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I was once a rejected wolf, and now I’m the queen of the
Fall Mountain Pack.

I’m their alpha female.

After escaping King Cenwyn and his court, I find myself back
with my alphas, who are now my mates. I have everything I’ve
ever wanted and more, but the gods have a different idea of
freedom for me. Persephone’s using the soul bond to connect
to my mind and control it, but none of us knows what she truly
wants. King Cenwyn’s armies are at our borders, and he 1sn’t
alone.

The Levi are now an army, controlled by an angry goddess,
and if we aren’t careful, she will destroy us all.

We endure the fall and rise in the ashes.

Fall Mountain Pack will not stay down for long. Wolves
always bite back...

This is a full-length reverse harem romance novel full of
sexy alpha males, steamy scenes, a strong heroine and a lot
of sarcasm. Intended for 18+ readers. This contains Her
Night Wolf, Fall of Embers, Reign of Embers and Lost
Embers + Exclusive Bonus Scene.



1o you, may you find your Fall Mountain Pack family.



PERSEPHONE WITH HADES, IN THEIR END.

“THEY SAY 71ve gone mad, but you’re still here, still
fighting for me in the darkness that sweeps our world apart.”

My words float around the stillness of our home, hidden
deep within the city walls that will hold, even when we die
within them. We will die in this place, but we won’t ever leave
the prisons that await.

The darkness shimmers as he walks out of it. Smooth
golden skin, dark eyes like the night sky, he shows nothing but
flawless beauty. He was born to bewitch the world into the
shadows. Hades has always taken my breath away.

He never pauses as he walks to me. No fear, no hate for
what I’ve done, just love.

His cold hand tilts my jaw up, forcing me to look into his
eyes, and once I’m there, I can’t look away.

“You’re only mad to those who do not understand the
darkness. I breathe it. I adore it. I love you, Persephone. No
matter who wishes to come between us, no matter the curse of
the seven, nothing and no one will come between us.”

My voice breaks, just like my heart. “I wasn’t strong
enough. I couldn’t—"

“Shh, my love,” he coos, stroking his hand up into my
silky hair. “All mortal things come to an end, and even we
cannot fight this. Our love will be as eternal as our souls.”



I rest my head against his chest, and he holds me, even as
we both struggle to accept the ending that we have been given
in this life. The Wolven gods have cursed us, and it’s all my
fault...but I will find a way to fix everything.



Ore

THERE IS no peace in the darkness without my alphas.

Something hot, scenting of death, coats my hands, and I
become keenly aware of the familiar sickly feeling as I wake
up. Everything’s just spinning around me, reminding me of the
times I would spin around with Ragnar under the tree outside
my house. This time there is no laughter, no joy, as I reach for
my mates...and even that deep bond is blurred. My head is
banging like it was hit with a bat, and there is a dull headache
that won’t quite go away even as I try to focus my thoughts.
What in the name of the gods happened? My mind spins as |
try to focus on where I am at least. The scent of death that
lingers in the warm air is mixed with the metallic tang of
blood, the fresh wood scent of books, and old dust. My wolf
howls in my mind, stretching and itching like she’s been
locked up, and her strength pushes the dizziness away just a
little more. I can’t focus my eyes, relying on my other senses,
but I can’t sense much over the smell of blood and books.

I remember being with my mates after the mating,
connecting with the pack, and feeling the pack bond. I should
be able to speak to them right now...and it scares me that the
bond is so silent. Terror for my mates freezes my heart as I
remember everything in harsh, jagged memories that assault
my mind, making the headache so much worse. I remember
hearing Persephone in my head, her voice so strong, like she
was really in this world and far more real than the connection
our souls has, as she ripped my soul apart to make room for



herself. The crown, the Apple of Discord, was all the power
she needed to breach this world and take my body over.

“Wherever you are, Persephone, I’'m so done with your
bullshit! Goddess or not, this is my goddamn body!”

My shout echoes around wherever I am as things start to
look less blurry. Persephone doesn’t reply, which is a blessing,
considering she can lock me out of my own body, and slowly I
see the high bookshelves of the library, the familiar books, and
warm shadows. I’m lying on the floor, facing a row of books
that are all a faint purple, aged and worn down with a light
sprinkle of dust covering them. Sitting up, I glance down at
my hands that shake from sheer fear of what Persephone has
done. My fingers are covered in silver blood, and so is my
white dress and black cloak wrapped around my shoulders. 1
didn’t put these clothes on. I feel sick as I stare at the blood,
almost terrified to look around with the pressure of the guilt
choking me already.

Small snow-white flowers bloom at my feet, and I follow a
path of them, disappearing down into the shadows of the
library, along with drops of silver blood dotting the path. I
crawl to my feet, walking past the flowers, which change from
brilliant white to rose maroon purples. They glow with their
own light, and the further I go, the more flowers there are,
until I find a collection of them blooming around a small
broken table. One of the legs has been snapped, and now there
are so many flowers crawling around it, moving like they are
alive.

But on the table is a pretty little creature. Dot. Her grey
hair matches the pool of blood around her waist where a
dagger is completely pushed all the way through her stomach.
The dagger i1s so big that it’s ripped her apart, but she’s still
alive as her wide eyes look at me. Flowers are blooming
around her on the table, and I realise they are growing from
her blood. Life growing from her death. There is something
beautiful in it, even as the sight of her makes me want to fall
and beg for forgiveness.

Persephone—well, I—did this.



I’m not aware I’m even moving. With nothing but a roar
filling my ears, I crawl over the flowers and kneel in front of
the table where Dot lies. She looks like a broken doll, crushed,
and her white eyes are lacking the glow of life I’ve always
seen in them.

“Who did this?” I gently ask. I don’t want to ask, knowing
the answer already, but I need to know. I feel like I can’t
breathe until I do. I search for my mates one more time, but
there is nothing but a dull buzz where the bond should be.

“You, but not you, Astra,” she breathes out, her voice
cracking and struggling.

“I should call guards, or anyone, to get a healer, and we—"

“My fate is written in the song of time, like yours, and no
healer could fix me.”

I don’t really know what to say to that, but I don’t call for
anyone. Dot might not have said it, but no one should be alone
while they die.

“Why did Persephone do this?” I whisper.

“I have much to tell you, Astra. Much,” she begins, finding
some strength to even speak. I know these are her final words,
and the only respectful thing I can do right now is to listen and
remember them. That’s all anyone wants, in the end, to be
remembered. I can’t save her, and I doubt any god or healer in
this entire pack would know how to. “My daughter was sweet
and born under three falling stars, each of them a blessing to
what she would become. Smart. Beautiful. Pure.”

This story reminds me of my own names and the reason
my mum gave me them. “She was born in spring and was
everything the stars could have told us mortals of beauty and
grace. She was so beautiful, and I named her Persephone
because she reminded me of a particular flower that I always
saw on the brightest of days.”

I go still, my thoughts racing a million miles a minute as I
process what she just told me. She is Demeter, the mad
goddess I saw in Persephone’s memories. Her mother who
didn’t want her with Hades. I’'m speechless. “I became more



frightened every month that passed when she grew to
adulthood, that the other gods would notice her. I lost her to
Hades as you well know.”

There is so much bitterness in her voice. I swallow hard. “I
didn’t always used to look like this, by the way. This was once
a doll I gave Persephone as a child, and I was cursed by Hades
and Persephone to be trapped in it forever, bound to a library
full of dead trees. Do you know what that is like for me?
Goddess of nature and everything living? This is hell.”

I struggle for words. “Why would she do that to her
mother?”

“I deserved it,” she replies, her voice flat.
“You truly believe that?”” I question.

“Yes,” she replies, her voice stronger than a second ago. “I
started and fought in a war to get my daughter back from
Hades. He took one look at her and fell in love, and I think she
loved him, too. But I didn’t understand that, back then. I
assumed that he’d taken her by force, tricked her mind as he
could, and I killed anything in my way to get her back. I killed
so many, and there is so much blood painted on me that it
would flood this entire castle. Don’t feel sorry for me, Astra. I
am a villain in the hearts of so many, including my own
daughter.”

“Then be a hero and help me. How do I stop Persephone
from controlling my body?”

She faintly smiles. “Hero...that is not a word for a god or
goddess. We are all power, all destruction and nothing more.”

I don’t believe that for a second. She tore the world apart,
killed for her daughter, and that comes from love. Even if it is
the twisted kind. “Persephone never let me close to her, never
let me understand her life, and she certainly told no one but
her dark god her secrets. Everything she did was for him. She
loved him as you love your alphas.”

