy, I promise to be a good boy," Samuel laughs.

"Do I have to spend all my free time studying?" I whine.

"Of course not, Darling. The council doesn't need to know what we are doing on our own time. As long as you ace your studies, there'll be no doubt that Luka was tutoring you this entire time."

I slap my hand against my forehead and groan loudly. Just great. I really will have to spend every free hour studying if I'm going to ace my studies.

"Alright. Well, that's one less thing to worry about. What about the Eitr?"

"It's gone for now, but it’s getting stronger. It's already started to morph into monsters," Beckett says, drawing everyone's attention to him.

"Do you have any idea who's behind it?" Miles asks, eyebrows furrowed, while he concentrates on a plan of action.

"No."

"But we might have a lead," Samael adds. "The monsters kept saying their powers were a blessing bestowed upon them by their master. The only people I can think of who give actual blessings are Angels."

"You think an angel is controlling the Eitr?" Aphelion asks.

"I only know of two Angels powerful enough to control something so dangerous," Luka says, staring at me before continuing. “Michael and Lilith.”

Surely not. My parents couldn't be, could they?

"I highly doubt it's Lilith or Michael. They went to the ends of the earth to keep Katrina safe and hidden from their enemies. They wouldn't create utter chaos now that she's returned." Miles says as Samael strokes my arm, offering me some semblance of comfort.

"And we don't even know if they're still alive. Katrina said they had enemies that were after them. What if whoever they were running from was the person who created the Eitr?" Beckett asks.

I tense when Beckett mentions my parents might be dead. I’d somehow know if they were dead, wouldn’t I?

"We will have to look into their history without causing suspicion," Miles strokes his chin with his thumb and forefinger as he thinks. "Samael and Luka, you can look into Lilith's disappearance. The people and demons of the Underworld won't think twice about the princes of darkness inquiring about a missing demon's whereabouts. And Aphelion, you can look into Michael's history and time spent before his disappearance. As the heir to the Sky Kingdom, you'll be able to obtain more information on the archangel."

"And what will the rest of us be doing?" I ask Miles.

"Beckett will gather intel from the creatures of the Water Kingdom to see if they've noticed anything odd or strange."

"And you and I?"

"We have a date," Miles says cheerfully.

"A date?"  I question skeptically. Am I really going to get the opportunity to do something so normal and human with one of my fated?

"Did I stutter?"

I roll my eyes. "No, not at all. Going on a date is just so mundane. It seems too good to be true."

"I should have... No. We should have," he circles a finger around his cousins and friend, "taken you out on a date a long time ago. We should be showering you with affection and love and worshiping the ground you walk on. A date between us is long overdue, and I plan on rectifying that."

"Okay," I smile gleefully, my attention drawn from the Eitr and council. "When should we go on our date?"

"How about Saturday afternoon?"

"No, can do," Luka replies before I get a chance. "Katrina has tutoring with me, which she must attend. Remember me telling Hermes she'd be there? I have no doubt he'll be there to ensure she is."

My bottom lip juts out in disappointment. Once again, the council gets in the way and thwarts my plans.

"No need to pout, Kitten. We'll go out on Sunday," Miles smirks mischievously.

"Sunday's perfect," Aphelion adds, "Hermes gives my father his weekly reports every Sunday, and I plan on going up this Sunday to learn as much as I can about Michael."

"What about you guys?" I ask my other three mates, "Will you be attending our date?"

"No," they reply in unison.

"This date is for you and Miles, Darling. But don't worry. Our time will come." Beckett says.

"We're going to head down to the Underworld and gather information on Lilith. The quicker we investigate, the closer we might get to discovering who is behind the Eitr," Samael gestures to Luka and himself.

"Alrighty, I guess it's just me and you, Hurricane," I smile at Miles.

"Hurricane?" He raises one eyebrow in confusion.

"Yeah, because you're always caught in a messy situation. Plus, you're the only military personnel in our group."

"Let me tell you one thing, Kitten," Miles stalks toward me, grabs my hand, and yanks me off of Samael's lap, curling me into his muscular embrace. "My life wasn't messy until you walked into it."

I go to pull away from him, but he doesn't let me. He drops a small kiss just below my ear before continuing. "And if I have to be in the middle of a hurricane to have you by my side, I'll live in chaos for the rest of my life," he whispers before pulling away.

"Good. Since you'll have to deal with chaos, the prince of the skies, the controller of waters, and the bringer of darkness, for the rest of your life," I tease, listing my other mates.

"I wouldn't want anyone else fighting by my side."

"So, what will we be doing on this date?" I ask Miles, pulling myself out of his embrace to look him in the eyes.

"You'll see when we are on it."

"Damnit. I hate surprises,” I reply trying and failing miserably to hold back a yawn.

"We should all head to bed." Luka gets up off the couch and stretches.

"What's the matter, old man can't keep up with us youngins?" I tease.

"Oh, I can definitely keep up with you, Kit-Kat." He lurches forward to capture me.

I squeal, jumping back and heading toward the hallway, sprinting toward my room. I can hear the thudding of Luka's feet hitting the floor behind me, but luckily for me, my bedroom is close by. I barely make it in time— his hand reaching out toward me just as I slam the door shut.

"Not fair, cheater," he laughs, hearing the click of my lock.

"Hey, Princess!" Aphelion shouts as if I can't hear him through the closed door. "Which of us gets to join you in your bed tonight?"

"No one."  I crack the door open and see all five of my mates standing outside like a group of needy puppies. "This girl needs her rest."

"But what if we get cold?" Aphelion pouts.

"Then you can cuddle each other, Sparky," I reply, shutting the door and laughing as I hear Miles shout that he gets to be the big spoon.

My oversized bed feels lonely when I toss my blankets back and get into it by myself, but I don't have time to regret my decision as sleep quickly takes hold of me.

My dreams seem to agree with my traitorous body as I find myself in lustful situations with each of my mates. I have a hunger that can't be satisfied, even after I take my men over and over again. I fuck each of them one by one, cumming multiple times under their expert skills before milking their cocks, but no matter how many orgasms I have, I want more. I take them all at once, filling myself to the rim with cocks, and still, I want more. I scream for more over and over again. I scream through my moans, asking them to fuck me harder, rougher, faster, and even after my body is covered in bruises and love bites, I still feel the unsatisfied hunger. It isn't until I wake up that the uncontrollable need for my mates leaves me.
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"You guys look miserable. Is not sleeping with me really that terrible?" I ask taking in the rough shape of my mates and we all gather round our kitchen. They all look drained.

"I slept just fine," Beckett replies. "I just feel weak, like my muscles hurt. I couldn’t even command the water for the shower. I had to get up and physically turn it on."

"Oh, poor baby," I tease, though a part of me is concerned.

"Weird," Miles says, rubbing the back of his head. "I was rearranging my room to make more space for extracurricular activities," he says, staring at me before turning back to Beckett. "But I didn’t even have the strength to move my bed."

Now that’s unbelievable. Miles is the strongest of my mates. His muscles are nearly double the size of Aphelion’s, whose biceps are slightly larger than average.

"Yeah. Samael and I were discussing how weak we felt this morning. It took everything out of me to roll out of bed. I don’t know how I’ll make it through an entire day of teaching,” Luka yawns, rubbing his eyes.

How strange. While my mates feel weak, I feel stronger than normal. Magic thrums through me, itching to be released. Could their state have anything to do with me? No, there’s no way I could’ve taken down four, nearly five, full-fledged Gods. Maybe our time together drained them more than they realized.

"I’m sure we’ll be back to normal after breakfast," Aphelion says. "If we don’t hurry, we’ll be late, and we can’t have that.”

My four other fated let out a heavy sigh, struggling to haul themselves out of their seats. We move to the cafeteria at a snail's pace. As I glance around, I notice that our fellow students seem to be in a similar state. Even the headmaster, who rarely makes an appearance at breakfast, looks worn out. Could this be related to the moon or something like that? Maybe it didn’t affect me because I was raised human.

Worried about drawing attention to myself, I watch my mates closely and mimic their behavior. When we walk through the doors, no one looks up. Even Hilda is too tired to make a snide remark. What the hell is going on?

"Everyone seems worse for wear today," Luka mumbles quietly, eyeing me as if trying to figure something out before shaking his head. "I have to go now. I’ll see you in class." He walks away, an apple in hand. I smile at how cliché his choice of breakfast is.

"Something’s off here," Miles says as we sit at the table. "The entire school shouldn’t be like this."

"Do you think we’re under a witch’s spell?" Beckett asks.

Wait, witches exist too? Does that mean vampires, werewolves, and all other creatures from our imagination exist? And do the vampires sparkle, and are the werewolves as handsome as Twilight depicts them? Could witches be as sexy as Sabrina or Bonnie? Or are they more like the monsters in horror novels?

"No, we’d be able to smell a witch’s magic. And there isn’t a witch strong enough to take us down. This is something else entirely,” Miles replies.

"It’s what I would imagine a succubus’s kiss would feel like if the ancient texts are to be believed," Samael says. "But we don’t know a succubus strong enough to affect the entire school. Even Lilith could only drain a hundred humans at a time. Whoever this is drained an entire school of beings with divine affinities. I’ve never heard of something like this."

"Do you think it could be a succubus the master blessed?" Beckett asks, referring to the person behind the Eitr.

"I don’t know," Samael says, causing a chill to run down my spine. "But the fact everyone is still alive means one thing. The succubus hasn’t finished feeding."

"How do succubi feed?" I ask, trying to hide my shaking hands.

"There are two ways I know of," Miles replies, surprising me. I expected Samael to have the answer. "One is through sex, which we experienced last night. The other is more intrusive. They can feed by dream-walking. Dream-walking was Lilith and her sisters’ favorite way to feed. It’s said that Lilith would visit Aphrodite’s dreams at night to sate her hunger."

"Do you know what dream-walking is like?" I ask, thinking about my dream last night. Could I have been dream-walking?

"I couldn’t say. Only a succubus would know, and none have cared to speak about it." Miles furrows his brow, concern lining his face. "Why do you ask?"

"Well, if it’s something my mother did, maybe I have the same ability," I whisper, leaning in close.

"It’s a possibility, but the chances are slim," Samael says, curling his fingers around mine. "I plan on talking with Lilith’s sisters. I’ll see if any of them feel like opening up to me."

"I’d like to go with,” I reply, still worried that my dream set all this into motion.

As we sit at the table, my fated start to look more revived. By the time the morning bell chimes, they’ve regained most of their strength.

"Maybe it was something in the soup we ate last night," Beckett mumbles while scarfing down a cup of coffee. "I’ll see you in Luka’s class, Darling." He kisses me atop the head, before heading to class.

"He seems to be in a hurry," I say as Samael wraps his arm around my shoulder and walks beside me.

"Senior Midterms start today."

"Oh really? How long until they’re over?"

"They last two weeks. By the time we finish, Miles and Beckett will have finished theirs."

"And they’ll be one step closer to graduation," I mutter.

As we enter the classroom, I glance up at the chalkboard and groan inwardly. At least, I thought it was internal until the professor looks up and asks if anything is wrong.

"Not at all, Professor Malar," I reply. "I’m just a little exhausted still."

"Ah, yes. Being fed upon by a succubus can be very tiring."

"And how do you know it was a succubus who put us in this state?" Samael asks, eyes narrowing.

"Not just one succubus, Prince Samael, but an entire group. Unless Lilith herself has gained even more power and decided to make a reappearance," the professor says.

"And how do you know this?" Samael demands.

"Before I was a teacher, I was a succubi hunter. I retired only when the council told me all succubi had been captured or killed."

"If they were captured or killed, why do you think this was an attack from them?"

"The council isn’t always right, young prince." Malakar clears his throat. "Now, if you and your mate could take your seats, I’d like to begin my lesson."

Samael looks like he wants to continue interrogating the professor, but I pull him toward his seat.

"Succubi again, Professor?" A student in the back whines. "I thought we were supposed to learn about other demons and angels?”

"What if I told you there’s a succubus amongst us right now?" Malakar asks, shocking the class into silence.

"There can’t be a succubus here," Astrid says. "The school has wards to keep demons and angels out."

"And yet Brahma’s agents with the BOUA entered the school just two weeks ago," the professor responds, silencing her.

"I told you Katrina was a succubus." Hilda’s crony whispers. "It’s the only way she could have won over the princes and become so powerful."

The hair on the back of my neck stands up as I hear my name and the word "succubus" in their murmurings. I feel Samael’s fury growing.

He stands abruptly, blue fire swirling around him, silencing the class.

"If anyone dares speak ill of my fated, I’ll personally see to your banishment. Katrina is my fated mate. Destined to be mine by the prophets themselves. She will be your future queen." His voice is calm, before turning to the professor. "And I’ll have you sacked if you ever insinuate that a student here is anything less than divine."

"I n-n-never meant to imply—" the professor stammers.

"That’s enough, Malakar," Samael says, silencing him. "Now, I think the next subject is vampires and faeries. Would you like to lead this, or shall I?"
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The rest of the class is uneventful. The professor drones on about vampires and faeries—vampires are demonic, faeries angelic. Vampires feed on blood, faeries on laughter. It might have been intriguing if I wasn’t preoccupied with the idea that a horde of succubi might be lurking nearby.  But for what? And why are they attacking the school?

"Katrina," Samael whispers, "Are you alright, sweetheart?

"Yeah, all good here," I force a small smile.

Samael doesn’t look convinced but lets it go. "Okay, I’m cutting class a few minutes early. The headmaster and I need to talk. Miles should be waiting outside for you when class ends."

"Okay," I nod, giving him a quick kiss before he leaves.

Not even a minute later, my phone dings.

Hey, Kitten. Midterms are running late. I’ll meet you in class. Samael can walk you there.




Samael must not have shared his plans with Miles, but there’s no need to worry him with them. There’s no reason I can’t walk to class alone.

Ok




As the bell rings, a strange tingle runs through my body, but I ignore it. My body’s felt strange since I woke up. I quickly shove my notebooks into my bag and head out. As I turn the corner, I bump into someone.

I go to apologize but stop when I look up. The man standing before me is the definition of a silver fox. His dirty blond hair has streaks of silver, and his red beard is woven with it too. His blue eyes are crinkled as if he's lived a life full of laughter or anger. For a man in his mid-fifties, he’s surprisingly fit. His broad chest looks like his shirt might burst if he flexes. He looks like he’s just begging to be called Daddy. Except I’m fully mated, and another lover is not needed nor wanted in this group. Though you can’t judge a girl for looking.

"You’re as strong as they say," he says, his eyes roaming over me. The way he looks me over makes me shrink into myself and realize how little my school uniform actually covers.

"My apologies, but who are 'they'? Also, I don’t think we’ve met. I’m Katrina." I offer my hand.

Instead of shaking it, he kisses it.

"I know who you are, Katrina," he says, chuckling. "But it isn’t often I meet someone who doesn’t know who I am."

My mind races. Who is this man? And should I be wary of him? Because I feel like I ought to be.

"But of course, you’ve only just learned about all this. And my son favors his mother with his fiery red hair."

Fiery red hair? Could it be? Is this Zeus—King of the Sky Kingdom?

"Ah, there it is. You're a smart girl," he smiles charmingly. "I didn’t come here looking for Aphelion." He steps closer, cornering me. "I was disappointed when I learned you wouldn’t be coming to the Sky Kingdom this weekend. So, I decided to meet you here instead, my son’s highly elusive fated mate. Tell me, Katrina, what are you hiding?"

"I'm not hiding anything." I glance around, hoping one of my mates will find me.

"No one’s coming. I’ve frozen time. No one can move except you." He steps closer, and my heart races.

"Maybe my special ability is deflecting power," I say, shrugging nonchalantly.

"That’s a possibility," Zeus replies, his power making me shiver. "Or maybe you’re a danger to our kind, more powerful than even Cronus. So, tell me, what are you hiding, Katrina?"

I feel his magic sweep through me, his power locking me in place. That tingle I felt earlier was his aura.

"I’m not hiding anything." I hold my ground, not willing to budge an inch.

"Then why are you avoiding the council?" he presses.

"I’m not avoiding them. I am just trying to get used to my new life."

Zeus stares at me as though trying to catch me in a lie. But I won’t break. I’ve survived too much to let anyone intimidate me.

"You might be able to avoid me for now, Katrina, but remember, midterms are coming, and once they're over, you'll face the council. I can either be your ally or your enemy."

Before I can respond, a tingle runs through me, and time moves again. And where Zeus once stood is empty air.
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"Are you okay, Kitten?" Miles asks after sparring class.

"Yeah, I’m fine," I reply, my mind still racing. I survived my initial meeting with Zeus, but I still have no idea what his game is.

I’m not sure if I want to tell the guys that Zeus visited me today at school. They’re already way too protective. I can’t imagine how they’d react if they knew Daddy Dearest sought me out on his own. Then there’s what Zeus said about me—he claimed I was more powerful than Cronus. How could that be? I’m not even a God, and not even the tiniest bit of Titan blood runs through me. Could the child of a light angel and a dark angel be more powerful than the gods? And if I am more powerful, what kind of destruction would I cause if I lost control?

"You seem off, Kitten," Miles says.

"It’s just the thought of midterms being nearby. We’re halfway through the school year, have you and Beckett decided what you’re going to do after you graduate?" I ask, voicing at least one of my worries.

"Hmm... I haven’t really thought about that. I know we’ll get a place close to campus. It’ll be big enough for the five of us. Headmaster Simmons will give special permission for you and Phil to live off-campus, and Luka can live wherever he wants."

"Do you think it’ll be safe for me to live off-campus? I thought I was here not only for my protection but for the protection of those not blessed with divine powers."

"Kitten, you’ll be with four Gods and a professor. There isn’t a place safer for you to be, and Luka can tame whatever power you release."

"Except for my darkness," I murmur.

"Has something else happened?" Miles asks, worry creeping into his voice. He grabs my arm, pulling me away from the busy hallway into a quieter spot.

I glance around before replying. "Just the succubus kiss this morning. I know you said I wasn’t strong enough to do this alone, but what if I’m calling the succubi to me? Lilith was the Queen of Hell, so wouldn’t that make me her successor?"

"Babe, I think you’re worrying too much about something that isn’t there. Yes, there’s a dark side to you, but there’s a light side too. Lilith ruled the fallen angels and demons of Hell. Michael led the angels, and the angel blessed. The other succubi and demons won’t want anything to do with you— you’re tainted with the light. They won’t see you as their Queen. You are and will always be their enemy." Miles cups my cheek with his hands before pressing a gentle kiss to my forehead. "You’re so worried about being evil and causing harm to those around you that you can’t see you are our biggest blessing. You’re the bringer of peace."

Except there’s always violence before there is peace.

"Thanks, Miles. You always know when to help," I reply, smiling up at him.

"That’s what I’m here for, Kitten." He wraps his arm around my shoulder and steers me toward the cafeteria. "Let’s get going before the guys start worrying."

I plaster a smile on my face, pushing back all the negativity swirling in my mind. For now, I’ll live in the moment and enjoy the time with my men. When the darkness calls, I’ll be there to fight it—whatever that darkness may be.
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Chapter Twenty
APHELION
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“Have a seat in the foyer. Take a number. I was lightning before the thunder.”

The sweet sound of Thunder by Imagine Dragons hums from my phone, my alarm clock shaking me from the vast space of my dreams. I squint against the early light and blink at the screen. Six a.m.

I have half a mind to roll over and go back to sleep—after all, it’s the weekend but then I remember why I set the damn alarm in the first place. I need to head back to the Sky Kingdom and discuss the upcoming engagement and ensuing party.

Groaning, I jab the stop button, toss the covers off, and drag myself out of bed.

I hit the ensuite first, turning on the hot water for the shower, then walk back into the room, slipping off my boxers and chucking them into the laundry bin. While the water warms, I do a quick tidy-up. I pride myself on cleanliness. One scrap of paper out of place can ruin the whole vibe. There’s nothing better after a long day than walking into a room that looks like no one ever suffered in it.

I know it sounds neurotic. The guys get it, though. They keep things as tidy as they can, and Katrina fits in just fine with us. Every time I’ve been in her room, it’s spotless.

Even if it wasn’t, I wouldn’t care. It’d just be her one imperfection among a million perfections—something real. She worries she’s brought chaos into our lives, that she’s a disruption. But what she doesn’t understand is what life was like before her. Bland. Predictable. Directionless.

Back then, I was stuck with Hilda because it was expected of me. I shadowed my dad, did what I was told, aced every class at Divine Academy, and never questioned the script. Now? I’ve got a voice. I speak up. I feel. Katrina didn’t bring chaos—she brought meaning.