“And you loved her,” I reply. “And she did this...”

“Yes,” she softly replies. “I do not hate her for it, and
neither should you. She’s been many things, my daughter, but



in her heart, truly deep down, she is good. Mad, but good.”

I don’t think a statement from Demeter about being good
is really worth much.

“Is there anything I can do for you?” I quietly question.

“No. Only the ones that cursed me could kill me and set
me free. I don’t know whether my daughter did this as a
payment or a kindness, but I am finally to be free from this
library.”

I stay silent as she looks away from me and up to the
ceiling, her breathing laboured. “When I’m gone, you need to
ask the library for what you need, and it will show you all its
secrets. Thousands of years’ worth lie in here, and any help
you need can be found in these books. Books are a greater
power than the gods.”

“Thank you,” I reply, watching as a single tear glides down
her yellow cheek, so much paler than I’ve seen her before.

“To stop Persephone, if it’s even possible, you should
speak with the Wolven gods. If anyone could tell you that, it’s
them, and they will answer your call. Your blood will secure
the connection not many ever have,” she softly tells me, her
voice like a summer breeze. “We will meet again, Astra. Do
what I could not and save her.”

Demeter’s eyes glaze over, and she breathes out deeply
one more time before going still. Her blood still drops, making
more flowers that are growing up on the bookcases and
shelves. I swear I see her spirit float up in the air, nothing
more than a shimmer in the air that feels like all the seasons in
one. The heat of summer, the crisp air of autumn, the freshness
of spring, and the brittle chill of winter.

“We endure the fall and rise in the ashes. Leave Fall
Mountain Pack in peace and rest with the gods, Demeter. You
will be remembered.”

I sit in the flowers, watching her dead body until I feel
nothing but the warmth of the library soaking into my bones,
and my tears falling off my cheeks onto the flowers. I just



watched a goddess die, and despite the horrors she committed,
I feel a deep sadness that she was gone just like that.

There isn’t a single sound in the library, and I swear it is
mourning with me as the shadows seem to tighten and go cold.
I pull off the cloak from around my shoulders, and I cover up
her small body, closing my eyes as I do for a moment. The
blood on my hands makes my body shake, and I try to ignore
them and look away as I search for the bond. The emptiness
and sorrow and fear end up knocking me to my knees as I gasp
for air.

It’s one thing to have your enemy outside the walls of our
pack, but it’s another to have an enemy literally taking over
your body.

I wrap my arms around myself, feeling my power lashing
out in streams around me, picking up strands of my air in the
breeze.

Persephone won’t win. I’ve been through too much and
have too much to lose to let her push me to the side.

The second I decide to fight, the alphas’ bond connects to
me like an electric current, snapping us together once more.
Whatever magic kept us apart hasn’t worked for long. My
mates. I can feel them attached to my soul, bonded deeply to
me and woven so far into my heart that there isn’t an end of
me and a beginning of them. We are one. I instantly feel their
panic, their urgency as they search the castle for me, like it’s
my own.

I hear their voices inside my mind, each one of them more
panicked and frantic as they search for me, coming to a pause
when they sense the bond burning to life one more time.

“Mai, where are you? Talk to us,” Henderson all but begs,
pleads, and it hurts my heart to hear the raw worry in his
voice.

“I’m here, in the library of the castle,” I send back to them,
each of them, testing this new level of communication.

“Are you okay? Why did you leave?” Valentine asks, his
voice so worried. Instead of telling them, I show them in my



mind everything that has happened, projecting my memories
to my mates. I feel their emotions, from fury and panic to feral
rage at Persephone for this.

“We are coming,” Ragnar growls into my mind, sending
goose bumps down my arms.

“Come for me, my mates,” I reply.

I hear a whistling of wind, and I look up just in time to see
a book falling down in the air, and I step back seconds before a
heavy book slams down at my feet. “That could have hurt
me!”

My shout echoes around the library, but no one responds.
If someone did, I think I would freak out. I lean down and pick
up the heavy book, which has a gold “WG” stamped into the
worn, aged leather at the front with various flowers, pillars,
and stars. I open the book, and it’s nothing but thick, blank
paper. “An empty book? Is this meant to be a metaphor for
writing my own story or something?”’

I feel my mates getting closer as the book begins to glow a
light green, the same energy and feel as my powers from
Persephone. Slowly, flowers draw themselves across the page,
and the word “Wait” appears in the middle of them before they
all disappear back into the blank paper. Great. A book that
needs time to load is just what I needed when my pack is at
war, a crazy and possibly evil goddess is taking over my mind
and body, and my daughter could be taken at any second by a
male I don’t know or trust.

I still hold it tightly as I walk to my mates and hope to the
gods above that Persephone doesn’t take over me again...
because what if she never lets me go?



| BARELY SET a foot out of the library before

Valentine sweeps me off my feet, holding me tightly to him
and breathing in my scent. I look over his shoulder into
Henderson’s aquamarine eyes shining in the dim corridor light
as he looks me over. I feel his relief, love, and worry like it’s
my own, and I soon realise it is coming from all of them.
Valentine i1s slightly trembling under my touch, and I reach up,
tilting his head so he looks at me.

The intensity in his gaze takes my breath away. “You were
gone, completely gone, Mai. [—we—felt nothing. Nothing
from our mate. I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think, couldn’t
move. | froze in terror, and then you just appear. How?”

Hearing his pain cuts through my chest. I don’t have time
to tell him as Silas and Ragnar round the corner, and I’'m
pulled from Valentine’s arms into Silas’s, his lips branding me
with a knee-shaking passion. When he breaks away first, I'm
left a little hazy. The book, which was in my hands, dropped
onto the floor.

“I’ll show you,” I whisper into their minds, using our
mating bond like it’s always been there. It doesn’t feel new, it
feels natural and perfect as I smoothly push my memories into
their minds, showing them everything that happened with
Persephone and Dot/Demeter. They stay silent, and I feel their
emotions slip from shock to anger and to sadness for Demeter.

Ragnar moves first, walking up to me and nudging Silas
aside, who growls low at him. Ragnar cups my cheeks and



looks deep into my eyes. “You feel so scared, my mate, and I
never want you to feel this way again. I remember you, us,
almost everything. After we mated, Hades knew I needed to
remember, to be the alpha I was before I lost my memories
and be who you need. I’'m here, you are safe and loved. We
will fix this together. Persephone is not the only god in this
castle.”

“We are Hades, and you will not be taken over by anyone.
I don’t give a fuck who she is,” Silas growls. “You are our
mate.”

“We will fix this,” Henderson breathes out. “You’re not
alone. You never will be alone when you face your battles,
because they are our battles too.”

I blow out a breath as my heart feels like it could explode
with how much I love them. We are in this together, and they
are my mates. I never thought we would get to this, to have a
chance of a good life as mates and rule a pack that could
literally change the world for the better. We have everything to
fight for. [ have my mates to fight for.

“I think we first need to understand how she could take
over and why,” I suggest.

Valentine muses. “It was the crown. The gods likely knew
they were going to be bound to mortal souls in their afterlife,
at some point, and maybe she left her future mortal self a key
to unlocking herself.”

“It feels like being bound to us is a punishment,” I say.
“But who could have been powerful enough to punish gods
like this?”

“That’s an answer I'm not sure I want to know,”
Henderson states. He isn’t alone.

They all look at me, and I shiver under their gaze, Silas
looking me up and down. “That dress... Are you cold?”

“A little—" I start to admit when I feel #im coming closer.
My spine locks with the threat, and I turn to the dark corridor,
my alphas moving around me as they sense him, too. My
senses seem stronger, likely from the mating, and there is no



hiding how immense and ancient his power feels. It feels
wrong to me, and my wolf wants me to leave, to get away
from him, but I force us both to hold our ground.

For Serendipity.

Draycian, the alpha of Mnemosyne, strolls down the
corridor towards us, not a flicker of fear in his expression.
“Well, well, well. Don’t you have an issue now, alpha female
Mairin Fall? Or is it Queen of the Wolves? The Falling
Saviour. The Goddess of Death. Your people certainly like to
call you by many names.”

Silas runs his hand down my back, sending shivers down
my spine. “Either way, you should be on your knees before
her.”

Draycian’s expression goes cold. “There is only one
female in all the worlds I will go on my knees for, and it is not
her.”

“What do you want?” Valentine growls.

Draycian smirks at him. “Such a temper, alpha. It must be
difficult to have your mate controlled by a mad goddess.”

I place my hand on Valentine’s arm when he takes a step
forward. We all are losing patience with the trickster, and I’'m
sure he actually likes taunting us. “What do you know about
Persephone?”

He straightens his jacket, leaning against the wall. “She
never did like to share, and that should make you very
nervous, young alpha female.”

“You knew her, then?” I question.

“Yes, of course I knew her. I was here before they even
existed,” he says, crossing his muscular arms. “The Wolven
gods did make an awful mistake creating those poor gods and
goddesses from mortals they favoured. They always wanted
children to play with, but then the children started destroying
everything they created, and they became an issue.”

“Did they deal with them?” I ask.



He flashes me a sugary smirk, a look that could fool any
wolf into thinking he is nothing but a sweet-faced lamb. I'm
sure many females have fallen for those looks. “That part of
history...well, even 1 do not know the answer. The gods
disappeared, and the next I saw of them was you.”

“Do you know what the Wolven gods are?” Henderson
questions. “There is very little history of them in our libraries,
nothing more than songs and rumours that make no sense.”

“Want to make a deal for that information?”” he purrs.
I growl. “No more deals.”

He almost pouts. “You should know exactly who the
Wolven gods are, Mairin Fall.”

“Stop talking in riddles,” I snap, feeling my powers rising
with my temper.

“To tell you what I know would take centuries, and it
wouldn’t be as fun as riddles and deals,” he all but taunts.

Silas growls, wrapping his arm around my waist. “Be
respectful to my mate, or I swear to every god ever born that
you won’t leave this corridor alive. I don’t give a fuck how old
you are.”

He straightens up off the wall. “I’d like to see you try,
alphas. Our fight would level this city, and you still wouldn’t
win.”

They all growl at that, the sound making the hair on my
arms prick up.

“Enough,” I say, cutting them off and stepping forward out
of Silas’s arms and protection. “What do you want?”

“Serendipity, of course,” he responds. “I’m ready to take
my part of the deal. You have to pay up, alpha female.”

I bare my teeth. “No.”

He isn’t taking my daughter anywhere, and I’'m done being
threatened by him.

He snarls at me, and the alphas do not like it, judging by
how the shadows in the corridor start to tinge with red magic,



and I don’t have to look behind me to see they are controlling
the very air around us, dropping us into darkness. But the
darkness doesn’t scare me, not when it’s theirs and they are
mine.

Draycian shows no reaction to the alphas’ power, keeping
his eyes on me. “I feel there’s danger brewing in the air for
this pack, a danger that she might not survive.”

“Why do you care so much?” I demand.

His eyes turn even colder. “We’re leaving. Someone must
keep her safe so she has a chance to live. You might be her
mother in name, but you constantly put her in danger and—"

I don’t see anything but red, see anything but the alphas’
power around me, and my power lashes out of me in a way
I’ve never felt before. Persephone’s power has always been
slow, soft like a gentle wave, easy to use and manipulate into
whatever I wanted. This time, when I reach for it, it’s like a
dangerous flood of fire that explodes out of me, and I slam it
straight into a wide-eyed Draycian. The dark green magic
tinged with black darkness hits him like a truck and sends him
flying across the corridor, slamming hard enough into the wall
that he goes right through it. A puff of dust is all that is left,
and my body sparks with green magic as I block out
everything but fury ruling my body.

She is my daughter, my pack, and he doesn’t get to judge
me.

“Mai...” Henderson whispers, but he sounds far away, and
I don’t stop walking towards the settling dust and the gap in
the wall where Draycian went through. The dust is pushed
away with a blast of air, and Draycian stands on top of the
rubble, looking very pissed off. He is something different,
something dangerous, and a little tinge of fear shackles itself
to my heart. His skin ripples like water, slowly changing into
gold scales that cover every bit of skin I can see. His ears
change, turning into spiked ends, and silver horns grow out of
his hair, curling up. His eyes almost turn completely into slits
of pure gold, sparkled with ice.



But the most shocking thing to me is his large gold wings
that stretch out behind him. They aren’t like angel wings.
These look tougher and less bat-like, more scaled, and covered
in sharp points at the edges. They are huge, hovering just
above the ground.

“What in the gods are you?” I end up whispering.

He snarls at me, and I swear his tongue is forked at the
end. “She is mine.”

“I’m her mother, her family, her pack,” I shout back.
“Touch her, and we will have a serious problem.”

The alphas move to my side, and Henderson and Silas take
my hand, locking our fingers. This time, Draycian seems to
look at the real threat in the room. All five of us. Their power
doesn’t need to be a show. It’s a gentle warning from the
shadows that they will fight for my daughter. Our family.
There is nowhere in the world that can escape their shadows.

“Seems to me you care about Serendipity,” Ragnar muses
to Draycian.

Henderson agrees. “And if you care about her at all,
hurting her pack and her mother isn’t going to get you
anywhere.”

“You could fight me, and I promise the second you do, my
daughter will disappear and you’ll never see her again,” I vow.
I already have a plan with my sister, who will take Serendipity
out of this city and hide her. There is a secret passageway out
of the city, one only known to the alphas.

He looks between all of us and snarls one more time, his
eyes burning with cold anger. The scales fade away first, then
the horns and wings, until there 1s nothing but a very powerful
male standing before us. I don’t know what he is, but
something inside my chest certainly fears him, and I will not
be letting my daughter go with him.

His eyes hold nothing but a stark warning. “I will stay to
see out this upcoming battle. If she is harmed in this delay, you
will deal with me.”



He walks away, disappearing into a blast of gold light, and
knee-buckling relief flows through me that we have sorted that
issue for a little while. “That bought us a bit of time to find a
way out of the deal.”

“And find his weakness,” Silas smoothly adds.

I cry out as a sharp pain lances through my mind, sharp
and deep. I start to feel myself being pushed out of my mind
for her as she pushes into my soul. I close my eyes tightly,
fighting her with everything I have until I can’t stand the pain
anymore. Warm magic washes over me, and I open my eyes,
seeing nothing but darkness around me. I can’t see them in the
darkness, but the pain ebbs away, and she leaves as the
darkness settles around my body like a shield.

“She doesn’t get to take you from us,” Silas says into my
mind, through the connection.

“No one does,” Ragnar agrees.

Valentine’s hand strokes down my back as the headache
dies away, and I suck in a deep breath of air.

I nearly collapse when they stop using their magic on me,
but Silas catches me, picking me up into his arms and holding
me tightly to his chest. “She won’t get in anymore. Not with
us around.”

“For now,” I whisper, knowing it’s a Band-Aid at best.
Especially when the war is coming up and they are going to
need to use their power for more than protecting me from
myself.

“It’s time to rest,” Silas tells me. “My beautiful mate.”

“You take her,” Henderson suggests. “We will check on
everything and call the council to set up a war meeting. We
need to plan.”

“Love you,” I softly tell them all, pushing the thought
down our bond. Silas kisses the top of my head before taking
me away, heading down the corridor. The castle groans and
seems to stretch in the cold wind as we head down the familiar
passageways. We come to our room, which is guarded by five



wolves in armour and deep red cloaks. They all bow their
heads, and two of them open the door for Silas to walk in.

“No one but the alphas come in,” Silas commands as he
heads in.

“Yes, Alpha Silas,” one of the guards replies and closes the
doors behind us as Silas places me on the bed. Silas strips off
his trousers, leaving him utterly naked and completely
gorgeous as he climbs into bed and tilts his head to the side, a
playful look in his eye.

“Mate...come to bed.”

I don’t need to be told twice. Silas deeply chuckles as I
rush to the bathroom, and I pull off the white dress, throwing it
to the side before washing my hands of all the silver blood. |
try not to be affected by the sight, but my hands still shake
until 1t’s all gone. I know it’s not my fault, that it wasn’t me
who killed her, but I still feel guilty like I did something. The
alphas will have someone take her body, and we will bury her
somewhere special in the castle.

She deserves that. Everyone does.

I look at myself in the mirror, the black alpha female
marks a stark contrast to my pale skin. My hair falls in waves
around my shoulders, and my green eyes seem lighter than
before. I touch the alpha female marks, a reminder of
everything I have to lose. Everything I have to fight for.