Once my bed’s made, I head to my closet. I grab black jeans from the bottom drawer and reach for my old AC/DC tee—but stop myself. Today’s not about being the laid-back prince. It’s about the future King of the Sky Kingdom. The people I speak to need to see that.

I flip past my usual shirts and the stiff school uniform and grab the lilac dress shirt hanging in the far right corner of the closet. Dusty as hell, but perfect. The soft color brings out the natural lilac in my eyes, and the overall look strikes a balance—approachable but commanding. The women will talk because I’m charming. The men will talk because I make them nervous.

As I step into the shower, I suck in a sharp breath. The water’s blistering, but it hits all the right places. My muscles ache from the succubus attack. I’m still not at a hundred percent. But I can’t show weakness—not at the Academy, not in front of the others.

If the students catch wind that an heir, a God, is drained, fear will take over. And maybe they should be afraid. Between the Etir and the recent succubus attack—inside the Divine Academy, no less—something’s coming. And it’s not good.

That’s why I need answers. If we can piece together Michael and Lilith’s past, maybe we’ll uncover something useful. Maybe we’ll finally understand what Katrina’s inherited—and what she’s up against.

I scrub down fast, shampoo my hair, then step out and towel off. My red hair’s as wild as ever, but I don’t bother trying to tame it. Something about the static from the electricity in my blood makes it impossible to manage anyway.

After toweling off the last few damp spots, I toss the towel into the hamper and get dressed.

On my way out, I glance toward Katrina’s room, hoping to catch her before I leave—but no luck. She’s already out with Luka for tutoring. Poor thing’s miserable about it, but it’s for the best. She’s our Queen—the ruler of all four kingdoms. She has to know our histories. She has to master her gifts.

She’s proven she’s strong enough to be our mate. Now she has to prove she can control what’s inside her.

I pull out my phone to text her, but hesitate. It’s already been two hours. Luka’s likely started his lesson, and I don’t want to distract her. Instead, I grab a granola bar from the kitchen and head to Simmons’ office, deciding to use the portal home instead of summoning a pegasus.

To my surprise, the secretary is in.

Usually, on the weekend, the school’s offices are dead. Faculty either go home or stay holed up in the teachers’ quarters. But here she is. I think her name’s Maddie. Or Maybel. Maybe Marcie. Whatever. She must be behind on paperwork.

I flash her a quick wave and keep walking toward Simmins’ door—until her hand clamps down on my shoulder.

“Sorry, Prince Aphelion,” she says. “The headmaster left strict instructions not to let anyone in.”

I raise a brow. “I’m sure he didn’t mean me.”

“He didn’t dis-include you either,” she replies, still gripping me.

“Listen, Mary⁠—”

“Matilda,” she corrects.

“I’m sorry, what?”

“My name. It’s Matilda.”

“Oh.” I blink. “Right. Sorry. I think we’ve only met once.”

“Still. Matilda.”

I grit my teeth, offering her a tight smile. “Matilda, then. Look, I get you’re doing your job, but when Simmons gives out orders, they don’t apply to my cousins or me. While he may be the headmaster, we’re the ones with the crowns. Simmons and I have an understanding. You’d do well not to step between that.”

“I’m sorry, your highness, but I really can’t⁠—”

I pull free of her grip and let myself into Simmons’ office before she can finish.

“Ah, Aphelion. So nice to see you, young prince,” the headmaster says, leaping from his desk to shake my hand.

His reaction is… off. Almost nervous. And I immediately clock the woman seated across from him.

She’s facing away from me, but even from the back, she’s stunning. Long platinum hair pulled into a high pony. When she glances my way, I catch the curve of her cheek, the tilt of her pouty red lips, and the piercing blue eyes that practically glow.

She oozes power. Beauty. Sex.

If it weren’t for Katrina, I’d be halfway to dropping to my knees and worshiping her.

“Sorry, Headmaster, I tried to stop him,” the secretary huffs, peeking in behind me.

“No worries, Matilda,” Simmins says, calm as ever. “The princes and their mate may come and go as they please. I should’ve made that clear.”

“Yes, Headmaster,” Matilda grits out before withdrawing and shutting the door behind her.

Simmons raises a brow. “Do I even want to know what you did to her?”

“Didn’t lay a finger,” I say, my eyes still locked on the woman.

Who is she?

“What can I do for you, Aphelion?”

“I—uh…” The woman turns slightly, and now I can see her fully. She’s wearing a fitted black dress that hugs every curve. The kind of dress that turns heads and starts wars.

“Have we met?” I ask, brows furrowed. She looks… familiar. Unsettlingly so.

“Lilly, stop it,” Simmins says sharply, giving her a look before turning back to me.

“This is my wife’s cousin, Lilian,” he explains. “She stopped by to drag me to breakfast with the family. She’s mute, which is why she didn’t answer you.”

I nod slowly, dragging my gaze away. “Right. Got it. I won’t keep you. I just need to use the portal to go home.”

“Of course. You know the way. I’ll leave you to it. Come now, Lilly.”

He rounds the desk and moves to her side, helping her up. When she stands and glances back at me, something shifts. The pull she had a moment ago? Gone. Her aura isn’t the same. Almost like it’s veiled.

I nod at her, then turn toward the back of the office, making my way to the closet where the portal is hidden.
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“Aphelion,” comes my father’s boisterous voice from just inside the pearly gates, “my dear son, how are you today?”

I step the rest of the way out of the portal, glancing around cautiously. My father is unusually chipper this afternoon. That kind of mood usually means someone important is around. But to my surprise, we’re alone.

“Where’s St. Peter?” I ask as I pass through the last of the twelve heavenly gates—Zebulun’s gate.

Long ago, Jehovah appointed St. Peter as guardian over all twelve gates of Heaven—one for each. Like the original nine circles of Hell, Heaven has layers, too. Most humans don’t realize they already live in the first three stages. Asher, Benjamin, and Dan—the first three gates—exist within the human realm. Not that you’d see them. On Earth, the gates don’t look like shimmering arches of divine power. They show up as class divisions: Upper, Middle, Lower. Jehovah’s way of structuring humanity to reflect the heavens.

The fourth gate, Gad, is the first true passage into the divine. On Earth, it’s hidden in plain sight—called the Haʻikū Stairs or “Stairway to Heaven” on the island of Oʻahu. Inside, it houses the spirits of Earth’s animals. Dogs, cats, hamsters, wild beasts of all types—none are excluded.

Gates five through nine—Issachar, Joseph, Judah, Levi, and Naphtali—once held the twelve apostles, even Judas, and prophets of old, but now they sit empty.

The tenth and eleventh—Reuben and Simeon—used to house Jehovah’s siblings: Brahma, Yahweh, Shiva, and others. No one really knows how many siblings Jehovah had.

The twelfth gate? That’s Jehovah’s. Reserved for the purest of souls. Not even his son could reside there. Only one being ever has: the Great Goddess, now known to humans as Mother Earth. Some say we weren’t created in Jehovah’s image at all—but born of his love for her.

The Sky Kingdom now resides behind the tenth and eleventh gates. The twelfth remains locked under my father’s control. Which is why it’s all the more unnerving to see him greeting me like this.

“St. Peter has been tasked with getting Naphtali ready,” my father says as we head toward the palace.

“For what?” I ask, suspicion prickling down my spine. I’d originally planned to stop and speak with a few angels, but now I’m being steered straight past them.

“For our visitors, of course.”

Visitors?

Inside the palace, I spot my mother, Hera, speaking with my half-brother, Hercules. She can barely tolerate him, given that he’s walking proof of my father’s infidelity.

“Where are Hebe and Karios?” I ask her, immediately noticing the absence of my baby siblings, who are never far from her side.

“They’ve gone to stay with my sister, Isis,” she replies, not meeting my eyes.

“Why?” I press, trying to catch her gaze.

“Does he really not know?” Hercules scoffs.

“Know what?” I snap, a low rumble of thunder shaking the air above us.

“Now, now, Phil. Calm down,” Hera says gently, the way only a mother can. “You’ve always had such a temper. Must’ve gotten it from your father’s side.”

“You’d be pissed too if everyone was keeping secrets.”

The lightning crackling around me flashes brightly. A few bulbs pop above us.

“Temper, boy,” my father growls. “Don’t make me renounce your claim to the throne.”

That old threat again.

I take a few deep, centering breaths and shove the storm back down.

“Will someone please tell me what’s going on?”

“I met Katrina,” my father says, smug as ever.

“You did what?” The lightning flares violently, bursting more bulbs in the hallway.

“Seriously, Phil,” Hercules mutters. “You’d think that fancy school would’ve taught you to control your powers.”

“Don’t interrupt your father,” Hera tuts.

Zeus doesn’t look bothered—if anything, he looks pleased with himself.

“As I said, I met Katrina the other day. I was... surprised. And from what I’ve been hearing, her council introduction is shaping up to be quite the event. Deities from all over want to meet the woman supposedly tied to the prophecy.”

“Katrina is not a zoo exhibit,” I snarl. “You don’t get to parade her around.”

“The people want to meet her,” Hera replies calmly. “If she’s the true Queen, she can’t be hidden.”

“Or maybe you’re afraid the kingdoms will find out she’s a fake. Or worse—something unholy,” Zeus says, watching me closely. “Hilda’s rumors are making their way through the gates.”

I keep my face blank. I know my father too well—every word from his mouth is a move in a game. A test.

“She is the true Queen. And no one else’s council meeting was public. Hers shouldn’t be either.”

“Then what do you suggest we do about the guests?” Hera asks.

“Cancel it. Tell them the event is off.”

“We can’t,” my father snaps. “We’ll look weak.”

“Fine.” My jaw clenches. “Then tell them they’re attending an engagement party instead.”

My father’s thunderous laugh rattles the palace. “An engagement party?”

“Yes. Celebrating Miles and Katrina’s engagement.”

“Ahhh,” Hercules grins. “So she’s aligning with the Earth Kingdom. I guess that means your betrothal to Hilda is still on?”

He shrugs. “Bummer. I was hoping to stake a claim.”

If looks could kill, my mother’s glare would’ve turned him to ash.

“And why would Thor agree to that?” she asks, seething.

“You forget, I’m still Zeus’s son,” Hercules replies smugly. “Any child between Hilda and me would be a storm-wielding powerhouse.”

“A child powerful enough to claim the throne,” Hera hisses, tone darkening.

“Herc,” I cut in, not because I care to save him—but because I don’t want to scrape his ashes off the marble floor. “Maybe it’s time for you to go.”

He rolls his eyes. “Brother, how many times do I have to remind you? You’re not king yet.”

“Suit yourself,” I say with a shrug, turning back to my parents. “I have to leave. If anything happens that concerns Katrina or me, I expect to be informed. This time, things ended peacefully. I can’t promise the same next time.”

I walk out before either of them can reply, ignoring my mother calling after me and my father’s profanity-laced rants.

Katrina and I need to have a very serious conversation about her little secret meeting with my father.

And the guys need to know—the engagement party in the Sky Kingdom is officially on.
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Chapter Twenty-One
KATRINA
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"Katrina, that's the wrong stance," Luka barks from across the classroom. "What are you doing, washing your opponent's hair?"

Forget what I said about Luka being Professor Sexy. Professor Nazi suits him much better. We've been running drills all morning—first a short review of sparring, then a review of every divine gift we covered in Divine Studies. Now, we're combining both. When I fought against Hilda, my magic came naturally. I didn’t have to think about it. It just sprang forward when needed. Today? Not so much. Kayla is kicking my ass, and I've only managed to create a single stream of water from the air—which is now swirling through Kayla's hair.

"It's okay, Katrina. He's like this with everyone," Kayla whispers over to me, flicking her hair back with a gust of wind.

"Doesn't surprise me," I reply loudly. "He seems like the asshole type."

I see Luka stifle a smirk in the corner of my eye. Go ahead and smirk all you want, Professor Nazi, but I can guarantee you won’t be smirking later tonight when you're the only one not allowed in my bed. And just to be petty, I’ll be sure to be extra loud so you can hear what you’re missing out on.

"Ms. Katrina, speak to me like that again and I’ll have to punish you," Luka calls, striding toward us.

He can punish me all night long. Wait, no, mini-Katrina, bad girl. We're mad at Professor Se—err, Professor Nazi right now.

"I’ll try to be on my best behavior, Professor," I reply, clasping my hands behind my back and swaying slightly, trying to maintain my innocence while pushing my breasts out in a seductive manner.

Luka rolls his eyes but shifts subtly. Guess I succeeded in getting to him.

"Kayla, why don’t you switch positions with Katrina?" Luka suggests. "Maybe you can show her how to properly attack. Katrina, you’re on defense."

Kayla smiles widely, her cheeks flushing at Luka’s attention.

Now, girl, I get it. I truly do. Luka’s highly attractive, but he’s already mated—twice over. I don’t think he has time for another. Although, I do have room for all five of my men... would Luka even want another female to join in? Do the others want that? I’m okay with Samael and Luka being together, but they’re already mine. I’m not sure how I’d feel if my mates added someone else. Should I even get a say in the matter? Beckett wanted nothing to do with Luka, but I still mated with the professor.

"Oops," Kayla suddenly shrieks, snapping me out of my unraveling thoughts. "Sorry, Professor Luka. I don’t know how that happened. I tried to hit Katrina with water, but fire appeared instead, and I freaked out. I waved my hand to extinguish the flames, and... well, you know the rest."

I glance at Luka and almost choke, trying to hold back my laughter. His face is covered in soot, and his shirt is in tatters.

"It’s alright, Kayla," Luka says, removing the remains of his shirt. "That’s why we’re training today. I want to make sure your abilities are up to par. It’s my job to educate, and this mistake allows me to teach you the proper way to extinguish unwanted gifts."

I’m not sure how much of that Kayla hears. Seeing as how Luka is now rinsing the soot off his torso with a stream of water, opting to let the sun dry him instead of using air. Kayla’s been staring since he took off his shirt. From the look on her face, I’m sure she’s imagining all the ways she could help Luka dry off. Not that I blame her. I’ve already thought about licking every last bead of water from his chest before moving lower and taking something else in my mouth.

"However, that’ll have to wait until after class on Tuesday," Luka says, snapping me and Kayla from our trance.

"O-okay," Kayla answers, her cheeks pink. "I’ll see you on Monday, Katrina."

As the rest of the class gathers their things and heads out, I follow suit but pause when Luka calls my name. "Katrina, we still need to discuss your behavioral issues. Please stay behind. Everyone else, enjoy the rest of your weekend, but don’t forget to practice what we went over today."

I let out a loud, annoyed sigh before dropping my bag on the desk and sliding back into my seat. I wonder if I’ll get the sexy professor or the Nazi for this meeting.
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"What the hell was that out there?" Luka demands, slamming his hand down on my desk, his anger palpable.

Ah, so it's Professor Nazi again. Not that I mind. Luka's dominant, cruel teacher persona does things to me that make my body ache in all the right places.

"I don't know what you mean, Professor," I respond, grabbing a pencil and tapping it against my lips.

"You had no clue how to protect yourself out there. Are you even paying attention to your studies?" His eyes flare with anger.

"Well, you'd have a hard time paying attention, too, if you had a teacher who looked like you," I reply, pursing my lips and trailing my pencil down into my cleavage.

"Dammit, Katrina!" Luka yells, slamming his hand against the desk beside me. "This is serious."

"Wow," I reply, trying to hide the sting of his outburst. None of my mates have ever spoken to me like that before.

"I'm sorry, Kit-Kat," Luka says, reaching over to touch my hand, only for me to jerk it out of his reach. He runs a hand through his hair, clearly frustrated. "From what I saw out there, you were defenseless. If anyone tried to harm you or kidnap you, you wouldn't be able to protect yourself. You have enemies everywhere, and if not enemies, people who want to use you for their gain. Not even a week ago, you were unstoppable. You took down Hilda, you created an impenetrable shield, and today you couldn't even hurl water at someone's face. What's going on? Should the others and I be concerned?"

"I…" I start, unsure of what to say, my lip trembling as tears threaten to spill.

Luka must notice the wetness in my eyes because he rushes to my side, pulling me into his warm embrace. "I'm so sorry, my love," he says softly, cradling me and kissing the top of my head. "I didn't want to make you cry. I just…damn it. I'm just so fucking worried about you. Midterms are coming up, and if you fail your classes, people will think you're unfit to be mated to the heirs. It'll be said that someone who can't pass their first year at Divine Academy isn't intelligent enough to be Queen. The council will assume you're hiding something since your strength has already been shown, and they'll try to lock you up and run tests on you, regardless of who you are. And Brahma…" Luka pauses as if he let something slip that I wasn't supposed to know.

"And Brahma what?" I ask, pulling away from his embrace and crossing my arms, staring at him.

"It's nothing," Luka replies, quickly trying to change the subject. “What happened out there today?"

"No. You don't get to keep things from me, Luka. This is my life. I deserve to know what's going on." I shout, demanding an answer.

Luka sighs, looking down at his feet. He stands still for a moment, clearly weighing whether to tell me or face my wrath. When he looks up, I can see he's made his choice.

"Brahma is more determined now than ever to make you his," Luka admits, his voice low. "Hilda told one of his advisors, indirectly while speaking with her father, that you're a succubus. She went into detail about why she thinks that's true. Hearing this and knowing that you possess the power of Michael has made you a top priority on Brahma's list. He won't stop until you're his."

"And none of you thought this was relevant to share with me?" My anger flares, and I can feel my eyes beginning to swirl with hellfire, but right now, that's the least of my worries.

"Katrina," Luka starts, lifting his hand as if to calm me, "You need to calm down before someone sees you."

"No, Luka. You don't get to tell me to calm down. You and the others hid something from me that directly impacts my life."

"If someone sees you right now, burning with Hellfire, your life will be over," Luka hisses, his voice urgent. "Our decision to not tell you won't matter, your anger won't matter—none of this will matter because you'll be extinguished right here, and there will be nothing I can do to stop it."

The thought of dying is enough to simmer my rage, but I can still feel the anger burning inside me. Grabbing Luka's arm, I pull him toward me. Closing my eyes I concentrate on my destination.

"What are you doing, Kit-kat?”

"Going somewhere where I can release this pesky anger in private.”
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When I teleport to my destination my fated are sitting on the couch, surprise evident on their faces at our sudden emergence.

"What are you doing here so early, Kitten?" Miles asks, standing to greet me.

"Don't Kitten me," I snap, turning to face my mates. "You all," I say, looking at each of them, "have some serious explaining to do. I want to know why you thought it was okay to keep secrets from me. Why you thought not telling me about Brahma's intentions was a good idea."

"Okay, Princess," Aphelion replies, standing up and drawing my attention. It's then I notice the lightning crackling in his eyes. "We'll tell you why we kept the information about Brahma from you, but then you get to tell us why you thought it was a smart idea to keep your meeting with my father a secret."

Wait, how does he know about my meeting with Zeus? I didn’t think he talked to his father often and couldn’t stand speaking to Hermes. Maybe this was Zeus' plan all along. He wanted to intimidate me, and he guessed I wouldn't tell the guys about it—not wanting to worry them. It was a presumptuous guess, but it paid off. I didn’t tell them, and now my secret is out. Not that it matters. The guys are also keeping things from me.

"Wait, what?!" Miles bellows, glaring at me. "You met with Zeus and didn't think it was something we should be aware of?"

"I didn't want to wo⁠—"

"Don't say you didn't want to worry us! We are your mates, Katrina. It's our job to worry about you."

Wow, what happened to Darling? And how dare he be upset with me? I'm not the only one withholding information.

"Don't you dare take that tone with me, Beckett!" I lash out, glaring at my handsome Water Prince, before turning my venomous glare on Miles. "And don't act like you're innocent in all of this. You withheld information too."

"Alright, let's not play the blame game," Luka says, his hands raised, trying to defuse the escalating tension.

"No. You don't get to control this situation, Professor Nazi," I sneer, my anger growing.

My blood is boiling as the rage ignites inside me. The rational part of me knows I am angrier than I should be, but my cynical, emotional side embraces it. The anger feeds on itself, drowning out all rational thought.

"Babe," Samael whispers, stepping closer. "You need to calm down a little. I know you're upset, but I can see the fire burning inside you. You look like you're going to combust, and I don't know what that level of Hellfire will do."

I can hear him trying to soothe me, but it feels like a breath of wind against a wildfire. Not enough to put out the flame, but enough to make it spread. The fire that has been burning in me internally begins to spread outward, scorching my skin. It crawls over me, tightening around my bones as the heat consumes everything.

"Shit," Luka curses, as everything surrounding me goes pitch black. The sounds in the room muffled, and distant. "Samael, contain the room with your fire. Beckett, submerge her with your water." Luka shouts, before everything cuts off.
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KATRINA
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“Woah, Kitten, take it easy,” Miles murmurs affectionately, his warm hand pressed against my chest to keep me lying down.