I suck in a deep breath and go to my mate, needing him
close to me. I'm barely on the bed before Silas pulls me
against his chest, and I interlock my legs with his as we face
each other, and I run my fingers through his silky, ash blond
hair. His eyes, the same colour as my favourite season, search
my own. His voice is soft. “I never want to be apart from you
again. Not even in my mind.”

“Me neither,” 1 whisper back. “She killed her mother.
What does that make Persephone? I used to always think that
she was good, but now I’m not so sure. I’'m scared of what that
makes me if she is evil.”



He brushes a featherlight kiss across my forehead. “She
can’t be all evil. Not when she’s a part of you, because you’re
the purest person that I’ve ever met.”

I lean up and kiss him, needing more of my mate, needing
the connection between us even as his words heal the deeply
broken parts of my soul. He brings me to life. Silas groans,
tightening his hands on my hips to the point of pain as he lets
me pull myself on top of him, rubbing our bodies together in
the process. Both of us shiver. He strokes his hands down my
bare back, cupping my ass and rubbing me against him,
sending sparks of pleasure through my body.

“Do you know, my mate, our hearts beat the same now?”
he questions. My heart races as he strokes his fingers up my
back and cups the back of my head. “I can feel you with every
breath, every beat, every second. I fucking love it.”

“I love you,” I tell him. He growls as he flips us over,
kissing me like he is starved for me. He rips at the sheets
between us until he settles between my legs, my thighs parting
for my mate.

“Good girl,” he groans against my lips as the tip of his
cock presses into me and he feels how wet I am for him. He
inches inside, and when he is fully seated, we both sigh in
pleasure, in how perfect this feels, how right.

He starts moving, thrusting hard in and out of me, and
tempting me towards the crest of my pleasure. I dig my fingers
into his forearms, and he flips us once more, leaving me on
top. I sink down on his cock, and he grabs my hips to stop me
from moving.

“Show me how you play with that perfect pussy of yours,
Mai,” he demands. My cheeks burn, and he grins, pure
masculine confidence. He takes my hand and places my
fingers over my clit. The pressure makes me tighten around
him and I love his expression, a mixture of pleasure and
torture. “Now.”

His demand sends shivers down my spine. He is my alpha.
He is my mate. [ don’t pause as I start rubbing my clit while he
is hard inside me, and he watches every circle I make. ’'m



panting, clenching around him as I feel myself getting close.
“Not yet. You don’t come until I tell you to. Gods, you look so
fucking sexy right now, Mai. I could watch this forever.”

“So bossy, Silas,” I breathe out, teasing him as he knows
I’m loving it. He can feel me. He starts to slowly thrust in and
out of me from below, the sensation a tease all on its own.
Sweat falls down my spine as I try to hold on, try not to come,
and it’s borderline painful.

He deeply chuckles. “I love when you say my name.
Especially when my cock is buried inside you.”

Before I know it, I’'m on my back, and he thrusts hard
inside me. He knocks my hand away and grabs it, bringing my
fingers to his mouth. He licks each one before looking down at
me, and there is something so hot about him doing that. I can
see he likes how I taste from the look in his eyes, the lust and
male satisfaction I find.

“Come for me, Mai,” he commands, and he loses any
control he had. With a growl that vibrates all the way down to
my core, he thrusts in and out of me, hard. I cry out as I come,
tightening around his cock, and he groans, his cock growing
larger and adding to my pleasure before I feel him coming
inside me. He kisses me softly, gently. “My mate.”

“Forever,” 1 whisper back as he lies on my chest, and I
hold him, wishing nothing in the worlds ever breaks us apart.



Tree

THE DOOR IS SLIGHTLY OPEN, a tight,

chilly breeze blowing through the gap as I nudge it open and
stand in the doorway. Jesper Ravensword is sitting on the edge
of the bed, facing away from me, and for a second, I think
back to how he used to sit on the end of my bed at the foster
house, swinging his legs as I read him books about a human
child who found another world inside a box in her room. He
loved that story, and he loved me reading to him. I enjoyed our
time together too, from snowball fights to cooking terrible
food. All of it was a light when I needed one, and I’m not sure
he ever knew how much it meant to have one person in that
pack treat me as a family like he did.

His dark hair falls down to the shoulders of his old shirt
that smells like it hasn’t been washed. Like he hasn’t changed
or touched anything that has been given to him.

“Scrubs,” I whisper the nickname I used to call him. His
spine stiffens, but he doesn’t respond, doesn’t move otherwise,
and acts like he is hollow to the world around him. The guards
and royal maid assigned to Jesper told me he has been like this
since he got here, and Phim told me he was worse on the train.

A broken little boy.

I don’t move from the doorway. I will not push in his space
and demand he speak to me after everything that’s happened.
He must be so frightened and confused. He reminds me of
myself at twelve, with no memories and running through a
forest alone. “It’s your birthday tomorrow. Did you know that?



Or the birthday we made up for you because you liked it better
than your old one. Nine years old.”

He doesn’t reply, but the shadows in his eyes say enough.

I know Sylvester must have filled his mind with a million
different things about me, about this pack, about the apparent
“monsters” we are. He’s only a kid, after all, and he would
have been so easily manipulated by a true monster like
Sylvester was. I know because I was once a kid myself,
manipulated by him. He may have been the same age as me,
but a monster is always a monster. I watch Jesper quietly,
waiting for his spine to relax just slightly enough for me to
feel like I can even talk more. “I was told you haven’t changed
clothes or slept in the bed. You don’t leave this room.”

He still doesn’t respond, and my shoulders sag a little.

I met up with Trey before coming here, as I missed him,
and popped in to check on Serendipity. Serendipity was fast
asleep, so I didn’t get to speak to her, but watching her sweet
face was a prize enough. Trey hugged me for a solid twenty
minutes and chatted about a million different things he has
done over the last few weeks, including checking in on Jesper,
who won’t speak to him or anyone unless he asks for food. I'm
glad to hear Jesper is eating at least.

[ have twenty minutes before I'm due to be at the war
meeting my mates and I are leading, and I’d put off seeing
Jesper for as long as I could.

I owe him an explanation.
“Can I come in?” I quietly ask.

He doesn’t look back at me, his shoulders slumped but his
body tense. “You’re the alpha female of this pack. You don’t
need permission to walk into this room when you own it. It’s
your room, Irin.”

“I’m not coming in unless you tell me, and this is your
room, Jesper,” I firmly state. I try to keep my voice as open
and understanding as possible. My hands shake with the urge
to rush over to him, hug him tightly and tell him everything is



going to be okay...but I can’t do that. I know he doesn’t want
me to do that.

He stays silent for a while before he gives me a tiny nod. I
blow out the breath I didn’t know I was holding as I walk into
the room. There’s a little white wooden chair by the open
window that looks over the waterfall, filling the room with the
scent and sound of falling water. I sit down on the chair,
crossing my legs and resting my hands on them as I look at
Jesper. He doesn’t look back at me, and I don’t expect him to.
“It must have been terrifying for you, to be taken in by Alph—
Sylvester and to live that life in his court. I know you must
have seen and heard things that scared you. I want you to
know I’m here to talk, to get angry at...anything you need. |
want you to know that the moment I found out you were taken
in by Sylvester, I wanted to rip the Ravensword Pack apart and
take you.”

He lifts his eyes, bright blue with tiny sparks of hazel. “I
was not scared.”

I don’t believe him, and I’'m not sure he even believes
himself. The truth is in his eyes, in the look he gives me. |
would have been terrified at his age and too proud to admit it,
too. Wolves are a proud bunch, especially males.

“Sylvester told me that Mike is dead and that you saw it. I
need to know if that’s true?” I say, my question lingering in the
air.

This seems to get a reaction out of him, a deep one that
flashes in his eyes. Pure terror. He almost shakes from head to
toe, and I sense his wolf pushing to the surface. “Yes, I did see
him die. Sylvester spent hours killing him in front of me
because Mike tried to save me, he tried to get me out. He came
for me not long after you disappeared. We were all told you
had an accident and fell into the sea. Alph—He pretended to
be upset about it, and Mike was who he took it out on.”

He thinks Mike’s death is because of me.

Poor Jesper.



“The last thing Mike said to me was to find you and
Daniel. But Daniel is dead, and I’m not sure why I thought
you could keep me safe, but I did, and I hoped for so long.
Dreamt that you’d come for me. But then you never came for
me. Months and months passed, and I was still in that pack,
still his ward that he trained to fight until my hands bled, and
hurt my wolf until he is scared to even let me shift into him
anymore.”