“What happened?” I ask, wincing, taking in the destruction around us.

The room is too bright, and my head is pounding. It feels like something’s stabbed me atop my head and the rest of my body aches like I’ve been thrown down multiple flights of stairs.

“What do you remember, Kit-Kat?” Luka asks, his voice coming from the other side of me.

I move my head slowly in his direction, trying to stifle my pain as I do.

“Gentle, darling,” Beckett whispers, smiling at me from beside Luka, who looks like he's been through the wringer himself.

“I… I don’t remember much,” I say, pausing to clear my throat. “I just remember being incredibly hot. It felt like I was going to burst into flames. There was a lot of yelling, but I couldn’t tell who was yelling. Then there was nothing but darkness, and here we are now.”

“Anything else?”

“No…” I pause, testing my neck muscles before I turn to look around the entire room.

We’re in our living room—or at least what used to be our living room. The couches and coffee table look like they’ve been left to the elements, and the mantel is covered in black soot. The curtains that cover the door leading to the balcony have been singed too. I also notice that Aphelion and Samael are nowhere to be found.

“Where are Samael and Aphelion?” I ask, my worry only growing when I see my mates' expressions. “No more keeping things from me. I’m a big girl. I can handle it.” I force myself to sit up, much to Miles’s disgruntlement.

“They’re recovering,” Beckett says cautiously, gauging my reaction.

“From what?”

“You said earlier that you felt like you were going to burst into flames,” Luka starts, caressing the top of my hand with his as he gently sits down beside me. “It wasn’t just something you felt, Katrina. It’s what happened. Your skin started to smoke, and your eyes turned pitch black. When we tried to calm you, it’s like we lit the match to the fuse and your entire body ignited. Hellfire covered every inch of you. The flames continued to grow rapidly, so I had Beckett use the power of the sea to drown them, but it only seemed to cause you to burn brighter. Then Miles used earth magic to smother them, but your fire only burned hotter once again. Samael called upon the fires of the underworld and used them as a protective shield to contain your demon magic in this room. It was only when we realized that your fire wouldn’t remain contained that Aphelion and I devised a strategy. He was going to distract you while I stole your magic. Instead of trying to squash the flames, Aphelion used his lightning to attack you. When Aphelion finally managed to strike you, I was able to get close enough to start siphoning your magic, but I wasn’t quick enough. Your tail sliced into Aphelion, cutting him across the chest. When Aphelion cried out in pain from your attack, it was like something snapped inside you, and you crumbled to the ground.”

I’m a mess of tears and snot, by the time Luka finishes explaining what happened. I’m shaking uncontrollably, my entire body shivering, probably from the shock of it all. Did he say I had a tail? I could’ve killed everyone. I put my mates in danger. I… I hurt them.

“Is Aphelion, okay? And what happened to Samael that caused him to need recovery? Did I hurt him too?” I manage to get out between shaky breaths and a panic attack creeping up.

“Aphelion’s fine. He’s almost completely healed. Miles had a potion on hand to dispel the poison from Aphelion’s body. And Samael’s okay. He just overexerted himself. He’ll feel just fine after a couple of hours of sleep.”

“Poison?” I cry out.

“Darling, do you not pay attention at all in your Angelic and Demonic studies?” Beckett jokes, trying to lighten the mood, but I don’t think anything at this point will make me feel better. “Demons’ hooves, horns, and tails are poisonous to any divine being.”

“You keep saying tail,” I whisper, reaching my hand behind my back and touching my ass to see if there’s anything abnormal back there.

“Yes, once your power broke through, you took on your demonic form,” Luka says calmly, like everything they just told me is an everyday occurrence.

“Demonic form? How? I… I’m only half demon. Lilith is a succubus. I thought succubi just looked like overly sexy humans,” I whisper, my throat tightening and my heart accelerating as the panic attack I felt earlier creeps in, showing its ugly face.

"Lilith was born divine; it wasn’t until she fell that she became a demon. Once she reached Hell, she was bathed in its fires. It never truly ran through her blood. Once coated in Hell's flames, it burned into her, embedding itself like a second skin. You were born after Lilith fell, making the Hellfire run freely through your veins. Demons born can shift; demons who have fallen cannot.” Luka replies, sounding every bit like the professor he is.

"So, I truly am a monster," I say.

I can feel the self-pity forming, but I shove it away.

A monster.

Something dark and sinful, which will hurt everyone around me.

I deserve to be imprisoned by the council. Better yet, the council should dispose of me. I am a walking apocalypse. A ticking time bomb.

“Don’t,” Miles growls, his fingers digging into my chin as he forces my gaze to meet his. “You are not evil. You will not cause our destruction. But even if you do, it won’t matter. I’d die with a smile on my face, happy to have known you.”

“And if I burn the world down?” I swallow hard, my throat tight as I press on. “The world that you’re sworn to protect.”

His fingers tighten and I wince, but he doesn’t loosen his hold. Instead, the storm brewing in his eyes intensifies. “Then let it fucking burn. I’ll still worship the ground you walk on as the ashes fall all around us.”

His head lowers until his lips brush against mine. “There’s something you don’t seem to understand, Kitten. You were fated to us by the stars. Everything else ceased to exist when you became ours. You are all that matters.”

When he kisses me, it’s painful.  It’s real, and it’s raw. This man is still madly in love with me, even after everything that’s happened today. He sees no fault in who I am. I’m still the woman who stole his breath away outside his club.

“Hey, no fair.” I hear a familiar whine from outside the living room. “I told you Miles is always hogging her.”

“You’d think he’d wait to start the gangbang until we’d at least managed to stumble out here,” mutters another familiar voice, causing my rising panic to diminish as I pull my lips away from Miles and turn to face the direction of the rooms down the hall.

Aphelion and Samael are both standing there. Samael’s arms are crossed, and a small smile appears on his face when my eyes catch his.

“Have I ever told you how much demons turn me on?” Samael teases, although I’m not sure if he’s joking or not. He did grow up around demons, after all. “There’s a reason I’m bonded to the Prince of Darkness and the Princess of Hell. You match my crazy. The chaos and havoc inside you lives in me.”

“Princess, you’re stuck with me. Monster or not. The moment you walked into my life, you became my prisoner. Wherever you go, I go,” Aphelion says, leaning against the wall. I can tell he isn’t fully healed, but as always, his priority is me.

“I almost killed you,” I whisper, my eyes filling once more with tears as I look at my lightning god. My spark of joy. The man I mated first. The one who saw right through my tough facade from the very beginning.

“And I would willingly almost die again and again for the rest of my life if it meant I get to spend my days with you. Before you, Princess, I was a shell. I did exactly what I was supposed to. I never stepped a foot out of line. If my father told me to jump, I’d ask how high. I was his shadow. It’s only now, since I met you, that I’ve opened my eyes. Without you, I wasn’t living. So, if being with you means dying, then I’m willing to do just that because at least I’ll have a life worth dying for.”

“Monster or not, I’d still fuck you. You are hot, Darling.” Beckett teases, coming up behind me, wrapping his arm around my waist, and pulling me flush against his chest.

His comments make me laugh, which is a bit difficult to do through snot and tears, so it’s mostly just snorting, which causes all my mates to chuckle.

“What is chaos without destruction?” Luka asks lovingly.

“You are all... I can’t believe I... I don’t know what I did to deserve...” I start and then pause before trying to start again. Each word, each start of a sentence it just isn’t enough. I have no words to describe how these men make me feel. How loved, cared for, wanted, treasured, and so much more.

“I love you. All of you,” I finally say, hoping they can see the words I cannot form through my expressions.

“Oh, look, your horns are gone,” Aphelion shouts out in excitement, breaking the room’s tender, lovey-dovey mood.

“Horns?” I squeal, my hands shooting to the top of my head, patting it, which causes me to grimace in pain when I hit a tender spot.

“Gentle,” Beckett whispers in my ear, his hot breath sending chills down my back as he reaches up and takes my hand from the top of my head and intertwines his fingers before tucking his arm back around me.

“What else did I grow?” I ask, pulling away from Beckett and walking toward my room, wanting to look myself over in a mirror.

“Just some pretty sexy fangs,” Samael says, slapping my ass as I walk by him.

I stop in front of him and caress his cheek, looking him over to make sure he really is okay. When my skin touches him, I can feel the aura inside of him. It's strong, not as strong as normal, but it's enough for me not to worry. “I always knew you were twisted,” I reply, slapping his cheek gently as I try to continue onward toward my room.

“Not too fast, Princess.” Aphelion says, pushing himself off that wall, grabbing my hand, and pulling me firmly toward him until my nose grazes his chest. He drops my hand, cupping my face instead with both hands and tilting my chin up so I can look him in the eyes. “I’m sorry,” he whispers, and it’s only then that I see the sadness in his hazel eyes.

“What do you possibly have to be sorry about?” I ask, reaching my hand up to caress his face, my breath hitching as he nuzzles into my touch.

“I hurt you, Princess,” he replies solemnly. “I can’t even stomach the thought of you getting hurt, and this time, I was the one doing the hurting.”

“Sparky,” I whisper, my breath hitching with emotion. “You didn’t hurt me. You saved me. You stopped me from doing something I would have regretted. You pulled me out of the darkness. You could never hurt me.”

“But I did.” He brings his forehead down to mine. “When my lightning struck you, you released a deafening scream, and then your entire body ceased up. It was only after my lightning struck that you shifted into your demonic form. Even now, you’re still hurting because of my actions.”

“How can you be so dumb? I almost killed you. Even now, standing here apologizing to me, you’re still in pain from where I cut into you, and yet you feel guilty. Aphelion, I’m not sure what would have happened without you, without your actions. Samael would have drained his aura completely, trying to stop my hellfire, and then once his fire dimmed, mine would’ve torn through this school.” I pause for a second, making sure he is actually listening to me and not lost in his own guilt. “The fire inside of me was killing me slowly. If I hadn’t shifted, it would have incinerated me. You saved me, Aphelion.”

I watch as the hurt eating him alive disappears from his eyes when he finally lets my words sink in.

“I’ll always be there to save you, Princess.” He smirks before gently kissing me on the lips and then letting me go.

“Katrina,” Luka calls out, causing me to turn back toward the living room, or at least what remains of it, “Go ahead and look yourself over, Kit-Kat, but when you’re done, we really need to talk. All of us.”

“Yes, there are some things you should know,” I reply before walking the rest of the way into my room. Deciding it’s finally time to come clean about everything.
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"So, Brahma wants to add me to his collection of angels?" I swallow deeply, realizing the gravity of the situation. This man wouldn’t just lock me up for my DNA, he’d use my powers for his personal gain.

"Pretty much. Yeah." Miles replies, his eyes searching mine, trying to gauge my reaction.

"So, what’s the plan?" I ask, knowing my warrior god would have dissected the situation and come up with the best course of action to keep Brahma at bay.

"The plan isn’t set in stone yet,” Beckett replies. "We’re still waiting for a few things to fall into place before we can determine if it’ll work."

"So, when will you know?" I ask cautiously, wondering if my men are keeping something from me yet again.

"Tomorrow night. After your date, and we all return from our assignments." Luka says, his response soothing my worries of being kept in the dark. I can wait one more day to hear their plan.

"So, what happened during your meeting with my father?" Aphelion asks, taking my hand in his, and gently rubbing his thumb over my knuckles.

We’re sitting in the dining room, which is surprisingly untouched, considering the destruction in the living room. The tall white kitchen chairs are soot-free, and the glass tabletop is unshattered. A few placemats are on the floor, and the fierce winds knocked over the salt and pepper shakers, but that’s the extent of the damage. Our almost pristine kitchen proves how strong and controlled my Prince of the Underground really is.

"It was strange. When Zeus arrived at the school, time stood still. He seemed just as surprised to see me as I was to see him. He said he’d come to the academy to meet me, that he was upset he hadn’t been introduced to me yet, which made him suspicious. He wanted to see me for himself to determine if the heirs were keeping something from him. It wasn’t until he mentioned that I was the only person, besides himself, who could move while time was frozen that I realized I’d painted an even bigger target on my back, " I reply, watching as Aphelion’s eyes widen in surprise.

It’s not just Aphelion’s eyes that widen. It’s all of my mates. They look more than surprised. They look... frightened. Are they afraid of me? Have I finally done something that even they can’t write off?

"What do we do now?" Beckett asks, his gaze shifting to Miles for direction.

"How likely is your father to request her death?" Samael asks Aphelion.

Luka is still staring at me with wonder in his eyes. If it weren’t for his jaw moving, I’d think he’s starstruck, but knowing his quirks, I can tell he’s lost in thought.

"My father will see you as an even larger threat now," Aphelion says, answering Samael but still looking at me. "While he’ll likely request you be sentenced to death, or at least banished to the veil, he could try to use you. He already knows how powerful you are. If he’s as cunning as he’s led us to believe, he’ll try to use you as a weapon of mass destruction."

"So, my question once again is, what do we do now?" Beckett asks, waiting for Miles to respond.

"We proceed as normal," Miles says, taking my hand and drawing me closer, inhaling my scent to calm his nerves.

"Are you sure that’s wise?" Beckett asks, his voice laced with concern.

"The plan isn’t just to keep Brahma away. It’s to keep everyone away. Including Zeus,” Miles replies.

"And you’re sure I can’t know the plan?" I grumble, hating the feeling that I’m being left out.

"You’ll like it." Luka smiles at me. "Trust me."

"I do," I reply, smiling back at him. I do trust him. There’s always been something about my overly handsome professor that told me I can trust him.

"So now that we’ve got all that out in the open," Beckett starts.

"Umm..." I swallow deeply, my nerves kicking in. "There’s actually one more thing."

Miles’s arm tightens across my stomach, his muscles rippling under my skin. My other mates seem to tense up as well, waiting for me to drop my news. But the words stick in my throat. I can’t seem to get them out. My jaw feels locked, and my throat tightens. I know it’s my anxiety. I shouldn’t feel this way, but I do. I feel like any minute now, the ball is going to drop, that the cloud I’m walking on is going to vanish, and I’ll fall.

Miles’s hands rub soothing circles across my belly, sending warm butterflies soaring through me. His breath is hot on my neck as he leans in and places a soft kiss just below my ear. "We’re waiting, Kitten." His voice vibrates against the spot where he kissed me.

"Err… yeah." I clear my throat, trying again to form the words to explain my dream.

"Whatever it is, Princess. We’re here always," Aphelion says, his eyes full of love.

"I know," I whisper, biting my bottom lip. "I just don’t know where to begin."

"I find the beginning is always helpful when telling a story," Samael jokes, winking at me, trying to help ease my nerves.

"The night before everyone woke up feeling drained, I had a dream. A dream unlike any I’ve had before."

Luka’s eyes drill into me and I can tell he already knows. He must’ve known this entire time.

"We’ve already told you that you couldn’t have drained the entire academy. There’s no way," Beckett says.

"Please continue, Kit-Kat." Luka holds up his hand to silence the others. He and I both know the truth. His darkness has always called to mine. He’s seen and felt the darkness that’s been inside me since the very beginning.

"In my dream, I had an insatiable sexual appetite. No matter how many times you guys fed me, I still craved more. Nothing could calm the passion that was raging through my body."

"Now we know that was definitely a dream, Darling. I’d force-feed you my cock until you no longer hungered for anything else." Beckett says, adjusting himself.

I feel the flicker of desire rise but shove it down. This conversation is important and needs to happen.

"You're hungry now," Luka remarks, his eyes never leaving mine. His intense stare making my body react. "You shouldn’t let yourself go hungry ever," he murmurs, stepping forward to caress my face. "If you go hungry, you'll feed until your energy restores, and then you’ll continue to feed until you have a surplus of energy stored."

"Do you really think Katrina was capable of all that?" Samael asks, his expression one of disbelief.

"I believe our queen is capable of that and much more," Luka replies, kissing my jawline while Miles’s hands slide gently across my waist, playing with the waistband of my panties.

"What are you doing?" I moan, letting out a sharp hiss as he gently bites my neck.
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Chapter Twenty-Three
MILES
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"What are you doing?" Katrina gasps as Luka nibbles at her throat.

She must be unaware of the power seeping from her. I can feel the tendrils of her dark power, even now, wrapping around me, begging for me to feed it. I could feel small amounts of it before I stepped closer to her and pulled her into my arms, but afterward, it was like her power leeched onto me, begging me to let it in. With each caress of her stomach, her power begs for more. Luka's right. Katrina's powers are growing, and they're begging to be fed. Whatever seal was on them before has been broken, and now they're ready to come out and play.

"What does it look like I'm doing, Kit-Kat?" Luka asks, his voice an octave lower, taking on a dark and seductive tone.

"I... Ahhh..." she cries out as I dip my finger into her underwear and run the pad of my index finger along her slit. "I don't know."

She moans as I push between her folds. My free hand roams her body, tracing along her chest and up to the base of her neck. I grab her gently, turning her head up so she’s looking me in the eye, applying a bit of pressure to emphasize my hold. "We’re sating your hunger, Kitten," I growl before pulling her into a fierce kiss.

I let the dominant part of me surface as I kiss her, recalling how hot and eager she became when Beckett commanded her. Our kiss is rough; our teeth clash as I tug her bottom lip into my mouth, grazing my teeth along her smooth skin. She instinctively wraps her arm around my neck, pulling me closer, deepening the kiss as our tongues clash, each of us vying for dominance. Our bodies press together, the heat between us undeniable. Her ass desperately grinds against my cock, seeking out what only we—her mates—can give her. With each stroke of our tongues, my finger rubs against her slit, matching the pace. The tips of my fingers are pruning, and I haven't even dipped them inside her yet.

When Luka steps closer, I feel the rigid outline of his member through the soft fabric of Katrina's jeans, but I don't pull my hand away. We're beyond that point now. I mean, the man has already had my cock in his mouth. The least I can do is let him push against my hand as he steps closer to our mate to bring her even further over the edge. As I adjust my mouth against Katrina's, I look down at her body, smiling against her lips, when I see Luka teasing her nipples through her shirt. He and I seem to be on the same page when it comes to slow foreplay. I want Katrina to be a whimpering mess in my arms before I allow her to come. I want her to feel like she's starving before I feed her. Maybe then I'll be able to curve the appetite of her succubus. Pulling my lips from Katrina my cock aches with need when she lets out a small whimper, but I want her to watch what Luka's doing to her. I want her to see what's happening all around her. As my hand releases her neck, I withdraw my other from her pants, causing her to whimper even louder. I shove my leg between hers, ensuring she's unable to rub her thighs together to help ease the ache, while I pull both of her arms behind her back, using one of my hands to bind her. Once I'm sure she's secure, I let my other free hand slide down her panties so I can continue to tease her cunt.

"Look," I growl into her ear. "Watch while Luka teases those perfect little nipples beneath your shirt."

Katrina lets out a low moan as Luka pinches both of her nipples with his thumbs.

"Do you want to feel his skin against yours?" I whisper, making sure my hot, heavy breath fans her neck, my finger gently brushing against her clit.

"Yes," she begs, nodding frantically.

"What do you think, Luka? Do you think our girl is ready for that yet?"

Luka reaches up and unbuttons her blouse. Katrina's breath quickens in anticipation, her body crying for his touch. Which each button that comes undone, I circle my thumb around her clit, each circle a little firmer than the last. When he comes to the fifth button, the button that sits right atop her cleavage, he stops and pulls his hands away, and I withdraw my finger from her sensitive nub, causing her to groan out in frustration.

"I don't know, Miles. I don't think she's been punished enough yet."

"Punished?" Katrina whines as she tries to push herself against my hand.

"You didn't think we would let you off that easy, darling?" Beckett drawls, walking toward her, having undone his belt, which now swings freely in his hand.

"Let me off for what?" She glares at him defiantly.

Some might think she's mad, but I can tell from her breathing and how she's grinding her ass against me that she's turned on as hell.

“Why for keeping secrets, Princess," Aphelion says, coming in from the side and licking her neck opposite where my head sits, sending shivers down her body.

"But you kept secrets too," she hisses as Luka nips at her cloth-covered nipples.

"Ah-ah-ah, Princess. There's no need to point fingers. We admit we were wrong, but you withheld information not once but twice from us."

Katrina’s body temperature rises at Aphelion's comment. The darkness inside her is angry and wants to be unleashed. She is starving, wanting something only we can give her.

"Do you feel that, Kitten?" I whisper into her ear, wanting her to know exactly what to look for when the darkness tries to crawl out. "Do you feel how hot your body is?"

When she nods in acknowledgment, I let my finger start to play with her clit again, rubbing slow circles along it. "Concentrate on that feeling, memorize it," I whisper, sliding my finger through her slick. "And when you feel it rearing its head again, shove it down," I growl, plunging my finger deep into her channel, causing her to cry.

I pump her body leisurely, wanting to sate the beast within but not wanting to give in to its needs completely. The darkness needs to know that it isn't the one doing the controlling. Katrina isn't the darkness. The darkness is a part of her, but it isn't who she is, and once my mate controls this part of her body, she'll learn to accept that.

"As soon as you learn to control her, we will let you come as much as you want, Kit-Kat," Luka says, unbuttoning that fifth button on Katrina's shirt and flicking his tongue against her nipple. "We are going to bring your darkness out over and over again. Once you can push her back in yourself, you'll get your reward. Do you understand Katrina?"

"Yes, Professor," she purrs, sending a zing straight down to my crotch.

Fuck, this is hot. Samael steps up behind Luka, who is now lavishly licking and sucking on Katrina's nipples, and grabs ahold of his cock, causing the dear Professor to groan in pleasure. Katrina clenches my finger with her core, showing me how turned on she is by her two mates touching.

"Should we tie you up and have them fuck in front of you while the rest of us touch ourselves," I whisper in her ear, smirking at the gasp that escapes her. "We can leave you sitting in the corner by yourself as you watch each of us take our pleasure into our own hands and reach peeks that you can only dream of."

Her body starts to heat again, but this time I withdraw my hand, and Luka releases her nipple, stepping back as he does so, relaxing his body against Samael as Samael continues to pump him.

"Control it, Kitten. Call your darkness back into you," I growl commandingly into Katrina's ears.
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We all watch in anticipation, hoping that Katrina will find a way to control her power. If she can't figure it out, she won't be able to leave this room.

As soon as Luka and Miles begin their approach, I realize exactly where this is heading. I’m no stranger to the power of edging—this type of tension can be both enticing and torturous when pushed too far. The balance is delicate. Orgasm control can be thrilling, but if it goes on for too long, it risks becoming a form of torment. If Katrina can't master her darkness, our new method of... training will turn against her. While Luka may have set the rules of this game, I know who the real decision-maker is, and once Miles sets his mind to something, there’s no swaying him. If Katrina wants to be free of this torment, she’ll have to learn to control this side of herself.

I can see the determination in her eyes as she tries to reel in the power. Her brow furrows in concentration, but the more she struggles, the more the darkness threatens to overwhelm her. Her skin starts to flush, the redness creeping up as her body heats. I hear Miles hiss as the situation escalates, his realization settling in that he’ll need to control Katrina’s darkness again. My pulse quickens at the mixture of her pain and pleasure, her gasp followed by a moan of desire.

“Beckett,” Miles calls, his voice low, “I think it’s time to for her punishment.”

My cock twitches yet again. Finally. I've wanted to spank that perky little ass of hers with my belt since I found out she'd kept Zeus' visitation from us. My cock twitches as I remember how much she liked my hand peppering her ass. I wonder how she'll like the lick of my belt. Will her darkness like my kinky fuckery? Would our darknesses meld together like I see hers and Luka's doing so often?

"Darling," I call out, grabbing Katrina's attention as Miles starts to pinch and twist her nipples, making her a panting mess.

"Yes," she answers, her big blue eyes pleading.

"You've been a very naughty girl. Remember my lesson on rules?"

"Yes, Sir," she moans as Miles takes one of her tender nipples in his lip, his tongue flickering the tip.

"So, you deliberately disobeyed me then?" I raise my brow, challenging the defiant look I see on her face.

"No, Sir, but I⁠—"

I snap my belt against my palm, a smile tugging at my lips as the sound of leather hitting my skin echoes through the room. Katrina jumps, startled by the sudden sound, her body tensing, but I can see the sparkle in her eyes. She wants this as much as I do.

"Excuses will not be tolerated, Pet. You've made a mistake, own up to it." Stepping up to her, I grab her chin and force her to meet my eyes, but still, she refuses to acknowledge me. Ah, trying to ruffle my feathers, I see. What a little minx.

"Miles, lay her down on the table, pants down, ass up," I snarl, smiling sadistically.

"I like the way you think, Cousin," Miles replies, lifting Katrina like she weighs nothing and walking her toward the table, where he lays her down.

"Miles," Katrina whines batting her big doe eyes at him as he sets her down on the table.

"Yes, Kitten?" he asks innocently, nipping at her breasts while his hand makes quick work of her jeans.

"I need your cock," she whines, pushing out her bottom lip.

"Where do you need my cock?"  His tone is husky, and his nose is lined up with her panties. “Do you need me here, kitten?” He nuzzles against her cunt, licking her seam through her dripping wet panties.

"Yes, Miles, please."

"Sorry, Kitten, the only way to get my cock is to control your demon," Miles smirks, giving her cunt one more lavishing lick, sucking her clit through her panties before pulling away.

"You are the devil," Katrina hisses.

She’s pissed. Her skin is flaming a bright red.

"Well, if we want to be technical, I think you're the one that's technically related to the devil, being his wife's child and all, and I already told you if you want my cock in that tight little pussy of yours then you'll learn to control your demon," Miles replies to Katrina, ripping her panties off her, then flipping her over, grabbing her hips, and pulling her ass in the air before giving her wet cunt a few slaps. "I think she's ready for you, Beckett."

Watching Miles take control of our mate was fucking hot. I don't think my cock has ever been harder. Katrina might think we're punishing just her, but we're punishing ourselves too. None of us would like anything more than to bury ourselves to the hilt in that greedy little pussy of hers.

As I walk around the table, taking in the gift Miles has given me, I drag my belt lightly along Katrina's bare skin, letting the cool leather glide over her warm body. With each few steps, I crack the belt against the table, enjoying the way she flinches at the sound. After completing my circle, I stop in front of my fated, lowering myself to her level.

"Darling, this time, there won't be a safe word," I say softly, making sure she understands. "This isn’t just because you kept information from us. It’s also about you having no control over your gifts. Do you understand?" I ask, wanting her full understanding before proceeding.

Having a safe word is something that's drilled into anyone wanting to step into the BDSM lifestyle. Hell, it should be essential for anyone stepping into the world of consent. Sometimes saying no is hard, but screaming Supercalifragilisticexpialidocious can be easy. It's all Yes, Johnny, lick my pussy. Let me soak your face with my juices. But suddenly when Johnny is about to stick it in, Mary remembers that sex is frowned upon by God and it turns into Johnny, Supercalifragilisticexpialidocious. And Johnny can’t pretend he didn’t hear Mary’s safe word. There are no mistakes to be had when a safe word is in place.

Not having a safe word with Katrina is a big no for me. I don't like it. It's not safe, but at this moment, it's necessary. We might have to break our mate before we can help her build herself into something stronger. The thought sickens me. I don’t want to break her. I’ve never been the type to break my toys. They were always something I cherished, and Katrina—she’s so much more than that. She’s my everything, my person. Breaking her would break me. I just hope it doesn’t come to that.

"Darling, tell me you understand. I need to hear you say it," I say, my voice steady, but my heart tightening in my chest.

"Yes, Beckett. I understand," Katrina replies, licking her lips nervously.

I lean in and press a soft kiss to her lips before pulling away, trying to convey more than words ever could. "Just remember that everything happening here tonight is for you."

"Just fucking spank me already," she snarls, arching her back and wiggling her ass.

I grab my belt and drag the leather across her face. "Suck," I command, pushing a part of the belt into her mouth.

Katrina licks at the leather before circling her lips around the tip and suckling it.

"Good girl." I praise her, rubbing her head and earning myself a moan. "Release," I command, waiting for her jaw to slack before pulling it from her mouth.

"I'm going to spank you now, Pet. We will start with five, and I want you to count each out. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Sir, I understand."

"Good girl." I praise, kissing her once more before I step around to show her backside some love.

As I study Katrina's milky white ass, I can hear the moans and groans coming from Samael and Luka as they feed Katrina's lustful desires, and I can see Miles and Aphelion, as they sit themselves off to the side, so they can watch me inflict punishment onto Katrina. However, even with everything going on all around us, I still feel like it's just me and Katrina playing the game right now. She's my willing submissive, and I'm her punisher, ready to feed into her darkest desires.
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My chair is set up smack dab in the middle of the action. Off to the side, in front of Katrina, Samael and Luka are playing. Samael is on his knees, inhaling Luka's cock like it's the air he needs to breathe. Luka has his hands in Samael's long black mane, gripping it into a ponytail. Every few downward strokes, Luka will use his leverage on Samael and keep him shoved down on his cock, making him take it all. After he's gagged on it for a minute or so, Luka will release him, and Samael will pull off spittle dripping down his chin. It's hot, and I can tell by how Katrina's panting that she thinks so too.

In front of me is Beckett, who is entirely in his element. He's gazing over Katrina like she's the main course, and he can't wait to dive in. His moves are so slow and calculated as he rubs his hand against Katrina's pussy, scooping up her juices and coating her ass, getting it wet and ready for her spankings. When he pulls away, I watch Katrina's ass cheeks clench as she tries to prepare herself for the spanking, but Beckett is just standing there waiting with his belt in hand. The anticipation is killing me over here, so I can only imagine how Katrina feels from her position.

As soon as Katrina's cheeks relax, Beckett swings his belt down, and a loud crack sounds when the leather licks her inner thigh, just above her cunt.

"One," Katrina gasps just as number two cracks down on the opposite thigh.

She cries out somewhere between a whimper and a moan.

"Pet," Beckett tsks, waiting for her to continue counting.

"Two," she croaks.

"Good Girl," Beckett praises before slapping the belt down gently, landing directly on her vagina.

"Oh fuck!" Katrina cries out, squirming on the table as a thrill of ecstasy shoots through her body.

"Katrina," Beckett chides, tapping his boot.

"Please, Beckett," she whines, desperate with need. "I need to come."

"Not until you can control that devious little slut inside you," Beckett says slapping her left ass cheek.

My cock has somehow slipped itself out of my boxer shorts and is now rubbing against my zipper. Unbuttoning my jeans and pulling my zipper down, I take out my throbbing member, giving it a gentle squeeze before leisurely stroking it. I don't want to come yet. I want to do that with Katrina, but I need to relieve some pressure from my balls before they explode.

“Pet, you forgot your counts. Do I need to start over?" Beckett asks, raising the belt in the air.

"No," Katrina hisses, her voice filled with malice.

Is she really pissed, or does she want Beckett to spank her longer? Her skin is already taking on a bright red hue, and I can tell her demonic side is trying to push through again. If her demons manage to take control, then she's definitely pissed. I don't want to torture my mate, and edging isn't really my kink, but I'm trying to break the beast inside of her. If we can break her succubus spirit, then it'll be easier to contain in the future. Katrina won't feel like she's catastrophic.

"Katrina," Beckett commands, his voice firm and authoritative. “Take control of your body."

For the first time tonight, I see a glimmer of hope. I watch as Katrina's skin flashes from a deep red to a milky white. That's my girl. She's battling the beast within. She's fighting for her spot as the commander of her body.

"That's it, darling girl,” Beckett praises.

He's bending down and licking the belt marks on her thighs, letting his tongue occasionally flick against her inner lips. The pleasure he's giving her body placates her succubus, but it isn't enough to fully sate the demon. That'll come later when we give our girl the orgasms she deserves.

Katrina's skin has completely paled again, her demon having been pushed down.

"What a good little slut you are. I think you deserve a reward.” Beckett mumbles between peppering kisses on her ass.

"Please, Sir," Katrina moans, tears littering her eyes.

"Hold still.” Beckett turns Katrina onto her back and spreads her legs.

His hands wrap around her thighs as he lowers his head between them. Katrina's face is flat on the table now, and she's turned in my direction. Her eyes, while wet from tears are hooded with ecstasy, and she's biting her bottom lip while staring at my cock.

"Do you like what you see, Kitten?" I ask, my voice gruff, "Do you like watching me stroke my cock?"

"Yes," she barely whispers before she begins moaning, her eyes rolling to the back of her head when Beckett gently bites her already sensitive thighs and then licks away the pain.

I watch, captivated, as Katrina tries to adjust her placement on Beckett's face. Beckett has a firm grip on her ass, holding her in place.  I can see where his nails are digging in, and I know she will have his nails imprinted in her soft velvety skin by the time he's done. He continues biting and kissing her inner thighs, placing the gentlest kiss on her mound once he reaches it. Katrina thrusts forward at the contact, and I hear Beckett's low chuckle.

"Easy there, darling girl. I know what you want," Beckett says, his voice promising.

When he finally licks her, they're short soft, teasing strokes, with just enough pressure to lick her slit but not enough to part through her folds.

"Please, Sir," she whines full of pure sexual frustration.

Beckett's only response is to continue his slow, agonizing strokes. Perspiration begins to build on Katrina's face from her need to orgasm, her entire body is shaking, and just when I begin to wonder if she can handle the torture a moment longer, Beckett takes one long lick, lapping her from her taint to her clit

My cock is weeping with need, begging for release. The erotic scene is enough to make me want to come, but I hold back, only giving myself the barest amount of pleasure. When I reach the head, I swirl my finger in the precum, coating the top of my head completely before I begin my downward stroke, using the creamy liquid as a lubricant.

Beckett's hands have moved off Katrina's ass, and he's now using them to gently spread her folds. His lips are shaped in an "O" as he blows cold air against her clit before sucking it into his warm mouth. Katrina's hips buck at the sensation, causing Beckett to grab onto her thighs again so he can keep her in place while he devours her like she's his favorite flavor of ice cream. Beckett earns himself a loud sexy moan with each flick of his tongue.

Aphelion startles me when he approaches Katrina, breaking the scene. He's been so quiet and has hung out in the background that I forgot he was here.

"Such gorgeous, soft, plump lips you have, Princess. Every time I look at your mouth, I want to sink my cock between those beautiful lips. Tell me, Princess, can I use you like you’re my own personal pocket pussy?"

Katrina's eyelids flutter. I don't know if it's because of Aphelion's words or the way Beckett is eating her. Either way, she's turned on and eager. She nods enthusiastically and opens her mouth wide, ready to please. Aphelion pulls her head back to where she's hanging upside down and is forced to look up at him. Once she's positioned where he wants her, he takes no time slipping his cock into her mouth. She goes to bob her head, but Aphelion takes the reins. He wasn't joking about using her. He thrusts quickly and forcefully, causing her to gag each time he hits the back of her throat. Katrina takes the abuse, moaning and groaning on Aphelion's cock the entire time. Just when I think he's going to explode, he pulls out with a loud groan.

"Fuck Princess. That mouth of yours. That is what Heaven truly is. I want to blow my load down your throat and watch you swallow, and then I want you to lick up every last drop off my cock, so none of it goes to waste. Will you do that for me?”

Katrina is too lost in her pleasure to respond. Beckett is two fingers deep with her clit in his mouth. Her body is tensing, her release nearing once more. She cries out that she's going to come, and Beckett pulls back, leaving her on the cliff's edge once again.

Her hand reaches up to grab Beckett's head and force him back, but Aphelion's already grabbed ahold of her arms, pinning them down. "Sorry, Princess."

"Fuck you!" Katrina screams at the top of her lungs, "Fuck all of you!"

"You'll get to as soon as you get yourself under control, Kitten," I reply, standing from my chair and walking over to her, towering above her. "This cock," I grab ahold of myself, "will be yours to do with as you please. It's not cumming until you do."

"Miles," she pleads, looking up at me, "I can't. She's too strong."

"Sweetheart," Samael speaks up, tearing his lips from Luka's cock to look at his other mate. "Your demon is a part of you. If she's too strong, it's because you made her that way."

"Imagine your succubus," Luka says, looking almost as miserable as Katrina, making me wonder if Samael has been giving Luka a lesson in edging as well. "Once you have her pictured in your mind, imagine that you're trapping her, whether that be a box covered in chains or something else. Once she's thoroughly locked up, imagine her confinement shrinking into the tiniest of pebbles, and then picture that pebble being swept away by the ocean's current."

"I feel like I'm on fire," Katrina whispers, her eyes now filled with a different kind of pain, "It's like last time. I feel like my skin is going to melt off. You all need to go."

Fuck, I really love this woman. She was made for me. We've spent the better half of the night torturing her sexually, and still, our safety is her main concern.

"Princess, last time, you couldn't even voice what was happening to you. This time you're speaking clearly. You can feel the change happening. You're in control."

Katrina takes several deep breaths, her gaze locked with mine. Her horns are beginning to sprout, and her tail lashes behind her, but she’s only halfway transformed—her demon still fighting to break free. I watch in awe as my beautiful fated battles herself. Her skin shifts from a vibrant crimson red to its usual snowy white in the blink of an eye. Her eyes, which had been a deep indigo, nearly onyx, now return to their familiar cerulean blue. Her horns and tail are still present, but I know from earlier today that they can take a few hours to fade. It’s fine though—I find them undeniably sexy in a demonic sort of way.

“I swear to the Gods, Shark boy, if you don't get me off right now, I will release my succubus and let her drain you," Katrina growls in a crunched position so she can glower directly at Beckett.

"What no more, Sir," he teases.

"You have to earn that title back," she growls, using her now free arms to reach up and grab Beckett by his curly locks, shoving his head down toward her cunt, "Now reward me."

"Yes, Ma'am."

He uses one hand to push down on her pelvis and uses the other to insert two fingers inside of her, fingerfucking her at a fast, brutal pace while he lathers her pussy with saliva licking her from bottom to top before sucking her clitoris into his mouth. He has her over the edge within seconds.

"FUCKINGFUCKFUCKITYFUCKYESOHMYYES!" she garbles, screaming at the top of her lungs as her orgasm runs its course.

Beckett doesn’t stop his thrusting as he lets her ride the waves of her orgasm.  And just when her body starts to relax, he speeds up the rhythm of his thrusts, turning his wrists upward, so he can stroke her special spot. Her second orgasm hits as soon as her last one ends, sending her soaring once more. This time, Beckett pulls his fingers out and lets her coat his face with her juices while he leisurely licks her slit.

"Am I forgiven yet?" Beckett asks when Katrina comes down from her high.

"Not yet," she replies before pointing at me and curling her fingers, beckoning me to come forth, even though I'm only a few steps away.

"Yes, Ma'am?" I teasingly question going along with Beckett's game of letting her be dominant.

"Take off your clothes and lay down on the table," she demands, patting the space beside her.

I look at her questioningly, which sets her off. "Did I stutter, Miles?"

"No, Ma'am." I hastily rip off my clothes and jump onto the table, my soldier standing at attention.

"You've been teasing me with that thick cock of yours all night. Every time I look at it, I think of how good it feels inside me. I don't want to think anymore, Miles. I want to feel."

Katrina grabs ahold of my cock and straddles me. As soon as her knees are on either side of me, she lines me along her entrance and sinks onto me, moaning with contentment.

"Fuck, it's even better than I remembered.”

When I reach up to play with her beautiful round breasts that are bouncing in my face, she slaps my hands away. "No touching."

"Kitten," I protest, flexing my hands, unable to be submissive a moment longer. I go to voice my opinion on the matter, but Katrina rolls her hips exactly how I like, and I'm lost in the blissful feeling of being inside her.

"Samael," Katrina sings, pausing her movements, "I want you to fuck my mouth, and Luka, I want you to fuck Samael.”

There’s no objection between the two as they shed their clothes, and Luka pulls a small bottle of lube from the nether of Tartarus, making me chuckle. He must've added it to his hide-a-hole after he mated Samael.

"But I wanted to fuck your mouth," Aphelion whines, sticking his lip out.

"I want you in my ass, Sparky." Katrina’s wants make Aphelion's eyes sparkle, and he quickly grabs the lube from Luka and lathers himself up before coating his fingers so he can ready her hole.

I hear the table creak under his weight, but I'm not too concerned. I doubt even if it breaks, Katrina will let us stop fucking her. When Aphelion begins fingering Katrina's ass, I can feel him, his movements causing me to let out a small groan of my own. I grab Katrina around the hips and pause to see if she wants me to stop, when she doesn't say anything, I thrust up into her, keeping my thrusts slow, so she doesn't move too much. Her pussy walls flutter against me, and I know her third orgasm is quickly approaching. As Aphelion pushes his cock into her, I reach my hand up and play with her clitoris, sending her over a small hill and into her third orgasm of the night, distracting her from the stretch of Aphelion's cock bottoming out.

Once Aphelion is planted inside of Katrina, Luka and Samael step forward, both naked. Samael's face is flush from Luka’s preparation. Katrina's tiny hand wrap around Samael's veiny cock, and her mouth is opened wide, ready to be fed.

"Where do you want me?" Beckett asks, his voice rough with need.

"I want you to be a good boy and sit in the chair and watch," Katrina says firmly, not even bothering to glance at my poor cousin.