Tears fill my eyes. Gods, it’s so much worse than I
thought. “Jesper...”

“I knew that I was a tool to be used against you. But I
don’t think he ever realised that I hate you just as much as he
hated you. You both were monsters in the end to me.”

I stand up. “That’s not fair, Jesper.” I wipe the tears from
my eyes, his words cutting into my chest like a knife. I move
to the bed and sit next to him, trying to ignore how he moves
as far away from me as possible. “There isn’t a day I haven’t
thought about you. There isn’t a day I haven’t regretted that I
wasn’t strong enough back then to save us both. I was rejected,
beaten, and thrown into the sea off a cliff. How I survived in
those waters...1s a mystery to me, but I feel like [ was saved to
have a chance to fight for this future. Yes, he took you as bait
to use against me, because he knew I care about you and that I
love you. I always will do. You’re a foster kid just like me,
Jesper, and I care about you. You know exactly how that pack
treated me, so when I got to the shores of the Fall Mountain
Pack, I couldn’t quite believe it was true that alphas aren’t
born evil. I didn’t believe that wolves could be treated equally
and fairly, and no one makes them take a mate. They are not
forced upon each other by some remains of magic in a pool.
Yes, there are fated mates in the world, but they are rare and
not chosen by the moon goddess. What I’m trying to tell you is
that my life was complicated, and there is an endless story
about what happened and why I didn’t come for you, which I
will explain to you when you are ready. But we both know you
don’t hate me. You resent that I didn’t come for you, and then
when I was there, I was a prisoner. And that I left without you
again. For that, I am sorry, Jesper. If I could have saved you
sooner, I would have done.”



He looks at his feet. “You couldn’t save me, because you
were with them, those alphas that came to Ravensword with
magic. They are even more terrifying than Sylvester.”

I smile. “They may look like it, but between you and me,
they are big softies inside.”

His lips twitch, and I chuckle.

“They will protect you because they love me, and I love
you. They would protect you because you’re a child and one
of their pack, even if they never met me. They are good alphas
and males, Jesper. I know you’re angry, and I know you’re
frightened, and this entire pack is strange to you, but I swear
you are safe.”

“It’s not safe,” he whispers. “You dragged all of us here to
die. The angels are coming for us, and the guards whisper that
we are outnumbered and cornered.”

“The guards don’t know everything. Leave the war to us,”
I smoothly suggest. I make sure he is looking into my eyes.
“Cornered wolves bite back. We are the Fall Mountain Pack,
and we do not cower under their wings. We endure the fall and
rise in the ashes.”

“That’s what everyone says,” Jesper replies.

“It’s the saying of this pack. Your pack...if you will accept
us,” I gently say.

He looks away. “How long did you know angels existed?
Were you lying when you said you didn’t remember your past,
because Sylvester told me you grew up with the alphas of this
pack.”

One day, we both aren’t going to have an inch of fear in
our scents when we speak or hear his name. Today isn’t that
day, it seems. I clear my throat. “My memories only just came
back, and I was not lying. I didn’t know angels existed until
one quite literally flew down and kidnapped me.”

“You’ve been with their king all these weeks, haven’t
you?” he asks.



I place my hand in the gap between us, his little hand near
mine. “Yes, but it was to save us...but, Jesper, you don’t need
to worry about these things. I’'m your alpha female, your
friend and pack. I will fight for you, and I won’t let anyone
ever hurt you again.”

He nods once, and I smile. It’s progress. Slow but sure.
“There’s a female outside called Emily, and I want to send her
in when I leave. Every child in the city is given a guardian if
they don’t have parents, and royal children particularly are
looked after by a royal maid who is trained as a guard. She’ll
be here for you, protect you and help you learn anything you
want.”

“Like to fight?”” he questions. “And maybe...well, I do like
the food here. It tastes better than anything we had back hom
—in Ravensword.”

I nod and tenderly smile. “The food is better. I'll get
someone to bring you one of my favourite desserts, Scrubs.
You’ll love it. I think the cooks are tired of making it for me
after training.”

He lightly smiles. “You used to trip over your books in
your room, and now you’re here, in leather and wearing
glowing weapons. It’s weird.”

“I’m weird, kid,” I chuckle.

Ragnar’s amused voice floats down my bond. “If you’re
weird, what does that make us?”

“You don’t want to know that answer,” I reply back with a
restrained grin.

“It’s time for court, Mai,” he whispers back before fading
away.

“You’re talking to your alphas,” Jesper states, a hidden
question in his words.

“There is a court war meeting soon. They are making sure
I’m on my way,” I truthfully tell him.

“Sylvester said the alphas don’t worship the moon goddess
and instead, they worship a dark god. That they are evil, and



they have corrupted you,” he whispers. “That they are rotting
your soul with their poisonous lies.”

It’s an effort not to snap and defend my mates, but I close
my eyes for a second. “The moon goddess is another name for
Persephone, and I am soul bonded to Persephone. She is me,
and I am her, and the Ravensword Pack was built on a lie.”

“And this pack?”

“This pack was here before any of us were born, before the
gods came back with us, bound to our souls. This pack is
going to stand long after us, and they aren’t evil. You only
have to walk the streets to see that, Jesper,” I kindly tell him.
“There is true peace here, happiness, freedom and love. There
are laws that keep everyone safe and happy, not just the
alphas. As for the alphas...” I breathe out. “Well, they are
Hades, the god of darkness and hell. Four pieces of his soul, to
be exact, but it’s wrong to define darkness as evil. So much
evil is done in the light too.”

“How would you know they are good? They could be evil,
and this all could be lies,” he questions, a hint of panic in his
voice.

“Do you really think the girl that sat with you for hours
and read the same story over and over until you fell asleep is
evil? 1 was there to hold you through the thunderstorms
because you don’t like them. I made you terrible porridge and
made sure it was extra lumpy, because that’s the way you like
it. No honey, nuts, or anything else on top. I am still that girl
who watched over you, and that isn’t changing.”

It’s going to be a long road to convince him, but I’'m not
going to give up. Not anytime soon. “I’m still Irin, and you’re
still my Scrubs, and I’ve always got your back.”

I stand up and smooth my hands down my sides. “I’ve got
to go. Can I let Emily in?”

“Sure,” he casually replies, but it’s a big step, and I’'m so
happy he agreed. He looks up at me. “Who is the kid that
keeps coming here and bringing me clothes and snacks?”



“That’s Trey. He is the ward of the alphas and, well, me,” I
say, “just like you are.”

He nods and I walk to the door when he whispers
something I wish I didn’t hear. “Sylvester claimed that I was
his half-brother from his father’s side. That I was the bastard-
born child of his dad. That’s why he took me in as his ward,
not just because of you, but because I was literally blood to
him. His last relative. One day, could you tell me about his
father? What he was like?”

I place my hand on the cold door handle. He is an alpha
heir and Serendipity’s uncle. Gods.

“I will, but we need to keep that between us for now. This
isn’t the time for the pack to know,” I gently tell him. I will tell
him, but when he is older, because any stories I have of his
father are not good. Not kind. He was nearly as evil as his son.
Nearly.

He nods. “I don’t want anyone to know...not when my
brother was...well, him.”

“You aren’t him,” I breathe. “I’ll be back soon to see you.”

“Goodbye, Irin,” he replies, his voice lighter, like telling
me his secret has taken a weight off his shoulders. It takes a lot
to completely push the new information to the back of my
mind, for now. I slowly send a message down our bond to my
mates, who are no doubt listening in. Silas replies for all of
them. “We will discuss that new information later. But come
and save your mates from endless talks on battle formations
before we die from boredom.”

“I can feel you pouting,” I reply. “Poor alphas.”

That gets me a dark chuckle with a teasing promise for
later. Even with the humour, I can sense their tension and
frustration. I quickly speak with Emily, a red-headed female
wolf not much older than myself, and leave her going into
Jesper’s room as I walk over to Breelyn, who is waiting for
me.

She bows and I frown at her. “I’ll kick your ass for that in
training. You don’t bow.”



“Wasn’t sure if the rules hadn’t changed now you’re
officially the alpha female,” she mocks with a wink. “You’re
certainly glowing.”

I nudge her shoulder as we head down the corridor, five
guards encircling us for protection while there are so many
strangers in the castle. These three floors are being kept for
just our close family and select guards, but the alphas still
want us all with extra guards for now.

“How 1s Callahan?’ I ask.

She looks away. “His usual snarky self. He is healing fast
now and training already. I know he wants to see you.”

“I miss seeing his grumpy ass around,” I say, and her lips
twitch. “But training is easier when he isn’t there bossing me
about. Can’t say my muscles are excited about his return to
training.”

She chuckles. “Are you ready for this meeting?”

It doesn’t escape my notice, her obvious need to change
the subject. “Not exactly, but I’'m going to fake it until I make
it. I’'m alpha female now, and I fought for this, for them, and I
won’t ever shy away from my duties to this pack. Talking of
pack...”

She waits. “I’d like to make both you and Phim my
omegas officially. Tomorrow. If you’ll let me, that is.”

Her expression goes serious. “The alphas asked me to be
their beta, and I’d be honoured to be your omega. Both
positions...I will try my best to be deserving of.”

“It 1s our honour to have you,” I tell her. “Without you and
our family, we would be nothing but wild wolves. It’s family
that makes a pack.”

“I don’t know, sometimes being a little wild in certain
areas of our life isn’t all that bad,” she says, winking at me.
One of the guards coughs a laugh into his hand, and another
one hits his arm, nearly shoving him into the bookcase. All I
can think about is how he might have damaged the books. We
round a corner, coming close to the court meeting room and
the dark, mustard yellow stained glass doors.



The guards spread out around us as we come to the door.
There is so much riding on today as I stop in front of the doors
and look at Breelyn, her eyes shining brightly, and there isn’t a
flicker of doubt in her gaze. She believes in me, like my alphas
do, like my pack does. I can feel them, the millions of leaves
on a tree in my mind. It’s beautiful and daunting to have this
connection to them all, and I know, without a doubt, that any
of their deaths will haunt me unless I do everything I can to
save as many as | can from Cenwyn. Bastard.

It’s not going to be easy to convince a load of stubborn
wolves who haven’t fought in a war in a thousand years to
fight for us young and untested alphas. Not for the first time, I
wish Aunt Reine was awake. We could definitely have used
her right now to help us guide this war meeting, this mess of a
court, to help us follow in the footsteps of things that they’ve
set about for years and got in place.

As the doors open and I stand still, light pouring upon me,
I speak the holy words of the gods. “I vow to the gods to speak
only the truth within these halls and during this court.”

“Welcome, mate,” Henderson’s dark voice fills my mind as
I walk into the room, Breelyn at my side as she repeats the
words after me, binding her to this room for now as much as |
am bound. Both of us are kitted out in thin black leathers that
have been made by the wolves of our pack, crafted over years
and strong enough to stop even a wolf’s bite. These new
outfits have been made for the alpha female and her omegas,
but each of ours are a little different. My leathers have red
vipers curled in around my shoulders, pomegranates and
moons drawn into the leather in silver. Swirls, mimicking my
alpha female marks, wrap around my thighs and wrists, and
over my chest is the symbol of my pack: the upside-down
mountain within a circle. My hair is half up, held with silver
moon-shaped clips and tiny jewelled slides, and the rest falls
down my back.

I feel fierce. I feel like an alpha female not to be messed
with in this outfit.

The look the alphas give me, the sheer desire and passion
burning within their eyes, tells me they like the outfit, too.



Their lust is strong enough to make my knees weak, as I
feel all of it through our bond without even needing to scent
the change.

If anyone else notices it, they don’t say a word, and they
are silent as we walk in. I glance at Breelyn, whose leathers
are a dark blue, so dark it might as well be black, and stars are
drawn in silver all down her arms and legs. She nods at me,
making it clear she is here if I need her for anything.

We pause at the front of the pathway as the doors stay open
behind us and two more court members, plaza leaders, come in
to say their vow and sit down. They aren’t betas any more, not
unless we invite them to be, but they are voted-in leaders. We
still need them on our side.

“How is Persephone?” Breelyn whispers. “I’ve been so
worried about you.”

“The alphas...they’re using their power to bind her within
me. It’s a constant drain on them, but it 1s working. I’'m
worried about what happens when the war comes, because
they will need all their power to help us fight,” I whisper back.
I’m sure many of the wolves nearby can hear us, but it’s not a
secret in this castle, between plaza leaders, what is happening
with us. We have been asking them for information on how to
stop Persephone, and nearly all of them are reading every book
on the gods they can find to help us.

“There 1s someone else with a lot of power who could
help,” Breelyn softly suggests. “But he seems really pissed off
with you at the moment. What did you do?”

“Be a challenge to him,” I whisper back. “I could really do
with his army helping us fight this, but he seems like a right
selfish bastard, and I’m not sure he’s going to come to our
side. Out of spite, he would let us all die.”

“If you call him a selfish bastard, he’s probably not going
to help you, you know,” she suggests. “Even if you are right
and you were missing a few more choice words about his...
personality. God help whoever turns out to be his mate.”

“Rather them than me,” I mutter.



“I’ll talk to him,” she says. “He doesn’t really listen to
anybody, and he’s a king in his own right. Stubborn, old, but
he is obsessed with your daughter. Absolutely obsessed. He
wants to make sure she’s safe, and I didn’t sense any lies when
he told me that. I don’t know why, but he’s still here and still
protecting us, still holding up a shield around yours over the
entire city. This all goes far past the deal that you made with
him.”

“I know, and every second that goes past, he could lower
that shield, and it would only be our shield that’s left. It’s not
meant to be attacked, because it’s only meant to hide us. It
won’t take Erin long to bring it down.”

Breelyn growls, the sound echoing. “She is dead when I
get my claws on her.”

Part of me feels sad at that thought, but if she lowers the
shield, placing a death sentence on my pack, then she will die.

Phim comes into the room last, the doors clicking shut
behind her. She holds Serendipity in her arms, my toddler
sleeping on her shoulder, hidden by a white blanket. “Didn’t
want to miss the fun.”

I smile at my sister, glad to have her here, and she sits
down on one of the seats. Phim being present isn’t just to be
here for me, it’s making a point about Serendipity and the
place she has in this pack: she isn’t a secret and I want them all
to know about her. It was the alphas’ idea, and from the ripple
of whispers in the room, it’s had the effect we wanted.

Let the pack know about her.
And how she is staying here.
My daughter.

“Ours,” Valentine hums into my mind. “Now come and sit
with us. Your place is at our side, Mai.”

My heart swells as I force my legs to move up to the stairs
at the side of the platform and walk past the marble pillars to
the next floor. Several of the plaza leaders bow their heads,
others watch me with uncertainty, and I try and fail to
remember all their names until I come to one I do know.



Solandis Fall. She stands from her seat and bows low. “I
am very glad to have you as our alpha female, Mairin Fall.
Even if you stopped all of our hearts with your dramatic return
to the city.”

My lips twitch. “I felt like learning to fly... Turns out it’s
not one of my skills.”

She deeply chuckles, and I incline my head at her before
walking away. The tension seems to have eased from the room
a little as I move to the empty seat, Alpha Reine’s old seat, and
sit down on the cold stone. My alphas are on either side of me,
and I count the wolves in the room. Seven plaza leaders, not
including my alphas or me.

Phim and Breelyn, possibly Solandis, are on my side. Only
the rest of them to go. No pressure.

“Where should we begin?” Silas starts, his deep voice

cutting into the silence and his hand coming to rest on my
knee.

Henderson lifts a large map in front of him and spreads it
out. “May 1?7

Silas nods, and no one else says a word as Henderson
speaks. “We’ve gone over our numbers and done a rough
judgment of the numbers that are outside our city in the angel
army. [’m going to be frank; we are severely outnumbered.”

The whispers start up again, and Henderson clears his
throat. “Thanks to our beautiful alpha female, we know we
have two angel armies coming, and even with them, it will be
tight.”

“Sorry to interrupt,” one male states, an older male with
greying hair and wickedly dark eyes.

“Carry on, Oliver,” Ragnar says.

Oliver nods. “You mean to tell us we have to accept angel
armies into our pack to fight other angels, and we might not
even win?”

“I have more news to add, if I can, alphas?” Solandis says,
standing. I nod to her, and she continues, “I’ve had wolves



watching outside the city from the towers on the edges of our
plaza that give the best view. We have a massive issue that
must be discussed. It seems that the Levi are gathering outside
in mass numbers, in formations, and they stand still. It’s
almost like they are puppets on a string, waiting to be
unleashed.”

“How many?” Silas tightly asks.

“Hundreds of thousands. Maybe even more,” she breathes
out, and the stark fear in her voice shakes us all to our cores.