"Katrina," he growls, prowling toward her, "Why am I the only one being punished?"

She raises her hand to stop him, finally turning her attention to him.

"Because Sir," she replies, smiling wickedly, "You've been a bad boy."

I can see Beckett's eye twitching, and I know his palm is itching to spank Katrina's scrumptious little ass again. I feel bad that he's being punished for a plan Luka, and I orchestrated, but not bad enough to speak up for him. My dick is planted inside my woman and I'm not trying to get kicked out. Besides, this kink is right up Beckett's alley.

Beckett opens his mouth to protest but then thinks better of it. With a quiet sigh, he turns around and heads for the chair I had been sitting in. Before sitting down, he drops his pants and underwear down to his ankles and takes his cock in hand.

"Beckett," Katrina calls, her voice overly sweet, "No cumming without my permission,” she pauses for a moment as if to think and then continues. "That rule applies to all of you. Now, what are you all waiting for? I'm ready to be thoroughly fucked."
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Letting Katrina take control is tough, to say the least. It goes completely against my nature. Miles struggles a bit at first too, but he doesn’t seem to mind—he’s not the one being punished, after all. That little minx. I should’ve expected her to retaliate as soon as possible. I just didn’t think I’d be the only one punished. And using edging as a punishment until she learned control wasn't even my fucking idea. Miles came up with that idea all on his own. Fucking fucker.

Although I can’t say I didn’t enjoy it, which is probably why I’m the only one being punished. So, I take my punishment, retreating to the chair and discarding my clothes before sitting. Even if I can't get off with my mate, I can still get myself off watching her get fucked. Voyeurism is another one of my many kinks after all.

"Beckett," Katrina calls, her voice overly sweet, and I know whatever she's going to say will be anything but, "No cumming until I tell you to." She pauses for a minute, a wicked grin on her face, and I know what's coming next. Those other fuckers are about to get punished too. "That rule applies to all of you."

They don't voice them, but I know their inner groans are the same as mine. Even while we tortured Katrina with abundant foreplay and orgasm delay, we held back, not letting ourselves get off. Of course, you could reason it was our choice, and I guess you'd be correct.

"Now, what are you all waiting for?" Katrina asks, "I'm ready to be thoroughly fucked."

With a tight fist, I grab my cock in hand and slowly stroke it, not wanting to build myself up too quickly. I want to take things nice and slow until Katrina permits us to come. Miles is the first to act on Katrina's command. He slowly starts to thrust into her, Aphelion following shortly after. Their movements are jolty at first, but it doesn't take long for them to fall in sync finding the perfect rhythm. While Katrina is teeter-tottering on their dicks, her fist is full of Samael's cock, and her mouth is sucking on his balls.

I watch, entranced as she executes her hand job, my hand stroking myself, in sync with her movements. When she reaches the head, she makes a swirling motion with her thumb, spreading his precum all over.  As I go to do the same, I'm shocked by the amount of come I'm already leaking. I guess seeing my girl naked and receiving pleasure makes me a wet mess. Once Samael’s head is fully coated, Katrina grazes the palm of her hand up to the top of his cock, mopping up whatever is left before stroking his cock downward, twisting her wrist just so. As I copy her movement, I can't help but let out a soft groan of pleasure. Fuck, if I'm not careful, I'll come before I've been given permission. With each downward stroke, her grip tightens slightly more, and I follow suit. I'm a panting mess when she releases Samael's balls and starts to stroke his cock with her tongue. I let go of my cock and reach between my legs, pulling my balls back a little to control the urge to come, adding a little pain to my pleasure. While I want to grab myself again and stroke my cock to the sight of Katrina gagging on Samael's cock, I decide against it, not knowing if I'll be able to control the urge to come again.

When Katrina has Samael's cock shoved deep down her throat, Luka takes the opportunity to fill Samael, groaning in ecstasy as he buries himself in his mate. Katrina lets out a strangled moan as she watches Luka pump himself in and out of Samael, and from Aphelion's and Miles's joint moans, I can tell she's reached her fourth orgasm. I don’t blame her, watching those two fuck is hot. I never thought I'd been into watching two men have sex, but damn, if it doesn't get me that much hotter.

"Fuck, Kitten, if you keep squeezing me like that, I don't know if I will be able to follow your rule."

Katrina lets Samael slip from her mouth, "You’ll follow it if you know what's good for you, Miles."

She sits up to glare at him but gives him fuck me eyes instead, her new positioning allowing Aphelion and Miles to touch new nerve endings.

She screams in bliss; her head pointed toward the ceiling as if a demon is getting ready to expel itself from her body. Which, I guess, in a way, is happening. The edging wasn't only to help Katrina learn how to gain control of her inner demon; it was also to build up enough lust in the room that the succubus would be able to feed to her heart's content.

Aphelion manages to pull Katrina off of Miles as she's coming, saving my earth god cousin from spilling his seed too early. Katrina's now sitting reverse cowgirl on Aphelion as he's pumping in and out of her ass, each stroke hitting her just right as her eyes maintain their rolled-back position. She's still cumming hard when Miles eases his cock into her pussy, positioning them into a lotus pose as he sits between Aphelion's legs and Katrina's legs wrap around Mile's waist. As she comes down from her climax, she briefly rests her head against Miles's shoulder in exhaustion.

When Samael lets out a deep, “Oh fuck”, Katrina's head shoots back up as she watches the scene unfold in front of her. Luka has Samael fully bent over on the table now, ruthlessly pounding into his ass. Each inward thrust ends in a clap as his thighs slap the back of Samael's. Luka's hand is firmly gripped around Samael's cock, matching strokes with thrust. I can't help but grab my cock again as I watch the erotic display before me. Listening to the moans and groans and watching everyone lose themselves in bliss urges me closer to releasing my seed, and it doesn't take long until I'm a panting mess like the rest of them.

"Fuck, darling girl, I need to come."

She moves her head away from the Luka-Samael attraction and turns her attention to me, her eyes hooded as she watches me stroke my cock.

"Beg for it." She pants as Aphelion reaches between them to play with her clit.

"Darling, please. I need to come." I beg, my mouth remaining partially open when I finish because I'm panting so hard now.

"Come here," Katrina commands, beckoning me to her.

This time I don't hesitate as I walk over to her, ready to get down on my knees and grovel if I have to.

"Stand there," she says, pointing slightly off the side so I won't obstruct her view of Samael and Luka, "And feed me your cock. I'll let you come, but only if it's down my throat. You're all allowed to come."

Fuck, this woman is hot. Even if she wasn't my destined mate, I would never let her go. She's my perfect match in every way. Her sexual appetite matches that of my own. I have my cock down her throat before she can reconsider and quickly match my thrusts with Aphelion and Miles. From this point of view, I can see everything up close, and it's even hotter than it was from my chair, especially the view of my cock dancing in Katrina's throat. I try to slow my pace a little, not wanting to come too soon, but Katrina bobs her head keeping the pace fast, and when I hit the back of her throat this time, she swallows, causing me to lose my seed, coating the back of her throat. Miles and Aphelion both pick up speed, now in a frenzy as they chase their orgasms, and as soon as they push our woman into her sixth for the night, they find their own, planting their seed inside of her body while she milks their cocks until there's nothing left for them to give.

Luka reaches his climax next, the clapping stopping as he slows down from his release, slowly pulling out of Samael when he finishes. I watch as Luka drops down to his knees, spinning a sore Samael toward him and taking his cock in his mouth. He only has to bob his head a few times before Samael finishes too.

I look around and watch the blissful exhaustion come over everyone. This whole night was fucking hot and is definitely something I'd like to repeat in the future, omitting the powerful demon part.

Hopefully, Katrina will decide she likes edging and be up to trying it again in a much smaller dosage. And my belt, I know she thoroughly enjoyed that, maybe we can play again soon.

"Are you going to just let that thing stare me in my face, or are you planning on filling my pussy with it?" Katrina asks, pulling me from my thoughts.

Looking down, I smile at my cock. It's already hard and ready to go again for another round. As I look at my mate, I notice that Miles and Aphelion have already rolled off of her, and her legs are spread, her hand toying with her clit.

"Where did the others go?" I ask as I climb onto the table and position myself on top of her, lining my cock with her entrance.

"To clean themselves off and grab something for me," she replies while grabbing my ass and pulling me down, forcing me to fill her.

Once I'm fully sheathed, she lets out a breathy moan. Her gaze is locked with mine as I slowly rock into her, each of us enjoying the connection of our bodies. Her mews of pleasure are soft and sweet, and as much as I want to nail her against the table, I force myself to keep this gentle rhythm.

"I'll fully forgive you if you fuck me, Sir," Katrina whispers in my ear.

Fuck. Me. Could she get any more perfect? "For you, darling girl, I'll give you the world," I whisper back before I fuck her into the table, committed to leaving a Katrina-sized imprint in it by the time we are through.
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Ifeel rejuvenated. Last night was eye-opening. My body is still sore from the pounding it took, and my clit is throbbing, but this is the first time since coming into my power that I feel in control of my body. I’m no longer afraid that I’m a ticking time bomb. My men—and anyone else I come into contact with—will be safe... at least from my demonic side. My angelic side is still a mystery to me, but I’ve only ever feared my Heavenly Light, and I have that under control now as well.

"Kitten," Miles calls soothingly, his voice soft as he rubs my back. "It’s time to get up."

"What time is it?" I ask rolling off my stomach and tossing Beckett's arm off me in the process, which makes him groan and cover his head with the pillow.

"Early," Miles replies, taking my hand and pulling me the rest of the way out of bed.

"What’s on the agenda today?" I ask, stretching my arms over my head and twisting side to side.

Miles takes a moment to appreciate my naked body before answering. "I have a few things planned."

"How am I supposed to know what to wear today if I don’t know what we’re doing?"

"Here, wear this," he replies, tossing something black and stretchy at me.

"You want me to wear workout gear on our date?" I raise my eyebrows.

"Yup," he replies nonchalantly, hitting me with the sudden urge to let my succubus out to devour him.

He must see the shift in my expression because he quickly pulls me into his arms and plants a kiss on my lips, lingering just long enough to make me smile.

"Trust me, Kitten. You’ll love it, and being surprised will make it all the more gratifying." He smiles, tucking my chin up so I can look into his eyes. "But first, before we go anywhere, you need a shower. You smell like you’ve been thoroughly fucked."

"Hmm... maybe not so thoroughly," I tease, pulling myself from his grasp and running for the bathroom, locking the door behind me.

I hear the door handle rattle and then a groan of misery. "Don’t worry, babe, I’ll get you later," he promises.

Before the shower turns on, I hear him talking to someone, but the voice sounds muffled like it’s coming from a speaker. Who could he be talking to this early? And what the hell does he have planned for today? I’m already excited about our date, but now I have butterflies churning in my stomach. I haven’t felt this way since my first date, which happened to be the day after I got my parents' letter—the day after I left foster care.

A man approached me while I was at the library just down the corner from my new apartment. It was my first time visiting the library, but I was extremely bored, and reading had always been a good way to pass the time.

When I was younger, around the age of fifteen, I stayed with a couple who loved reading. They had a room in their home solely dedicated to books. Three of the four walls were lined corner-to-corner with built-in bookshelves, and one wall was entirely for my foster mother. On her shelves, I discovered my favorite genre—historical romance. The fourth wall was a reading nook where I’d often sit, my legs tucked under me, enraptured by novels by Johanna Lindsey, Lisa Kleypas, Julia Quinn, and Julia Garwood. Mari and Jonathan, my foster parents at the time, didn’t mind what I read. They were just happy I wasn’t getting into trouble. Mari would occasionally remind me that these books were fictional, and that love didn’t come so easily, but looking at what I have now, I wonder if Mari and Jonathan were truly as happy as they seemed.

My time with them was wonderful. I always thought they’d adopt me, but then the accident happened. We’d been driving across the Golden Gate Bridge when the car spun out of control and crashed into one of the pillars. Mari and Jonathan were killed on impact, and I was flung through the windshield, my body soaring over the suicide barriers. The coast guard found me later that afternoon, washed up on shore. They said it was a miracle that I survived, especially after falling into the freezing waters of the Pacific and battling the current. When they asked me what I remembered, I told them that the car seemed to be engulfed in blackness, a sense of pure evil filling it. Then there was a bright light, the sound of ruffled feathers, and the wind whispering in my ear. The rescuers chalked it up to a near-death experience, but I remember thinking an angel had saved me— Holy Fuck. How did I not remember that until just now? An angel had saved me from what was likely a dark spirit.

I hurriedly rinse the remaining conditioner from my hair, knowing it would get knotted from how fast I’m rushing, but not caring. I need to tell Miles this new information. I don’t know how, but I feel like it could help us. I find it eerily coincidental that I was involved in an accident that might’ve involved at least one angel.

I curse loudly as I hurry to dry myself and get dressed in the outfit Miles tossed me. Trying to pull on a skin-tight sports bra and shorts in a hurry is literally an impossible feat.

"Anything I can help you with, Kitten?" Miles chuckles, likely having heard my swearing.

"Rally the troops!" I holler. "I have something I need to tell you guys. I think it might be important."

"Okay?" Miles questions, but I hear his footsteps walk away from the door, followed shortly by Beckett groaning grumpily.

"What the hell, man?" he grumbles.

"Katrina wants to talk to us, and before you ask, no, I don’t know why," Miles replies.

When I’m finally able to pull the bra past my breasts and the Spanx above my ass, I hurry out of my room, my men already waiting on brand-new couches.

"When did those get here?" I ask, raising my eyebrows in surprise. "Wait, never mind, don’t answer that yet. There’s something I need to tell you guys."

"Did something happen last night?" Luka asks, concerned.

"No, not last night, but I remembered something."

I pause to make sure they’re all paying attention—not that I need to. Their attention is always on me. After I recap the memory, my men seem surprised.

"When did this happen?" Miles asks, finally breaking the silence after what seems like an eternity.

"Umm... I can’t be certain. It was super cold, so I’m guessing wintertime, around the holiday season. We were visiting Mari’s family, and we usually did that around Thanksgiving or Christmas. We rotated the two holidays between Mari’s and Jonathan’s family. It was also the year I turned fifteen." I reply, trying to pull more details from my memory.

"Okay." Miles nods. From spending so much time with him, I can tell he’s already thinking up a plan. "Aphelion, will you be able to check the Angel Human Intervention Logs when you visit home today?"

"Yeah, that shouldn’t be a problem. Anything specific I should look for? Angels intervene in human affairs constantly, and even the Guardian Angel reports are added to the logs, so I won’t be able to find the record that way."

"Try looking up Angel-Demon interactions involving humans and also try searching for Angel-Demon interactions involving gifted beings," Luka suggests.

"Gifted Beings?" I ask, confused.

"If the information is on file and the angel sensed a power in you, they wouldn’t know what type of divine gift you had since you hadn’t come into your powers yet. You’d be listed under ‘gifted being’ if they filed a report." Luka answers, always the professor.

"Oh. Gotcha," I murmur, a little nervous about what Aphelion will find.

"I’ll look into the Gifted interactions here on Earth and see if I can find anything," Miles says.

"Don’t you have to go home for that?" Beckett asks, his voice oddly concerned.

"Yep,” Miles replies nonchalantly.

"Don’t you have other important tasks today?" Samael asks, avoiding mentioning what the tasks may be.

Is taking me out on a date one of those tasks? "If you need to reschedule our date, that’ll be fine," I reply, directing my statement toward Miles.

"No," Miles growls. "It’ll be fine, Kitten. I’ll take Katrina with me to gather the information and still complete the tasks." He glares at Samael before turning back to me. "Fuck, Kitten, you can’t wear that."

"What do you mean I can’t wear this?" I ask, gesturing to my stretchy ensemble. "You picked it out for me."

"Those shorts barely cover your ass, babe, and your tits are hardly contained in that top." Miles replies, "You in that outfit—it does things to me. Instead of taking you out on our date, I’m going to drag your ass to my room, caveman-style, and claim your body as mine over and over again."

There goes my traitorous cunt, weeping for his cock.

"And what would you like me to wear, Hurricane?" I ask, dropping my new nickname for him.

Miles sighs exasperatedly, before leaving the room and quickly returning with a shirt and sweats combo, shoving them into my hands. "Here."

"These are going to be way too big on me.”

"Just tie the shirt with a hair tie and use the drawstrings on the sweats to keep them up over your ass. You won’t be wearing them for long."

Fuck. Why do I love it when he turns into Alpha Asshole, commanding me to do things and expecting me not to question his authority?

"And how would you like me to do my hair?" I ask sarcastically, trying to hide how he’s affecting me.

"Hair in a pony, plain face," he commands. "And hurry. We’re going to be late if we don’t leave soon."

"Yes, sir," I reply, giving a half-ass salute and clapping my heels before heading back into my room.

I have half a mind to take my time getting ready, going full out on my makeup and hair, but I’m too curious to find out what Miles has planned for us today. I quickly do as he commands, hurrying out of the room with slippers, tennis shoes, and sandals in hand.

"Which shoes?" I ask, huffing out of breath from the fight I had getting out of my clothes.

Miles’s eyes roam over my body with a predatory gleam in his eyes.

"Like what you see, Miles?" I purr, twirling around so he can see how good my ass looks in his sweats. "Now that you’ve marked me as yours in your clothes, I bet you’re thinking of all the other ways you can mark me."

Miles’s eyes flash with desire. "Slippers," he groans. "Wear the damn slippers."

I toss the other shoes aside and put on the slippers, following Miles as he grabs the keys. Beckett, Samael, Luka, and Aphelion are lined up by the front door when we reach it.

"Can’t let you leave without a goodbye kiss," Beckett says, wrapping his arms around my waist and pulling me in for a quick kiss.

"Have fun," Samael says, taking me from Beckett and kissing me next.

"Remember, whatever happens today, this is what Miles wants," Luka whispers cryptically in my ear before pulling away and giving me a soft, gentle kiss on the lips.

"Don’t do anything too wicked," Aphelion says, waggling his eyebrows before leaning down and kissing me, handing me back to Miles, who’s already opened the door.

As we head for the elevator, I look at my handsome mate, finally taking in what he has on. He’s dressed in a plain blue tee, which makes his hazel eyes appear bluer. He’s also wearing black joggers that fit snuggly against his gorgeous ass. That ass... It’s perfection. All of my mates have nice asses, but Miles has a dump truck, and I’m sure it’s because of his daily exercises. I met him in the gym once for his morning routine, and I decided right away never to do that again. I only did half his circuit, and my entire body felt like Jello.

Speaking of asses, maybe sparring with Miles caused my breasts and ass to double, though it felt like it happened overnight.

"Do you know why my tits and ass have doubled in size?" I ask Miles as he hits the G button on the elevator.

Miles chuckles. "Tits and ass," he murmurs, shaking his head at my word choice before actually answering my question. "It’s your succubus’s doing. She feeds off of what people desire the most. Since your spirit can tell you enjoy male companionship over female, it based your appearance on the men you were sleeping with. Beckett, Samael, and Luka are clearly ass men. Aphelion’s obsessed with your tits, and I’m an all-in sort of man. I want the whole damn package."

"So, you guys weren’t satisfied with my body beforehand?" I ask, confused as the elevator stops, the doors opening to reveal an underground garage with only one vehicle inside—a cherry red Camaro.

"I swear I’ll never understand the way the female brain works," Miles mutters, frustration clear in his tone before he yanks me from the elevator and throws me against the garage wall. "I’m only going to tell you this once, Kitten, so listen closely. The moment I laid eyes on you, even before my body recognized you as mine, I wanted to throw you against the walls of Hecate and have my way with you. Fuck, Kitten. Everything about you was perfect—the way your dress hugged every curve of your body, how your legs seemed endless, the perfect roundness of your face, your plump lips, and those big baby blues." He growls, the sound vibrating in his chest. "I wanted to push your dress up and wrap your sinful legs around my waist as I pounded into you. I wanted to tear your dress down the front so I could see your milky white breasts bounce as I thrust into you. I wanted to hear you moaning out in ecstasy while your eyes were blown out in bliss. Make no mistake, your breasts and ass are fucking amazing, but so was your body back then. And one day, when you grow old, and your breasts aren’t as perky, or your ass isn’t as plump, I’ll still want to fuck you into oblivion because you, Kitten, are a drug I’ll never be able to quit. You and that sweet cunt of yours will always be my addiction."

Fuck. His words have me melting into a puddle of bliss. My body aches for the filth coming out of his mouth to become a reality. I want this man to take me hard, right here, right now.

"That dress is upstairs," I reply, my voice an octave lower, filled with desire. "It’s hidden under my bed. I can go put it on, and we can make your dreams a reality."

"You’d like that, wouldn’t you, Kitten?" he asks, his tongue licking the base of my neck.