I lean back in my seat. The first thought coming to my
mind is Adira and how she controlled some Levi like puppets
before. But she could never control a massive army like that,
and there was no way she left The Rite Forest.

No, this is Erin or Cenwyn...and we need to figure out
how to stop them. Solandis carries on. “The angels must be
controlling them somehow, and their numbers added to the
numbers of angels outside means our city will be swarmed in
moments.”

“How 1is it possible?” I mutter. “l never heard anything
about Levi when I was with the king.”

“Dark magic,” Valentine gravely states. “Dangerous, far
more than the Levi are.”

“Thank you, Solandis,” Ragnar tells her, and she sits
down.

Silas stands and places his hands on the small pillar top in
front of us. “I was made to study every war—human, shifter,
and even the gods’ wars—as a child. We each were, and I can
tell you now that wars are not always won with numbers.
Strategy can be as dangerous as an army. They are angels, and
yes, they may be able to fly, but at the end of the day, we have
a weapon that can stop them: our venom. It is poisonous to
them, and I suggest we start making weapons that will make
the most of that fact.”

“How poisonous is a bite?” I question.

“One drop in their bloodstream will kill them on the spot.”
Silas gives me a mischievously dark smile. “And angels aren’t



the only things that fly. Arrows do the same, and we have a
very, very well-trained arsenal of wolves who could shoot a
feather in a snowstorm.”

“We will have as many wolves as we can possibly find to
extract their venom for the weapons,” Oliver states rather
proudly.

“All the weapons, including the ones in this castle, must be
spread out through the pack, and make sure everyone knows to
cover them 1n venom. It won’t hurt wolves,” Henderson states.

The doors creak open, and we go silent. My alphas all have
the same emotion. They are happy about whoever is coming
in. Valentine clears his throat. “We also have something else to
bring up today.”

“You can tell us off later for not telling you about this. We
thought it might be a nice surprise,” Ragnar whispers into my
mind.

“Depends on your idea of surprise,” I say back, but
truthfully, I’'m curious.

Callahan strolls in, his boots stomping on the floor, and my
heart seems to burst with happiness to see him healed and
walking straight towards us as the doors click shut behind him.

Breelyn seems to go completely still and wide eyed as she
watches him pass her and come to a stop. He’s wearing all his
leathers again, but they have changed, and now the Fall
Mountain Pack symbol is on his breastplate. His hair is
brushed to the side, not a speck of blood on him, and his
cheeks are full of colour, his wings healed and imposing
behind him.

Callahan kneels before the alphas, before us all, as all my
alphas stand up. Henderson looks down at him. “There is a
position of beta open in our pack, and there is no one in this
entire world who deserves that position more than Callahan
Fall. He 1s one of us, and he is our new beta wolf.”

I’m shocked silent, but the plaza leaders are not. They
buzz with the news before Oliver speaks. “But he’s an angel
and—"



“And what?” Silas growls. Oliver immediately bows his
head. “He’s an angel who risked his life to save our alpha
female, risked his life to save all of us many times over. He’s a
good male. He’s strong and fierce. He’s honourable, and I
cannot see another reason why he should not be our beta when
he is a very trusted member of our pack. The mark has been
given, as it has to Breelyn and Seraphim before him, and it
was accepted. He is the first angel to be a beta in the Fall
Mountain Pack.”

“Many years ago, the alphas of Fall Mountain had a beta
who was human. They called him a knight,” Solandis adds.
“Nothing has changed for us in a long time, and we have
become clouded from the outside world. I trust my alphas, and
I welcome you, Callahan.”

He nods to her, and I give her a small smile as I stand up.
Everyone looks at me, and I look down at Callahan. He saved
my life, and I’d do anything to save him. He is one of my
closest friends, and I think the alphas have made the right
decision. “He may be an angel, but times are changing. We’re
going to rely on angels to save us in this war, and there 1s no
one who will honour this position more than Callahan.”

“Now sit down,” Valentine tells the others. “And rise, Beta
Callahan.”

“Yes, alphas,” Callahan says, rising to his feet and crossing
his large arms. He looks down at Breelyn, like he is addicted
to seeing her in every room they are in, and they share a
private look between them.

I hope they end up together, even if it’s a tough journey for
them both.

Henderson stands as I sit. “Beta Callahan has offered up
some very useful insights into Cenwyn’s armies, the attacks
they will use and how we can best destroy them before they
see it coming.”

“How could he possibly know that?”” Oliver questions.

“I used to be a commander of one of the angel courts, and
part of my command was to travel to other courts and help



them train. I made many friends in these courts and taught
countless males to fight. I can teach you how to spot their
weaknesses and beat them.”

“We are going to strategise to use our own attacks,” Silas
says, and then they all start discussing in detail how they are
going to do just that. Oliver and the others seem to listen to
Callahan, mostly out of an interest in everything he explains to
them. The meeting goes on for a long time as they talk about
everything that needs to be done. So much talk, it makes my
head hurt, and I was confused and lost in the conversation
after only half an hour. After a while, my bones ache as I sit in
the cold chair that could really use a cushion as the meeting
goes on for hours. My stomach growls, and I look at the empty
seat where Phim was but left two hours ago when Serendipity
woke up.

The only part I feel like I can add to is the agreement about
where everyone’s going to be hidden. The children and wolves
that cannot fight are going to be brought to the castle, and the
rest into the middle of the city where we can protect them.
There are many old temples and woodland to hide within.
We’ve come to the agreement to stock supplies for a few
weeks for the children and leave a few hundred guards to
protect them. I’ve already decided I’'m going to ask Phim to
lead the wolves protecting the castle, Serendipity, Trey and
Jesper who will be in here.

“I don’t know about the rest of you, but I am hungry. Can
we take a break for some lunch?”” Solandis asks us.

My stomach rumbles in agreement. Oliver clears his
throat. “We have one last topic to discuss before we can go on
our ways for today and meet tomorrow. The Ravensword Pack
wolves.”

My stomach drops. “They’re currently being held in a
block of houses right outside the castle. Those houses will
need to be used for the vulnerable, as well as tents being set up
around it, and we need to know if any of them are going to
fight with us or hide.”



“Many are females and children,” Breelyn adds in, her
voice protective. “Tortured females and scared children.”

I know she has been to see them a few times and made
sure they have been looked after well.

“Not all of them. They have a near thousand males who
could fight,” Oliver smoothly responds, a planned response.

“Omega Breelyn, Omega Seraphim, and 1 will talk to
them,” I say. “We all know the Ravensword wolves, and if
anyone is going to get them on our side, it is us.”

“I’'m sure the males will fight for their females and
children,” Ragnar suggests.

I hope so.

“We all have a lot of work to do, and this meeting is over
for now. Have a good night, and may the gods be with you
all,” Henderson states. The chairs groan as all the plaza leaders
stand. Callahan and Breelyn lead out the crowd, and all the
alphas except Henderson go with them, kissing me on the
cheek before they leave. I know they would stay if they could,
but I only have to glimpse into their minds to see all the tasks
that need to be done before they can rest. I want to help with
them, but I wouldn’t know where to start. I will make sure to
have food sent to them at least.

I help Henderson fold up the maps on the pillar desk in
front of him as the doors shut, leaving us alone.

“I’m proud of you, Mai,” Henderson says, folding a map.
“It’s like you’ve been alpha female for years.”

“You guys aren’t doing a bad job either,” I tell him. “Aunt
Reine and Uncle Soren would be proud.”

Henderson looks down, and I step closer, brushing my
body against his. I run my hands up his thick arms to his
shoulders and lean up, kissing his cheek, wishing I could take
away the sadness I feel through our bond. “We’re going to get
through this. I know we can.”

He looks me dead in the eyes, his gaze taking my breath
away. He is so beautiful for a male, so perfect, and sometimes



I wonder how I ever deserve him. How the world does.

He runs his finger down my cheek. “Stop looking at me
like that. Your scent is addictive, and your thoughts are
worse.”

My lips twitch, even as my body comes alive. He growls
and nuzzles his head into my neck, kissing my skin softly. “As
much as I’d love to put you on this desk, rip those leathers off
and fuck you for hours until we both are delicious with
pleasure, I can’t. There’s a lot to be done with this damn war
coming up, and I need you to walk away before I say fuck it
and do every dirty thing I’m thinking of with you.”