"Yes, very much," I moan.

"What a shame," he replies, pulling away from me and adjusting himself as he does. "You’ll have to wait. We’ve got a date." He chuckles as he walks away.

"Miles!" I whine, stomping after him toward the only car in the garage.
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"Is this your house?" Katrina asks as we drive up a long, winding driveway.

"No," I reply, still not giving her any details about what we’re doing today. "Are you still not talking to me?" I ask with a smile, recalling her storming through the garage after me.

"As much as I don’t want to talk to you right now, I figured it’d be hard not to since we’re on a date, after all," she responds haughtily, arms crossed as she glares back out the window.

"Remember, Kitten, you’re the one who started it," I reply, smirking over at her, drawing her attention back to me.

"How so? Your filthy mouth got us into this predicament in the first place," she questions, glaring at me, which only makes me smile wider.

My cheeks already hurt from smiling so much today. I haven’t felt this happy in a long time. It’s been nice having my fated to myself, even if it’s only been an hour. I need to make sure I schedule a monthly slot for just us. It’s good for my soul.

"I’m offended, love," I reply, clutching my chest in mock hurt. "Do you not recall your very lonely shower this morning after taunting me with your naked body?"

She smirks right back at me. "Touche," she replies, grabbing my hand from my chest and lacing her fingers with mine, placing our joined hands in her lap. "So, if this isn’t your home, whose is it?" she asks, not pausing for a breath as we pass the sign that marks the mansion we’re approaching. "Miles!" She whispers-yells. "I am not dressed for this."

I don’t respond immediately, slowly coasting through the open gates, waiting for her to read the sign just outside the building.

"Cupid’s House of Sin?" she asks, turning to face me again. "I always pictured Beckett as the one to take me to a sex club."

I chuckle at her response. Beckett will definitely be the one to take her to this part of the building. While I’ve recently found that I enjoy watching my cousins and Luka with Katrina, I’m not thrilled about anyone else seeing my mate naked or in the throes of passion. I don’t want her watching anyone but her fated. Cupid’s place has private rooms—private in the sense that only you and the people you're with are allowed inside. The rooms still have peepholes, though, so others can view.

"Do you really think I’m taking you to a sex club?" I ask, watching her face closely for her reaction.

"I don’t know what I’m supposed to think," Katrina replies, gesturing to the sign as we pass it. "If it’s anything but a sex club, the owner—who I’m assuming is Cupid—should really reconsider the name. Yet, I can’t see your possessive ass even wanting me near anyone but my fated while any sort of lewdness is going on." She pauses for a moment, then adds, "Although, maybe you’ve decided a sex club would be the best place to feed my succubus."

"Is she hungry?" I ask, concerned, as I stop the car at the entrance of the club and glance into her eyes to check for the familiar signs of her succubus spirit. I’d seen it flash earlier when I had her against the wall, but by the time we got to the car, there was no sign of it anymore.

"Only a little," Katrina replies, blushing. Her answer reassures me that she’s fine for now.

"Okay, good.” I press the gas again, pulling us away from the sex club. "That is a sex club, but it’s not the part of the building I’m taking you to. We’re going around back. The sex club is soundproof, and the back of the house has a separate ventilation system, so you shouldn’t hear or scent anything. If you start to feel hungry, let me know, and we’ll figure something out."

"Okay," she replies, smiling, content with my answer. "So, what’s on the other side?" she asks.

I remain silent, chuckling quietly at her humph of annoyance as we drive around the back of the mansion and park near the infinity pool. Taking the keys from the ignition, I quickly exit the car and slam the door, making my way to Katrina’s side before she can open the door herself. I open her door for her, and she rolls her eyes jokingly, lifting her hand so I can help her out of the car.

"Dressed in sweats, and I’m still treated like a lady," she jokes as I take her hand and walk her to the main entrance.

When we enter the building, a loud slap echoes throughout, and I feel a sharp pain on my forearm. I look down to see Katrina glaring up at me.

"I am most definitely not dressed for this," she hisses.

Cupid appears, popping out of thin air, causing Katrina to jump before I can respond.

"Ah, Miles, my dear boy!" Cupid shouts joyously, leaning in and kissing me on the cheek. "I was thrilled when you called this morning. It’s been too long since you last visited."

I can feel Katrina’s eyes on me, and apparently so can Cupid, because he turns to greet her next. "And this beautiful exotic creature must be your fated. Absolutely stunning, what a vision. Miles, you lucky lad," Cupid says, his eyes roaming over Katrina. She looks like she wants to crawl behind something and die as he grabs her free arm and kisses it all the way up to her cheek. When he pulls away, Katrina’s cheeks are no longer just pink—they’ve deepened to a red tint.

"I’m sorry, I’m so underdressed," Katrina murmurs. "Had I known we were going somewhere so exquisite, I wouldn’t have let Miles dress me."

"So, you don’t know why you’re here, then?" Cupid asks, taking a small step back to look into Katrina’s eyes.

"No, Miles wouldn’t tell me anything," she replies, glaring at me once more before dropping my hand and crossing her arms.

"Oh, dear," Cupid replies, glancing between us. "No matter. I love surprises, and I’m sure you’ll love this one." He grabs Katrina’s hand and pulls her deeper into the house, opening a door before leading her into a sitting room.

With a flick of his wrist, a champagne cart appears, along with a pamphlet and pen resting off to the side. "Here, drink this," he says, popping a bottle of champagne and pouring two glasses. "And fill out this questionnaire for me. Once you’re done, I’ll help you with your attire." He smirks as Katrina swallows the first glass in one gulp and then grabs the bottle to pour herself more. "Please, feel free to have as much as you want," he says, laying the charm on thick, his power of charisma filling the room.

"Cupid," I growl in warning.

"Sorry. Sorry," Cupid replies, bowing dramatically. "I was just trying to help the mood a little." He smiles. "Alright, dears, I’ll be back. Please enjoy. It was a pleasure meeting you." And with that, he disappears.

"I like him," Katrina says, her cheeks already brightening from the two glasses of champagne she chugged. It makes me smile. Stars above, I love this woman.

I grab her glass and pour her another, enjoying her relaxed, carefree state. I also grab the pencil, questionnaire, and the small clipboard as I take my seat beside her, ready to fill out Cupid’s test, and see my girl’s smile widen.
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"And don’t think that just because I like Cupid, you’re out of trouble, mister," I tell Miles, my head leaning against his muscular arm, proving that my words are just that—words.

"I wouldn’t dare think that, Kitten," Miles replies, kissing the top of my head as he attaches the pamphlet to the small clipboard and picks up the pen.

"What’s that even for?" I ask, pointing toward the paper, trying not to slur my words as I do.

Maybe I should’ve slowed down on the champagne. My face is flushed, and the top of my nose feels like it’s burning. But it tasted so good. I don’t normally like champagne, but this must be a special variety made by Cupid—or one of the other magical... divine... whatever you want to call them beings. It tastes like marshmallow-coated strawberry dipped in chocolate and it goes down like water. I’ve already had two glasses in less than half an hour, and Miles poured me another. As tempted as I am to drink it, I set it aside on the small side table and focus all my attention on the handsome man beside me.

"It’s just a questionnaire Cupid has all of his new clients fill out, so he knows their likes and dislikes," Miles replies, wrapping his arm around me and pulling me in closer.

"I thought we weren’t doing the whole sex club thing?" I ask, still trying to figure out why Cupid wants to know my kinks.

"Not everything is about sex, little demon." Miles smirks, clearly enjoying my reaction to his teasing. "Now, do you want me to write down your answers, or do you think you’ll be able to do it?"

"I don’t want to move, so I’ll let you do it," I reply, snuggling further into his side, my face now resting against his muscular chest.

"Okay, no sleeping." He crosses his leg, placing his ankle on his knee, turning his lap into a makeshift desk where he sets the clipboard. His pen goes to his mouth absentmindedly as he scans the questionnaire. "Okay, first question: Do you consider yourself a winter, fall, summer, or spring person?"

Hmm, good question. Not sure why Cupid’s interested in that, but I guess it’s a way to get to know someone. "Definitely summer," I reply without hesitation. “I love summer—the warm nights, the bright colors, and the pool parties.”

Miles smirks, jotting down my answer. "Figured. Okay, Question Two: Do you prefer casual attire or business?"

"Okay... weird question." I grab my glass of champagne and take a long sip before answering. "Casual. I hate having to wear that uniform at the academy."

"You aren’t the only one, Kitten."

"I bet Luka’s the only one who likes to dress up," I laugh, my cheeks hurting from smiling so much.

Miles chuckles, probably agreeing with me even though he doesn’t answer. Instead, he moves on to the third question. "Cocktails or dinner?"

"Hmm, that’s a hard one," I reply, noticing I can’t feel my lips anymore. Yep, I definitely should’ve waited a little longer before drinking that third glass.

"Here," Miles says, grabbing a muffin and passing it over to me.

"Where did those come from?" I ask, surprised by their sudden appearance.

"It’s Cupid’s gift. Focus, Kitten. He won’t be happy if you’ve drank all his champagne and eaten his muffins yet neglected his questionnaire."

I feel my face heat up with a blush. "Cocktails."

"Good girl," Miles purrs, his voice dropping, knowing exactly how that phrase affects me, especially when he says it like that. "Okay, jeans or dresses?"

"Uhm... depends on the day. I can do both."

"Alright, I’ll just circle both... okay, last question: Glass half empty or half full?"

"Depends on the day." I chuckle. "When I feel like everyone in the world wants me dead, half empty. When I’m surrounded by my fated and full of love, half full."

"Good answer," Miles replies, his pen not moving as he looks at me, his gaze soft.

"Was that a Cupid question or a you question?" I ask, raising an eyebrow.

Instead of answering, he kisses me, and I find that I don’t mind that answer at all. His kiss is soft and gentle, and I want to push against him and add some fire to it. When I suck his lip into my mouth, he groans, and I feel my body being lifted into the air as he pulls me across him, making me straddle his lap. His arms stay wrapped around my waist as he lets me control the pace of the kiss. But I don’t want him to be gentle. I want him to devour me. I nip his lip, hoping to rile him up, but his kisses remain gentle, his lips feeling like they’re whispering against mine. I pull away, growling down at him as my hips begin to work their magic. My dance is slow, and sensual, trying to bait him. Just when I see the fire in his eyes, there’s a loud crack, followed by joyous laughter.

"Ah, I see all has been forgiven," Cupid says cheerfully.

"For now," Miles says, his voice even. "My girl’s got a bit of a temper. I’m sure I’ll set it off one way or another by the end of the day."

My heart skips a beat at the "my girl" part of his statement. I love it when my men claim me as theirs. I thought I was a strong, independent woman who didn’t need a man. That all ended when I met Miles. I desperately needed him in my life, and he’s proven himself since day one.

"He’s not wrong," I joke, pretending to glare at Miles, but failing miserably as my smile won’t waiver.

When I realize I’m still straddling Miles, I blush deeply, swinging my leg off him so I’m sitting beside him.

"Oh, please, don’t stop on my behalf," Cupid comments. "I was getting ready to pull up a chair and enjoy the free show."

I’m half tempted to swing my leg back over and get my man going again. If it were Beckett, I definitely would have, but seeing the razor-sharp glare Miles is giving Cupid, I decide against it.

"Don’t you have something else you should be doing?" Miles snarls, not breaking his glower.

"Oh, phooey, Miles. You’re no fun. Too much like your father."

Miles’s back stiffens at the mention of his father, but he doesn’t say anything. He just shoves the clipboard Cupid’s way and folds his arms across his chest, making his biceps bulge even more in that casual blue tee.

"Alright," Cupid huffs, his eyes scanning the questionnaire. "All work and no play with you. How do you handle it, girl?"

I ignore Cupid, choosing instead to focus on the shift in Miles’s mood. He’s gone from carefree to upset, and Cupid clearly can’t read the room well—or just doesn’t care.

"Oh, girl!" Cupid exclaims dramatically. "I love, love, love your choices. This is going to be so fun!"

He claps his hands, his joy filling the room as racks upon racks of clothing start appearing out of thin air. The tension in the room fades into the background as my gaze shifts to the exquisite clothes. I’ve never seen anything like them before. I can’t help but touch them. The material is soft and silky smooth against my fingertips. I’ve only touched real cashmere once, and this fabric is even better.

"What are these made of?" I ask in awe, running my hands over the pieces, wishing I could own at least one item.

"Magic," Cupid responds.

"Do you like them?" Miles asks, whispering in my ear, causing me to jump at his sudden closeness.

"Do I like them?" I chuckle, half-manic. "I love these. They’re absolutely gorgeous."

"Good. I’m glad," Miles replies, causing me to look away from the bright yellow summer dress I’m holding. "Why?"

"They’re all yours," Miles replies, his smile returning as he looks down at me.

"Mine?!?" I squeak in excitement.

"Yes, yours. I went through your closet and realized you hadn’t had a chance to go shopping since you’ve been at the academy. Your wardrobe was desperately lacking."

I’m overwhelmed, but I can’t help but laugh at Miles’s statement. I’d never thought I’d hear these words from him, maybe from Luka or Samael, since they enjoy fashion, but never from Miles. I just couldn’t imagine my Earth Prince going shopping for clothes.

"This is too much," I murmur, turning away from Miles.

"You deserve this and so much more," Miles replies, rifling through some clothes, picking out a pair of jeans and a tee, grabbing shoes from the bottom of the rack, and drawing my attention to the shoe collection below.

"Cupid, pack these up," Miles commands, tossing the outfit to Cupid and clearing his hands to grab a pair of strappy heels and the sundress I’d been eyeing, along with a sexy lingerie set. "Here, Kitten put this on."

Squealing I grab the outfit and rush to the fitting room that’s magically appeared.
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When Katrina walks out of the fitting room, I can't help but let my eyes travel over her leisurely, my pants tightening against me as I take in the sight. She is absolutely stunning. Somehow in the short amount of time she's been in there, she's managed to change her entire outfit, French braid her hair, and apply a few light touches of makeup.

"Do you like?" she asks, spinning around in her heels, her sundress whipping up around her, flashing her tiny white lacy thong.

This time I can't help but let out a low growl as I stalk toward her. "Are you hungry?" I ask, towering over her.

"I could eat,” she replies breathlessly.

It's the only answer I need as I pick her up, her legs automatically wrapping around my waist as I walk us back into the fitting room. When the door shuts around us, my cock is already out of my pants, and her panties are pushed to the side. I shove her up against the mirror, so I can use one hand to hold her up while my other hand reaches between her legs to check and see if she's ready for me. She's soaking, naughty girl.

"You're dripping, Kitten.”

"Only for you, Miles."  Her breath hitches as I stroke her clit with my thumb.

"I'm going to fuck you now," I say, running my tip along her folds, coating my cock in her juices before I poise myself at her entrance.

"Please," she moans.

As I plunge into her, I bring myself up, my hands going to the collar of her dress, my passion driving me to expose her tits so I can take them into my mouth.

"Wait," she whispers huskily, causing me to pause my strokes.

Her hands leave my shoulders as she brings them up to hers, pushing the straps down on her dress and popping her breasts out of her bra. "I didn't want you to rip my dress. You can continue."

I can't help but chuckle at her antics as I start to move my hips once more, slowly pushing into her, my strokes long and slow, but quickening as she whimpers at me to go faster.  

Katrina cries out, and my hand shoots away from the breast I am fondling and covers her mouth, causing her channel to tighten up against me.

"Your moans are for my ears and my ears alone," I growl, taking her nipple into my mouth and grazing it with my teeth.

It doesn't take long before I have her quivering and shaking in my arms, her orgasm fast approaching. "Come for me, Kitten," I growl against her nipple, sending vibrations to the sensitive bud.

Her scream is barely muffled by my hands as she coats my cock in her juices, her channel squeezing tightly against me and causing me to orgasm along with her. Once I'm sure her legs are no longer shaking, I pull out of her, and set her down gently on the ground, only releasing her once I'm sure she's found her footing. I turn to the counter behind me and grab a few tissues as I lower myself to the ground so I can clean her up. I can't help but finger her sopping cunt and draw one more orgasm out of her before I clean her up and cover her with her panties once more.

"Did I satisfy your hunger?" I ask, smiling at my fated, whose face is flushed with satisfaction.

"My thirst has definitely been quenched," she replies. "But I could use some actual food to fill me." She laughs.

I'd give anything to see that smile and hear her laughter 24/7. My mate deserves to be happy, and I'm more determined than ever to rid the kingdoms of her enemies so I can keep her this way forever.

As we exit the fitting room, Cupid stands just outside, holding two garment bags. "Here's your outfit, Miles." He waggles his eyebrows, a knowing smile on his face. "And here's the other outfit you wanted."

I grab my bag from Cupid and tell Katrina I'll be right back before heading into the changing room. I swap out of my casual wear for dark faded jeans and a black button-up shirt, using some of the gel provided to push my short, cropped locks back the way I know Katrina likes. After pushing up my sleeves, I head out. Katrina and Cupid are standing just outside, talking about the academy and Katrina's classes. When Cupid asks Katrina who her favorite professor is and I catch her blushing, I interrupt, advising him to send the clothing to the academy before bidding him goodbye and walking Katrina back to the car.

"Thank you, Miles." Katrina smiles. "That was so much fun."

"Which part?" I joke. "The clothes or the sex?"

"Well, if I have to choose, definitely the clothes," she mocks, causing me to chuckle.

The rest of the drive is quiet, just us enjoying each other's company as we listen to music. It feels so natural, cruising the streets with her hand in mine. It feels like something I've been doing my entire life, and it's hard to envision driving around without her in the car, even though this is the first time she's been conscious in the car with me. It doesn't take long to reach the restaurant, and when I pull up to the valet, I see Katrina oohing and ahhing internally. It's easy to forget she wasn't born into this lifestyle. She holds herself so high, it's as if she's been raised in high society.

"Prince Miles," the valet bows, taking my keys. "Lady Katrina," he bows again, addressing my fated.

"Oh, I'm not a lady." She shakes her hands in front of her, trying to get the valet to stop.

"You most definitely are my lady, and soon you'll be our queen," the valet replies, bowing deeply before sliding into my driver's side and pulling the Camaro 'round back.

"Careful, Kitten," I tease. "We don't want that going to your head."

Katrina trips, flabbergasted by my comment. "I would never! I don't even want to be Que⁠—"

I kiss her, muffling her sentence. Divine beings frequent this restaurant, and if someone hears Katrina talk about not wanting the throne, they could use it against our political uprising. Our better world would be ripped out of our hands before we could even taste the fresh air.

"Miles," she whines, annoyed by my antics.

"Careful what you say, Kitten," I whisper into her ear, nuzzling her under the pretense of affection so no one gets suspicious. "There are eyes and ears everywhere here. We wouldn't want your unwanted words used against you."

"Oh." Katrina clasps her hands over her mouth, her antics causing me to chuckle as I pull away, making it easier for our young and in-love scenario to be believed.

"Heir Apparent Miles, Princess Katrina, welcome." The hostess greets us as we make our way to the red velvet area, an exclusive part for high society members only.

"I'm a princess now," Katrina squeaks. "I just wrapped my head around being a lady."

"Well, you are married... err...mated to the heirs of the four kingdoms. You should be used to being called Princess by now. It's been Aphelion's name for you since the day we met."

The hostess smiles, but it's a smile that doesn't quite reach her eyes. If I had to guess, she isn't a supporter of the kingdoms uniting. "Do you want to sit on the deck, the balcony, or the main floor?" she asks, somehow managing to hide her blatant irritation. Kudos to her—she's definitely made for a customer service career.

"Ooo, can we sit on the deck?" Katrina asks excitedly. "I could hear the ocean waves crashing when we parked the car, and I'd love to watch the waves and capture that fresh sea air."

"As you wish, Princess," the hostess replies, unable to keep the snark from her tone as she grabs two menus and walks Katrina and me to our gazebo on the deck.

Katrina shoots lasers at the hostess, making me wonder if she'd felt the negative energy wafting off the woman too, but she says nothing, turning instead to look out at the ocean. Her shoulders visibly relax as she takes in the scene before us.

"Absolutely beautiful," I whisper in her ear, something that's quickly becoming my favorite way to talk to her. I love how, whenever I whisper to her, her arms erupt in goosebumps when my lips brush against her skin, and how she subconsciously leans into me whenever I'm nearby.

"It's a vision," she replies, turning her head to smile at me before slipping off her heels with ease. "Catch me!" she yells, then sprints toward the ocean.

Customers aren't supposed to actually go to the beach, but to hell with that. Their wants don't matter to me. Sometimes being a Prince has its perks—like not having to obey every rule and regulation put in place for general society.

OceanofPDF.com


Chapter Thirty-One
KATRINA


[image: ]


The view is absolutely stunning as I walk out onto the deck behind the Cunt-A-Saurus... I mean, our hostess. We have a fucking gazebo, not just some outdoor table and chairs, but a whole-ass gazebo to ourselves. As she side-eyes me again before walking away, I can't help but wonder if she's one of the sluts Miles used to fuck. And by "slut," I mean women who can't seem to realize the man she's ogling is mated, and that his fated is the other woman she's being snarky with. Otherwise, it’s a word I’ve reclaimed, a term of endearment for women who own their sexuality.

I want to confront Miss Skanky about it, but I don't want to ruin this date, so instead, I shoot her daggers as she walks away, hoping she feels the heat of my glare on her back.

Miles looks at me like he expects me to say something about the hostess' behavior, but as soon as she walks away, I let all my aggression go and turn toward the ocean. The sound of the waves crashing against the shore is so calming. It’s as if the ocean’s rhythm is cleansing the beach of its impurities.

I feel an overwhelming urge to get my feet in the water, and I don’t hesitate to slip off my heels and shout for Miles to catch me as I run manically to the ocean's edge. I hear his feet pounding the ground behind me as he tries to contain his laughter. Today’s date is exactly what I needed. I don’t think I’ve ever seen Miles as happy as he’s been today. There was the one time at Cupid’s when he seemed angry, but it passed quickly. I wonder if his relationship with his father is as strained as my other fateds’ relationships. Samael seems to have the only semi-decent family relationship, but after he blew up on his father, I’m not so sure.

Miles' reaction to Cupid’s comment makes me nervous about meeting his father tonight. I know I have to meet him at some point, but I don’t know if I can handle another parent hating me. If he's anything like his brothers, I’m sure he’ll despise me before he even gives me a chance to prove myself.

Miles disturbs my thoughts when he catches me, just seconds before my feet touch the water. I wait for him to haul me back to the gazebo, but to my surprise, he carries me bridal style into the ocean, going waist-deep, drenching his jeans.

“Miles!” I screech. “You’re soaked!”

“Is this not what you wanted, Kitten?” he asks, adjusting me so my legs are wrapped around his torso and his arms hold me up just above the water, the bottom of my sundress now soaked as it dips into the ocean.

“Well, I was just going to get my feet wet,” I reply, barely stifling a giggle.

“The ocean called to you,” he says, his forehead dropping to touch mine. “It was beckoning its queen to the water.”

“Wait… Was the water calling to you too? How do you know that?” I ask, confused.

“The way you were looking at it when we first stepped onto the deck, it seemed like you were in a trance. And then, out of nowhere, you decided to run to the shore. I know you’re spontaneous, Kitten, but running to greet the sea isn’t something you would normally do. We have an ocean view just outside the academy, and you've only been once when Beckett took you to his water training session.”

His assumptions aren’t wrong. I’ve always loved looking at the ocean and hearing the crashing waves, but the unknowns in the water have always terrified me—until Beckett dragged me in with him. I remember the ocean calling me that time too, but I resisted. When Beckett brought me in, he said the vibrations on my skin were the sea creatures calling to me. Is that what’s happening now?

“Do you think it’s trying to communicate with me?” I ask Miles, pulling back to look into his eyes.

“No,” he answers, his hazel eyes sparkling in the sunlight, turning gold with flecks of green. “It’s just telling you that Beckett is headed home and calling to his queen, wanting her beside him when he enters Atlantis.”

“How can you tell?” I ask, staring into his eyes, wondering if he’s full of shit.

“Are you willing to submerge yourself in the water?” he asks, removing one hand that supports me, making my dress dip lower into the water.

“As long as you’re here to pull me back up,” I reply, still nervous about the water’s mysterious depths, not to mention that Miles is a foot taller than me and already half-submerged.

“Always,” he says, his voice a quiet promise.

He gently lowers me into the water, and I can feel the vibrations on my skin. The water is surprisingly warm for this time of year. My dress should feel heavy, but it doesn’t—it’s like I’m not wearing anything at all. Miles stops lowering me when the water reaches my chest, his hands holding me up by my armpits as he watches me, making sure I haven’t changed my mind.

I give him a silent nod, and when he lets go, the water fully covers me. The vibrations stop, and I hear the voices of the sea—dolphins singing to their newborns, a school of fish warning of a fishing boat, and then, the sirens singing to me, calling me home. They sing of the prince’s return without his princess, their hearts aching as they wonder why I don’t love the water like they do. I want to respond, but I don’t know how. I hope just being here is enough to let them know I’ve heard their calls.

When Miles pulls me back up, I’m in awe of the ocean’s wonders.

“I know Beckett said I could hear their voices once we mated, but why can you hear their voices now?” I ask once Miles has pulled me back into his arms.

“I don’t know,” he answers, “but something changed that night when we all came together as one. Your power seemed to grow, like something bound inside you was unlocked, and our bonds became stronger, linking us all. I think it’s part of the prophecy and how you’ll unite the kingdoms as the one true queen.”

“Something did come undone that night,” I say, my thoughts racing. “When I reached inside me to find my hidden gift, I found a box instead. It was bound with chains and locked behind bars. That night when I freaked out, it felt like something was missing. I realized that box was what terrified me. I thought I’d opened Pandora’s box. But then, when my succubus spirit grew stronger, I figured she’d been what was locked inside.”

“No. Your succubus has always been there. Luka could sense her when he searched for your powers, and she was there the first night you fought Samael. Whatever was in that box was something completely different. My guess is it was your parents who bound it to protect you. They must’ve spelled it to open only once you found your fated.”

“But I’d already found you guys. We’d already mated. If that was the case, it should’ve been released after I mated with Beckett,” I say, even more confused as we add another mystery to our growing list.

Before Miles can respond, we reach the beach. When he sets me down on the sand, I notice two things. First, my dress is dry and looks like I just put it on, making me love Cupid even more. If I were looking to add another member to my group, he'd be my first choice. A girl needs a man who knows clothes.

The second thing I notice is Miles, biting his lip and looking nervous.

“What’s wrong?” I ask, instantly worried he’s keeping something else from me.

“We sometimes forget you weren’t born into the Divine World,” Miles says, piquing my interest. “While having sex with all of us created a bond, it wasn’t a binding bond.”

“But you said that first night, if I had sex with you, it would bind us together,” I reply, crossing my arms and narrowing my eyes at him.

“It would’ve,” Miles says, reaching for me.

I step back, keeping my distance. Whenever one of them pulls me in, my anger fades, and I get lost in the feeling of their embrace, sweeping our conversation under the rug.

“Kitten, I wasn’t trying to lie or entrap you. You did bind yourself to each of us when you chose to have sex with us. Once you completed that bond, you became captive to the feelings that come with it. Those feelings make it impossible to leave, even if you knew you could.”

“I hate having my choices taken from me,” I say, my voice tight with emotion. “My entire life, I didn’t have a choice. My parents left me, choosing a safer life for me. The foster system chose my house, and my foster parents chose whether I stayed or left. When I turned eighteen, I was forced to leave everything behind. It wasn’t until the very next day that I was free to make my own choices. I’ve only had free will for three years, and it feels like it’s being taken again.”

“I’m sorry, love,” Miles says, stepping toward me. He stops just before his arms circle around me, giving me a chance to say no. This time, I let him pull me into his embrace. My heart aches, not because they withheld information, but because I can’t imagine ever leaving my mates. The thought breaks me.

I inhale deeply, calming my emotions, wondering when they became so out of control. When I pull back, I tilt my head, allowing him to kiss me. His lips touch mine softly, squeezing me a little too hard, but I don’t complain. It’s comforting.

“So why did the true bond form only after we had an orgy?” I ask, causing Miles to give me a what-the-fuck look.

“Would you rather I say gangbang, or fuck fest, or ran a train on me?” I ask, stepping out of his embrace and waggling my eyebrows at him, trying to ease the tension.

His expression makes me want to keep going, but I take his hand and lead us back to the gazebo, knowing our food is probably waiting.

“Our bond only became a true bond once we united as one, fully giving ourselves to each other, removing all other obstacles and making room for only love and trust,” Miles says, his words warming my heart.

“So, it could have happened even without the Bukkake party?” I grin wickedly, managing to shock him once again.

“What am I going to do with you, little mate?” he asks, pulling open both curtains on the gazebo so we can still watch the ocean while we eat.

“Feed me… food,” I reply, adding food at the last minute to make sure he doesn’t get the wrong idea. I could have sex with this man all day and still want him tomorrow, but right now, I need to fuel my body. “How did they know what to serve us?”

“I selected it when I made the reservations,” Miles says. “If it’s not to your liking, I can have the waiter get something else.”

“No. No. Don’t worry. This is fine. I was just curious about how they selected our food.”

While I devour my meal, Miles pushes his food around, looking lost in thought.

“What's up?” I ask, putting my fork down to give him my full attention.

“It just…” He sighs heavily, like whatever’s on his mind is weighing him down. “I wanted this date to be perfect. I planned everything, went over it all with a fine-tooth comb, and now I feel like…”

I stay quiet, letting him gather his thoughts. I know it’s a big step for him to open up about his emotions.

“I feel like I’ve made a big mistake,” he finally admits, causing my heart to skip a beat.

“I took away every single one of your choices today. I bought your entire wardrobe, picked your outfit not once, but four times today, and I even chose your meal for you.”

So that’s what’s bothering him—our earlier conversation about free will has him overthinking everything.

“Miles, you've made me the happiest I’ve been in a long time. This date has been wonderful. Everything you picked out is something I love. You may have made all the choices today, but you’ve shown me you’re paying attention, studying what I like, and taking an interest in me. You've proven over and over again how much you love me.

And if you ask Beckett, he’ll tell you I’m also a good submissive. I don’t mind when a man takes control. The only thing I’d rather you not do is order for me if we’re ordering off a menu.”

“Maybe I should see just how submissive you can be,” he says, getting up and scooting closer.

“Are you sure there’s not a little succubus in you too?” I ask, only half-joking.

“100%,” he replies, his hands inching up my thighs. “You’re killing me in that dress.”

“I’m likely to stab you with a fork if you move your hand any higher,” I reply, stabbing at a shrimp and popping it in my mouth. “Seafood wins over sex any day,” I add, pushing his hand away.

Miles chuckles, grabbing his plate to sit next to me. “Can’t blame a guy for trying.”

We finish our meal in silence, enjoying each other’s company and the food. By the time I finish the last scallop, I’m beyond stuffed, but I’m glad I didn’t stop sooner.

“I hope you didn’t eat too much,” Miles says, dabbing his lips with his napkin. He stands up, fetching the bag Cupid gave him. “There’s a special spot I want to share with you, but we’ll need to hike to get there.”
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Katrina is a good sport. While she complained the entire time, she was getting ready, cursing me for taking her out to eat before going on this hike, she hasn’t complained once since.

"This view is gorgeous!" She says, standing still for a moment, taking it all in.

"That it is," I reply, not staring at the beauty around me but at the one in front of me.

"You mentioned you came here as a child." Katrina comments, turning to face me, her lips still upturned in a smile. "Care to share some stories? I know nothing of your childhood."

I close the space between us, placing a soft kiss on her lips that has her blushing. Then, I grab her hand and continue our upward trek through the forest.

My childhood isn’t something I usually talk about, but for the angel standing by my side, I’d share anything. "My childhood wasn’t that exciting. My father groomed me to be the commander of the Army since the time I could walk, while my mother conditioned me to take the throne. However, once a year, my parents would take a break for an entire week, and I would get one too. During that break, we’d come here, hiking this trail and taking in the sights. When I was younger, the first few times we came, I thought it was a test of endurance, so I ran up the trail, not taking in the sights, wanting to be the first one up the mountain. My parents let me run off ahead while they would walk leisurely together. After the third time, I realized it wasn’t a test and that it really was just a vacation with family. So, each year after that, I took in the sights, enjoying the peace, quiet, and beauty of it all. During that time, I felt like a family."

"And here I was thinking I had it rough," Katrina replies, her eyes filled with sorrow for the little boy I once was.

"Don’t downplay your childhood for mine, Kitten. Everyone sees and feels life differently. What was traumatic or rough for you could be a breeze for someone else, or vice versa. Your feelings, your emotions, and your views on the world are yours and yours alone. Don’t let others shape them."

"And here I was, thinking the professor was the only smart one in the bunch," Katrina teases, bumping my shoulders.

"Shh. Look over there," I whisper, pointing toward a rock a few feet away.

"Miles, is that... is that a unicorn?" Katrina asks, her face lighting up.

"Well, it was," I laugh, watching the white beauty run away, startled by Katrina’s voice.

"Oh no, I scared it. Poor baby was just resting." Katrina coos, making me snort.

"If you look over there, you’ll see a family of griffins hiding between those trees," I say, turning her toward the trees that hide the clearing on the other side. "It’s baby season. You can see the mama with her two babes. Daddy’s probably nearby hunting for food."

"This is incredible," Katrina whispers, staring at the little family.

She watches them for a while, enjoying how the little ones prance around and play, flapping their wings in an attempt to fly, laughing when their mama nips their hindquarters to keep them in line.

"How is it possible for them to be here?" Katrina asks when we continue on our way.

"It’s hidden from the human eye. If they pass by, they’ll only see empty fields owned by some corporation that isn’t willing to sell the land."

"I’ve never really understood, besides their bloodline, how humans are different from the divine. Weren’t we all born from Jehovah?"

"Not exactly. The stars came first. It’s said that they’ve always been here, waiting for the perfect moment in time to create what we know as the world today. Jehovah and his siblings were born from the stars. The first gods to grace this world. Then, the stars gave them children, Jehovah’s children being the titans, who later went on to have children of their own, even procreating with the children given to Jehovah’s other siblings; thus, the bloodlines as we know them were born. Jehovah wanted more than the children the stars gave him. He envisioned a bigger picture. When he saw his siblings, he spoke of his need for more. His sibling Brahma wanted more too, so he and Jehovah talked to the stars, and the stars blessed them with a gift: angels. The archangels were given to Jehovah, and the remaining angels were given to Brahma—the Seraphim, Cherubim, Thrones, Dominion, Virtues, Powers, Principalities, and angels without power."

I stop to look over at Katrina, making sure she’s following and doesn’t have any questions. When she nods, I continue.

"Jehovah loved his angels, but he was jealous that Brahma was given more, so he took matters into his own hands and created man, breathing his life force into a wingless being he’d modeled after his angels. Afraid that the stars would be angered by his creation, Jehovah hid Adam in the Garden of Eden. Now, this is where it gets a little tricky. Some believe that Adam was lonely, so Jehovah created Eve from Adam’s rib bone, not wanting to use his life force to create another being. Adam and Eve are then said to have eaten the forbidden fruit from a tree and were cast out of Eden to live in a barren land, where Eve gives birth to her children, thus creating men and women.

Some people believe that Brahma noticed his brother was acting strange, so he sent his angels out to search the heavens to see what he was hiding. Lilith and Lucifer are said to have gone to Jehovah, begging him to take them in, which he did with open arms, happy to build his family. Lucifer and Jehovah grew close, and Jehovah shared his secret with Lucifer. Intrigued by Adam, Lucifer often visited and spoke about Lilith. Lucifer shared the secret of Adam with Lilith, even though he’d sworn not to, and so Jehovah cast him from the heavens. His anger was so fierce that Lucifer’s wings caught fire, and he could no longer fly. By the time his body hit the land, it had created a large boulder in the ground. With black wings and living in a land of fire, Hell was created by the first fallen angel."

Having fallen in love with Lucifer, Lilith tossed herself from the heavens, her wings turning black when she landed in Hell. When she descended into Hell, the fire twisted her divine gifts into something dark, thus creating the first demon, a succubus. Angry with Jehovah for casting them out, Lilith and Lucifer came up with a plan to take away Jehovah’s toy. Lilith was to go to Eden and kill Adam. But once she arrived, she couldn’t bring herself to kill him. He was so innocent and charming. Instead, she seduced him, lying with him night after night. Knowing that if she stayed away from Lucifer too long, he’d become suspicious, Lilith left Eden. But when she stepped onto the land outside, she was overcome with pain and ended up birthing a woman, thus becoming the mother of all women. Since Lilith was already a succubus by the time she birthed women, she passed down a small amount of her power, giving women the power of seduction."

After Lilith left Adam, he grew lonely and bored. When Jehovah came to visit, Adam told him of his loneliness. So, Jehovah took Adam’s rib bone and created another man, Steve, as a companion for Adam. Thus, making Adam the father of man. Adam was still not happy with his life in Eden. When Jehovah visited him again, Adam described a beautiful woman who’d come to visit him, describing her beauty in great detail. Jehovah immediately knew it was Lilith. Angered by her trickery, Jehovah decided to create a female companion for Adam, modeled after Lilith. Adam was happy with his new companion and thanked Jehovah for his gift, the woman named Eve.

When Lilith hadn’t returned for some time, Lucifer grew worried. He decided to check on Lilith himself. Disguising himself as a serpent, Lucifer visited Eden. When he arrived, he became angered as he watched who he believed was Lilith lie with Adam. Lucifer stayed in Eden, watching night after night as Adam found pleasure in who he thought to be Lilith. One morning, Eve stumbled upon the only tree in Eden that Jehovah forbade them to touch. Noticing that she was alone, Lucifer spoke in her ear, begging her to take a bite of the fruit. Entranced by his voice, Eve picked the fruit from the tree and ate it, bringing it back to Adam and Steve. And you know how the rest of the story goes."

Looking over at Katrina, I can see she’s thinking over this new version of the story. We walk in silence for a while, and just before we reach the top of the mountain, Katrina breaks her silence.

"I like the original story better. To think Lilith is not only the mother of demons but also the mother of women is crazy. I can’t wrap my head around it. And besides, Jehovah gave Eve the golden key to seduction; he made her a woman."
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After Miles finishes his incredulous tale, he covers my eyes and leads me the rest of the way up the mountain. When he uncovers them, I’m in awe. Somehow, the scene is even more breathtaking than the forest we just hiked through.

Nestled between two large redwood trees is a wooden cabin that looks more like a small mansion. The oakwood structure contrasts starkly against the red trees and the dark green fields surrounding it. While the cabin is large, it feels homely. A small wrap-around porch has a swing and a couple of rocking chairs. The front door is barn style, made from the same wood as the trees, and each window has a dark red panel. Even the welcome mat is cute, with little foxes chasing each other.

In front of the cabin is a lake with pockets of steam rising from the water, leading to a small cave hidden behind a waterfall. The sound of the flowing water, combined with the fresh outdoor breeze, is calming. The splashing of water interrupts my peaceful tranquility, and I turn my head toward it. Miles is swimming through the lake, naked as the day he was born.

"Come swim with me," Miles shouts, beckoning me to the water.

He doesn’t have to ask twice. I quickly strip off my shorts and tank top, my bra and panties following close behind. I spot a rope swing attached to a nearby tree and race to it, eager to try it out. Miles watches me the entire way, his eyes laughing at my antics and gazing at my naked body hungrily as I swing from the rope. When I let go and plunge into the water, I feel like I’ve died and gone to Heaven. Not the kind I know now, but the dreamy human-like version where it feels like floating on clouds, living my best life.

Miles reaches me before I’ve even surfaced, diving into the water and placing his lips on mine for a brief underwater kiss before we both come back up for air.

"This place is gorgeous!"

"I’m glad you like it, Kitten."

While Miles looks like a predator ready to swoop in for the kill, he doesn’t attack me like I expect him to. Instead, we stay in the water, swimming and relaxing in its warmth. We play around, splashing each other and jumping from the cliff and rope swing. I don’t even realize how late it’s getting until Miles gets out of the water and dries himself off with a towel. I stay in the water a little longer, watching the sun as it starts to set. By the time I finally get out of the hot spring, my entire body is pruned, but I’m more relaxed than ever.

"Miles, today has been incredible. Thank you," I say as I start getting dressed.

"Of course, Kitten. Anything for you," Miles replies, his voice sounding distant.

When I finish pulling my tank top back on and buttoning my shirt, I turn toward Miles, and my mouth drops. Somehow, in the mere minutes it’s taken me to get dressed, he’s transformed the area between the porch and the water. Candles are lit, forming a large heart with rose petals scattered within.

"And what’s this?" I ask, looking at a version of Miles I’ve never seen before—a nervous Miles.

He doesn’t say anything, instead, he guides me to the heart and pulls me into the middle, his arms around my waist and his eyes locked with mine. I wrap my arms around his neck, wanting to feel closer to him. The sound of soft, sweet classical music starts playing in the distance and Miles begins to sway. Before I know it, we’re dancing in the middle of the heart.

Miles lowers his head to mine and starts whispering into my ear.

"Kitten, since I met you, I haven’t wanted to leave your side. Being near you makes me come alive. You awoke a part of me I didn’t know existed. You’ve taught me that love exists. You’ve given me hope. You welcomed me into your fold, showing me what a family should be like. You’ve got me dreaming of starting a family. I want a little girl with a heart as big as yours and a smile that’ll wrap me around her little finger. You’ve given me the gift of a future.” He smiles, his eyes filled with love.

“I’m not good with words, and I can’t find the right ones to express my love for you, so I’ll give you the closest thing I can find in the words of the great Pablo Neruda:

'I love you without knowing how, or when, or from where. I love you simply, without problems or pride: I love you in this way because I do not know any other way of loving but this, in which there is no I or you, so intimate that your hand upon my chest is my hand, so intimate that when I fall asleep your eyes close.'"

I don’t know when, but the music has stopped playing, and we’ve stopped dancing. The only sound now is Miles’ confessions of love in my ear, sending my heart soaring. When he drops to one knee, I feel like my heart has flown out of my chest and is now stuck in my throat.

"You make me the happiest man in the world, and I promise to cherish and love you with my entire being for the rest of my life. There’s only one thing I’ll ever ask of you," he says, swallowing deeply as he pulls out a small box. He opens it to reveal the most beautiful ring I’ve ever seen.

"Miles, I want nothing more than to say yes, but I can’t."

I can see the hurt in Miles’s eyes, so I quickly continue, "I can’t because I have four other mates to consider. How would they feel if I became engaged to you, and we ended up married?"

"I’ve already talked to them. They’re okay with it."

"They’re okay with this?" I ask, surprised that the others have agreed to let Miles stake an even greater claim to me.

"Yes. We agreed it was what was necessary to keep you protected."

"Necessary?" I ask, my heart crashing back into my body, sinking to the bottom of my chest. "Keep me protected?"

"It’s the only way to keep you safe from Brahma. If you have an affiliation with one of the kingdoms, he can’t claim you. The Earth Kingdom makes the most sense, as people get married there daily."

"Then my answer is no, Miles. I don’t want to marry you for the sake of my safety. Was that all today was? Trying to sugar me up so I’ll give in to your proposal of protection?" My voice trembles with anger.

"Of course not, Katrina. Today was for us. Spending quality time as a couple. As for the proposal, yes, it was sped up to help protect you, but I do want to marry you, Kitten. I want our lives to be tied together with more than just our bond and you becoming my queen. You’re my everything, and I want to share that with the world. I want to unite us as one in every way possible."

My heart rises a little, and my anger isn’t as strong as I listen to Miles. Then I recall what Luka whispered in my ear before Miles and I left for our date. "Remember, whatever happens today, this is what Miles wants." It helps cement my decision.

"Okay. Ask me again."

He looks at me a little suspiciously, but he does as I ask. "Katrina, will you do me the honor of becoming my wife?"

"Yes. A thousand and one times, yes. I love you too, Miles. More than you’ll ever know."

When he slips the engagement ring on my wedding finger, my heart soars higher than it ever has before. When he walks me to the cabin, carrying me over the threshold, I know I’ve made the right choice, even if the decision was hurried for my protection.
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Chapter Thirty-Four
MILES
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Iwish we didn’t have to leave the peacefulness of the cabin. If we didn’t have other things to do tonight, I’d continue making love to Katrina all night long. While my fiancé—gods I love that title— relaxes in the bath, I glance at my phone and notice a group message from the guys. Beckett wants to talk when he gets home, which means he’s found something. Katrina and I still need to visit my childhood home and go through the archives there. I want to be selfish and put everything off until tomorrow, but with midterms almost finished, I know it’s better we gather information as quickly as possible.

"Miles, are you sure this outfit is okay to wear to meet your parents?" Katrina asks, scrunching her nose in concern.

"Kitten, whether my parents like you or not won’t depend on your outfit," I reply, rolling my eyes at the ridiculousness of someone judging another based on their appearance.

I know the old adage, “dress to impress,” but the way you dress shouldn’t determine what people think of you. To assume you know someone based on their appearance is asinine. I’ve seen more crooks in a fancy Bergdorf Goodman suit than in a pair of baggy jeans and a wife beater. I’ve seen more sinners dressed in their Sunday best than in daisy dukes and a crop top. The positive thing about my parents is that they’ve always strived to do better. As the times change, so do they. It’s why Luka and I got along even before he became a member of our group. Living on Earth, you're exposed to everything. The Puritans, the demon worshippers, the sinners and saints, the weird and strange, the chaotic and unexplainable. The path isn’t straight and narrow, and it’s not painted in black and white. You have to be adaptable, or you’ll fail in the Earth Kingdom.

"I’d at least like to give myself a small boost toward them liking me. My chances aren’t that favorable. I’m 0 for 2 currently. I’d rather not add a third," Katrina says, twirling her hair around her finger.

"If it makes you feel any better, I doubt my parents will be around," I say, walking over to her and pulling her into my arms, nuzzling her face with my own.

Katrina pulls away quickly, a look of relief on her face. "Oh, thank the Gods," she sighs heavily, tying her hair into a loose braid and tossing it behind her back. "Alright, all ready." She smiles, taking my hand and walking with me out to the car.
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"Idon’t know if I’m ever going to get used to what you guys call 'houses,'" Katrina says, gazing up at the house I grew up in.

I can no longer call it home. It hasn’t felt like one in years. It’s more like the barracks. My father was my sergeant, and I’d been in basic combat training my entire life until I went to the academy. Not that my father could be called a Sergeant—he’s the General of the Military, after all. What a disappointment I must be to him. I have no plans to take over his rank. I haven’t served in the military. His rank should go to his second-in-command. Right now, my only aspiration is to keep my fiancé safe and unite the four realms.

"It looks like a fortress," Katrina observes after I punch in the key code, and the main gates open, revealing the supposedly impenetrable base.

"I guess you could call it that," I reply, feeling gloomy as I drive up the long driveway. I place my hand on the scanner, opening a basic wire security gate. The gate is electric and will shock you if you try to scale it, but I know someone can sneak under it. It’s why I call my home "supposedly impenetrable." I’ve been able to sneak out and back in since I was a young teen, never needing to use a single security code.

I park the car in the middle of the driveway, stopping right at the front door. We won’t be here long. My plan is to search the archives, grab the file we came here for, and bail.

Unfortunately, even the most thought-out plans can go to shit in a nanosecond. The front door opens before the retina scanner can scan my eye, revealing none other than the Earth King himself—my father, Ares.

"Miles," my father frowns, "I wasn’t expecting you. You should’ve called."

"Am I not allowed to return home whenever I want?" I grumble, unable to keep my discontentment to myself.

"Of course you are, son," Ares replies, still frowning. "I’d just like to prepare for your visit. The staff has all gone home for the night."

Katrina fidgets nervously behind me, bringing my father’s attention to her.

"And who is this?" he asks, as if he doesn’t know. But I guess one of his rules is never to assume.

"This is Katrina," I reply, a smile slipping on my face as I bring my beauty to stand in front of me. "My future queen and bride."

"It’s nice to meet you, sir," Katrina squeaks, twiddling her thumbs.

My father grabs Katrina’s arm, making me tense. When he pulls her into an embrace, I’m unable to hide the shock on my face. My mouth drops open as I try to figure out what the hell is going on. My dad never hugs anyone. I can count on my fingers the number of times he’s openly displayed affection toward my mother.

"You are as beautiful as they claimed you’d be," he whispers gruffly, holding her tight against him, squeezing one more time before releasing her. "I was wondering when Miles would finally bring you over to introduce you. I had half a mind to journey to the academy myself, but I heard Zeus already caused an uproar with his visit."

Katrina seems frozen with shock, and I can’t blame her. I am too. While I didn’t expect my father to hate her, I didn’t expect him to... love... no love doesn’t exist in Ares’ vocabulary, I guess, like her immediately. This isn’t how I pictured their meeting. I fully expected my father to introduce himself by his title, nod at Katrina, and then walk away, going about his day as usual.

"You wanted to meet me?" Katrina asks, confused.

"Of course I did. It’s not every day you meet the woman prophesized to unite our kingdoms, to bring the peace promised so long ago. I’m happy you’re here, and that Miles has found you."

Ah, there it is. The reason my father is happy to meet her. It’s not because she’s important to me, and not because she’ll be his future daughter-in-law, the mother of his grandchildren (Yep, I want at least two), but because she’ll bring world peace. Something my father has always dreamed about. While he is the greatest warrior to ever exist, he cannot stand the aftermath of war. People die just because they can’t see eye to eye or because someone wants to dictate what the other person does.

"It’s a pleasure to meet you as well," Katrina smiles, her face lighting up, her nerves easing a bit. "You aren’t at all what I expected you to be."

"Never expect anything from anyone until you’ve met the real them. With that being said, I guess I’ll let you kids do whatever it is you came here to do." Turning to me, my father offers me a smile, "I’ll be in my office if you need me," he says before walking away.
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Chapter Thirty-Five
KATRINA
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Well, wow. That was unexpected." I’m still in shock when Miles grabs my elbows and leads me up a winding staircase, stopping at the third-floor entrance.

"Are you okay?" he asks, pulling open the door and leading me down a hallway into a room that can only be called a tech person's wet dream. I know nothing about technology, but the room is lined wall to wall with computers, modems, twisty knobby things, lots of cords, and huge fans to keep the systems cool.

"I’m fine." I reply, still a little dazed by what happened downstairs. "But what the hell is this?" I ask, gesturing to everything around us. "I was expecting files filled with paperwork."

"Yeah," Miles chuckles, heading toward what looks to be the main computer—it’s bigger than all the others, so that's my assumption, but who the hell knows.

"Ares isn’t as archaic as his brothers. He believes in keeping up with the times. Paperwork can be easily destroyed or manipulated, and before you say it, yes, he knows electronic files can be corrupted too. It’s just easier to navigate the system when it isn’t all on paper, and if a file’s been tampered with, it’s easier to track down who did it. Each file touched logs whenever there’s been new access to it, and digital footprints are easy to trace when you have one of the best hackers on your team."

"Ah," I say, having already lost interest after hearing Ares isn't as archaic. Ares isn’t anything like his brothers. Is it because he’s the youngest out of the four? Is he the rebel of the family? His godly trait would line up with him being a rebel. Who better to lead the rebellion than the God of War? For the first time, I find myself thinking of my fateds’ parents and what they were like growing up, what they were like before they killed their father and became the kings of the four realms. The thoughts sadden me, reminding me how little I know about the men I’ve fallen for, whose love has tainted my soul. I can’t wait for all of this to be over. I can’t wait until it’s just the five of us... except it’ll never be just the five of us. My men are destined to be kings; it’s their birthright. They’ll always carry the weight of the world on their shoulders. At least there are five of them to help bear that burden. And I’ll be there, too, supporting them and carrying their weight when the world’s burdens become too much to bear.

"You okay there?" Miles asks again, his eyes shimmering with concern. "It looks like you went somewhere dark."

"Just thinking about our future," I reply.

"Damn, Kitten, if thinking about our future makes you look that miserable, I don’t know if I want to live the type of future you envision." He snorts, shaking his head while powering on the main computer, which powers on each substation.

"Miles, even if our future dealt with Lucifer reincarnated and him claiming me as his stepdaughter and telling me to call him 'Daddy Lucy,' you’d still be stuck with me. It’s a done deal now, buddy. Hashtag, SorryNotSorry," I reply teasingly, shrugging my shoulders and scrunching my face in an “I don’t give a fuck” attitude.

Miles shudders a look of pure disgust on his face. "Have you always been so vile?"

"Only on every day ending in Y," I tease, scooting closer to him so I can get a good look at the program he's pulled up: FIND A CASE. When the program fully loads, I’m already at a loss. There are three categories: Sun, Moon, and Stars.

"Angels, Demons, Gods?" I ask, trying to figure the program out. "Shouldn’t there be a category for humans too?"

"This is just the initial inquiry. The program wants to know who's looking into what," Miles responds, selecting Stars.

A new screen populates, asking for credentials, but there isn’t a place to enter a login and password. I practically jump out of my skin when something ejects from what I assumed was the floppy disk slot. And don't ask me why I thought it was a floppy disk slot. I only know enough to get by when it comes to computers, and floppy disks were what we older generations saved our PowerPoints on. Yep, I’m still envious that kids can share files with a click, while we used to carry around floppy disks. Although, I guess they lost the ability to say they “forgot their report at home,” now that everything is stored in the cloud. And don’t even get me started on the mysterious, elusive cloud... Wait, what the hell is that? Did that floppy disk-ma-jigger just convert into a blood sampling station?

Miles chuckles beside me as I watch him prick his finger, drip some blood on the provided slide, and carefully place the coverslip over his sample before putting it back into the floppy disk thingy. The computer accepts his blood offering. There’s a twirling DNA logo, and then the words CREDENTIALS APPROVED flash on the screen before transitioning to a search screen. Miles fills out the search query and presses enter. Nothing populates. Not a single file, and he’s looking through a five-year time stamp. The last major incident that took place on the Golden Gate Bridge was the great shake. No cars falling off the bridge. No little girls losing their families. Nothing.

"There's nothing? Nothing at all?" I whisper, amazed. Surely there should be something unless I had it all wrong. Maybe it was a different bridge? Or maybe it was just some freak accident.

"It doesn’t mean the accident didn’t happen. It just means it wasn’t handled by the Earth Kingdom. Aphelion might’ve still found something in the Sky archives." Miles says, powering down the computer and taking my hand, pulling me into him as he nuzzles my neck. "We will find the answers. I promise," he says reassuringly, letting me melt into his comfort.

There’s a knock on the door, and I go to pull away, but Miles keeps me tucked in close, not caring about our affectionate display.

"Sorry to interrupt," a woman says, poking her head in. She has long raven-black hair and bright emerald-green eyes.

"Mom."

Wait, she’s Miles’ mom? Ares’ wife? The great and powerful Athena? She’s so petite, and she looks like she’s maybe ten years older than me, max.

"Your father told me you were in here." She smiles, the movement lightening up her entire face. "Before you leave, I’d love it if we could all get together and talk. It’s... Well, it’s about Katrina," she says bluntly, making my stomach roll.

Ah, that didn’t take long. Ares has finally come to his senses about me. I thought his reaction earlier was off.  It must’ve just taken him a moment to gather his emotions.

"I don’t care what you have to say regarding Katrina," Miles retorts, his eyes narrowing in anger. "She’ll be my queen whether you like it or not."

"Good Gods, boy,” Athena scolds her son. "Did you not learn anything from all that training you were given? This isn’t about your future but about her past."

The hair on my arms rises, and Miles’ arms tense around me. How do Athena and Ares know about my past?
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"Well, there’s no point beating around the bush," Athena says, hands folded in her lap. "You are our Goddaughter."

And there goes my heart. Skipping yet another beat. It’s a good thing I’m only twenty-one. The Rulers of the Earth Kingdom, Miles’ parents, are bound to put me in an early grave.

"Goddaughter?" I question; my brows furrowed as I stare straight at Athena. This isn't what I suspected at all. I assumed they’d somehow found out about my bloodlines, not that they were my Godparents.

"Yes, Goddaughter," Ares replies gruffly, drawing my attention to him. His sole focus, however, is on his son as he studies him, waiting for a reaction from Miles. But Miles' poker face is flawless — trained by the master of the art himself.

"Michael was my best friend. In some ways, he’s more of a brother to me than my own."

"And my mother?" I ask cautiously.

"Lilith is and will always be the love of his life."

They know. They know who my parents are. They know I am both a fallen and an archangel. And they don’t care. Athena and Ares are still looking at me like they adore me. Like they’re happy that I am part of their lives.

"Tell us everything," Miles demands, staring at his father with an undetectable emotion in his eyes.

"There really isn’t much to tell. Michael, along with Athena and I, captured Lilith during one of the many wars. When their eyes first met, Michael felt an instant connection to Lilith. He blamed the connection on her succubi abilities, thinking there was no way the other half of his soul could be a demon. Upon Lilith’s capture, we were supposed to eliminate her, as per the council’s ruling. But Michael wanted to interrogate her. He thought she could give us the information to control the unruly demon population, so we hid Lilith. Michael interrogated her every single day. When she escaped our confines a month later, I confronted your father. Our prison was inescapable, and someone had to have let her go. Surprisingly, Michael confessed immediately. He talked about this magical pull he felt toward Lilith and how when he held her in his arms, it felt like his soul was complete. I assumed Lilith had somehow managed to feed off of Michael, and he was enthralled by her kiss, but as time passed, the thrall’s effects didn’t wear off.

Michael and Lilith met again during the next war. I could see their auras intertwining, and I knew then that Michael and Lilith were meant to be. Their auras were stunning. The blinding white mixed with the pitch blackness was majestic—two opposite forces blending together to create something new. Unable to stand being apart, Michael let Lilith capture him. I went home to Athena and told her what I’d found out. We both agreed that if Michael asked for our help, we would do everything in our power to help them; the stars brought them together for a reason. And so, their game of catch and release ensued until they could no longer bear to be apart. During their last battle together, your mother and I took part, under the pretense we were going to rid the world of Lilith. Athena caused the cave-in that made Michael and Lilith disappear, and I gave them the money and new identities to start over. Michael and Lilith lived a mundane life here on Earth for years. They were happy, and all seemed well."

Ares pauses, swirling his glass of whiskey before taking a sip, seemingly lost in his memories.

"Lilith and I became fast friends. You look so much like her—almost her exact clone," Athena says, smiling over at me. "She was a beautiful woman and one of my only friends. Other women feared me—my strengths and abilities scared them—but Lilith understood me. She was also extremely powerful and a badass when it came to fighting. Lilith was there for me during my pregnancy with Miles, holding my hair back while puking, disguising herself and dragging me out of the house, forcing me on walks to get fresh air, and bringing me anything and everything I desired. She doted on Miles when he was a baby and couldn’t wait to experience motherhood. When Ares and I helped your mother and father disappear, she was pregnant with you. It’s why they went out the way they did. Their mingled auras were getting harder to conceal, and Lilith and Michael wanted to raise you together as a family."

"What happened? Why weren’t they able to raise me?" I ask, swallowing down the lump that always comes when I think about how my life might've been if my parents had been able to raise me.

"Kek happened. He learned of your mother’s pregnancy," Ares says.

The way he says the name sends a cold chill over me, but it’s Miles’ sudden sharp intake of breath that surprises me the most.

"Kek?" Miles questions, as if he couldn’t hear his father correctly. "Kek isn’t real. He’s a story told to frighten little children into behaving."

"Kek is real, and he wants Katrina. He won’t stop until she’s his."

"He’ll never get her!" Miles yells.

"I’m still here, love," I murmur, stroking his arm to calm him. "Who is Kek, and what does he want with me?"

"Kek is a fable. A deity of pure evil. He wasn’t born from the stars but from darkness itself." Miles replies angrily. "Your information has to be wrong." Miles tells his father. "Kek doesn’t exist. Brahma is the one after Katrina. We’ll be announcing my engagement to Katrina after the midterms. Our party will be hosted in the Sky Kingdom. I’ll stake my claim on Katrina, and it’ll keep him from being able to lay a claim on her."

"Lilith and Michael both mentioned Kek was after them. Perhaps they were frightened, but they seemed positive it was him. I don’t see Brahma having the resources to hunt Michael and Lilith to the ends of the world," Ares replies.

"You’re engaged?" Athena smiles, reaching across the table and clasping my left hand in hers, turning it to reveal the ring on my finger. "Absolutely gorgeous." She smiles, beaming at her son.

"Do you know what happened to my parents?" I ask, hopeful.

Athena’s smile falters, and she shakes her head sadly. "The last time I saw your mother was the day you were born. She made Ares and me promise that if anything were to happen to them, we would watch over you from afar. She didn’t want you being brought into our world. She knew it was unsafe and wanted you to live a normal life amongst humans. When we learned of the explosion at your house, Ares and I rushed over to help, but there was nothing left. Everyone was gone. It wasn’t until an accident on the Golden Gate Bridge involving both angels and demons that we were made aware of your existence in the human world. We managed to erase all records of your existence to keep you safe and undetected. And it seemed to work, at least until your 21st birthday when you created quite the stir in our community."

"An unknown evil presence was on the bridge that day," Ares says, looking at his son. "An evil unlike any that’s been experienced before. You need to prepare yourselves. There’s always some truth behind Fables."

I swallow the lump forming in my throat. My parents are still missing, and now there’s yet another unknown entity after me. Between Brahma the Eitr, midterms, the council, and now Kek, will I ever find the time to simply enjoy my life with my fated, or are we doomed to fight for my existence for the rest of our lives together?

TO BE CONTINUED
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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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