My cheeks burn, and I can’t think straight. I certainly do
not want to move...and I’m curious what Henderson would be
like when he lost control completely, when he does all the
dirty things he just told me about. Every part of my body
tightens with the thought. He groans, reading my thoughts.
“Mai.”

I gulp at the lust in his eyes as he watches me step away.
His wolf flashes in his eyes, and I know he is fighting the urge
to chase me.

I peel off my shirt, leaving my heavy breasts to fall, and he
looks right at them. My heart pounds as I slowly tug down my
trousers, kicking off my boots and standing bare in front of my
alpha.

He growls and then snaps.

One minute [’m standing, the next [’'m on the table, and he
is kissing me deeply as he slides his fingers inside me seconds
later. I moan into his mouth, and he growls. “So wet for me
already.”

He rubs my clit, sending shockwaves of pleasure through
me as | fumble with his belt. I love Henderson when he loses
control. I hear his zipper go down right before he pulls my legs
apart and easily thrusts into me. I clench around him as he
grabs my ass and fucks me hard. His hard cock hits the right
spot as I match his movement, both of us lost in the pleasure



as he groans into my mouth. He reaches between us, rubbing
my clit at the same time he bites down on my shoulder.

I cry out his name, my shout echoing around the court
meeting room as I come hard. The mix of pain and pleasure is
flawless, and Henderson thickens as he comes, stretching me
and filling me with his come. I breathlessly gasp as he kisses
my neck softly and coughs out a laugh.

“You’re a naughty female, Mai,” he tells me.

I grin at him as he pulls out of me. “I know. Only when it
comes to you and my personal mission of making you lose
control more often.”

He only darkly chuckles, his cheeks burning red as he gets
me a cloth and helps me clean up before dressing. I wrap my
arms around him and cuddle him for a second. “I’m going to
look at the book and order you all food before we both lose
control again.”

His resounding growl sends shivers down my spine. “I’'m
coming for you when I’'m done here.”

“Good,” I say, heading towards the door. I look over my
shoulder at my alpha and the heat in his eyes. “I won’t run,
and I will be naked when you do.”

His groan stays with me as I leave the room and try to
ignore the guards outside who follow after me. After finding
the cooks and ordering food for the alphas, sweet treats for
Jesper, Trey and Serendipity, I go back to my bedroom and
pull the book out from the side of my bed unit. I nibble on a
turkey and stuffing sandwich as I start flicking through the
empty pages. When my sandwich is gone, I feel nothing but
annoyed at the empty book.

Why would the library give me this, right after Dot’s
death, if it didn’t mean something? If it wasn’t useful?

The blank pages before me glow green, brightly beaming
light into the room, and I have to cover my eyes before it starts
to fade. I look down, surprised to see green vines crawling
over the page, shaping themselves into words written in thorns
and leaves. The words twist and spiral until they make a long



paragraph for me to read, in an old language I shouldn’t know.
But I do.

Or Persephone does, and somehow, I read it too. The book
explains that the seven are the purest and strongest magic in
the world, purer than the gods because they are souls of pure
magic, made into mortal weapons.

“Morganis was made as a shield around the city Hades had
made, using the mortal weapon to protect his home. He wished
for more weapons for the spell he made, but he only had the
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one.

It goes on and on about the details of making the shield,
how Hades made it in the first place, and how the water in the
waterfall 1s connected all the way to hell.

How does this help me?

The book flicks its pages over, and on another plain page,
a spell appears, along with instructions on how to cast it.
Everything from dropping the blood of a god or goddess on
the weapon and the exact words to cast the shield.

“You want me to make a new shield? Or I suppose,
strengthen the one that exists?”

Of course, the book doesn’t answer me, but I get a good
feeling that I’m right.

I lean back on my bed, looking at the book and then to
Morganis on my hip, Chaitala on the wall opposite me, and
Iris on my finger. I have three of the seven, and I should be
able to make a gigantic shield. I barely believe it as I look
back down at the book. I don’t want to trust i1t for a second, but
something deep down inside me knows that this is the right
thing to do. I search for the alphas, wanting to tell them about
this and deciding we can make this decision together.

“We are coming, mate,” Valentine whispers down the
bond, and I smile. We do this together or not at all...and if it
works, it might buy our pack the time we need to save us all.



Foet



RAGNAR FALL

FOLLOWING the pull towards my mate, I walk down

the dim corridors of my home, feeling the shadows spreading
around me, reacting to the dark magic in the core of my soul.
It’s hard to avoid the shadows, the magic that comes with it,
and the reminder of Hades, the presence 1 always feel
connected to me. I am Hades. We are Hades. Yet even gods
can’t always manage to save the ones they love, and every
single day feels like another moment leading up to a war
where I could lose her.

Mai.

My mate’s name is like a prayer as I whisper it to the
shadows, to Hades, who is always listening in. He wants to
protect her too, but not Mai...more Persephone. I believe he
loves her blindly and deeply, and they were together for
centuries. | want to say I can understand that love, but I see all
the perfect and imperfect things in my mate, and I’d never,
ever let her destroy herself in the way Persephone clearly has.

She took control of my mate.

A low growl echoes out of my chest, and the guards
outside the corridor leading away from my mother’s room
blanch in fear. When they see it wasn’t directed at them, they
hold their heads higher. I glance back at the door to my
mother’s room and think about her lying there, so pale and
lifeless. I’ve always seen my mother as a fierce alpha female,
strong and ready to battle any opponent. But now...she is
broken, and I don’t know how I could possibly fix her. I don’t
blame her for not waking up, because if something happened
to Mai, I’d simply stop existing too. Part of me wishes she
would wake up now, however selfish it may be for me to want
her to wake up to help us save our pack. She could help me
deal with the stubborn and stuck-in-their-ways plaza leaders,
the never-ending list of problems, the last-minute mating



ceremonies that need to be approved by an alpha, and the list
that never seems to stop. I know it’s not always going to be
like this, and my brothers are each taking their part of the
responsibility, but we all feel like we have been given keys to
a car when none of us can drive.

I miss tinkering in the garage, fixing things...and I barely
remember a time when I had free time to do things like that. I
wouldn’t change things, not when they led me back to Mai and
back home to our pack, but it’s another tiny thing I will fight
to have once again.

Mai.

I smile as I think of her, my length hardening in my
trousers at the mere thought. Now that I remember who she is,
I can’t get enough, and I always, always need to be around her.
The protective and possessive urges are sated when we are
close, but the war coming up is making my wolf feel
threatened. The memories are all fleeting, but they are all bits
of a long story that I now pretty much know everything about.
My mind feels like it’s unlocked. I turn around a corner, the
castle whispering in the wind, and I nearly bump straight into
Phim, her hand tightly wrapped around the little girl’s hand at
her side. Five guards follow them, and they all bow, and Phim
only cockily smiles at me.

“Alpha,” she says. “What you up to?”

I smile at Serendipity, who shyly hides behind Phim.
“Going to see my mate, what else?”

She peeps out from behind Phim, and the resemblance to
her mother—my mate—is astonishing. She looks just like Mai
did as a child, but there are some things about her that clearly
come from her bastard of a father. This little girl, who is shy
but bossy, makes me kneel down so we are on the same level.

The wolves guarding look shocked, but I don’t care what
they think.

This is my mate’s daughter.

I will treat her as my own.



“Do you remember me? We travelled with Niall here
together,” I question, offering her my hand. She looks at my
hand and back up to Phim, who nods.

“This 1s your alpha and your mum’s mate,” Phim says, like
she is reminding her and has told her before. She knows who I
am and spent weeks asking me many questions about the pack
that I didn’t have the answers to. I do now.

“Mairin,” she corrects Phim, with a sweet voice that seems
so much older than she is. “I remember you.”

“Hello, Dip. How are you settling into the castle?” I ask.

She steps closer but doesn’t take my hand. I do notice she
has a piece of folded paper in her hand. Her eyes, so much like
her mother’s, flash like a green forest on fire. “I like it and my
Auntie Seraphim.”

Phim cringes at the auntie title, and I smirk, remembering
that for teasing her later on. “Good. What’s that you’ve got?”

Dip holds up a little painting for me after unfolding it. It’s
good, for a toddler, and I’'m pretty sure it’s meant to be
fireworks over a sea. “That’s the famous firework show at the
Styx Court? I saw it once on my travels. They set off
thousands, and it’s beautiful.”

She nods. “You can have this.”

I take it off her and fold it carefully into my pocket. I'm
going to treasure it.

Silas’s frustrated voice fills my mind. “Bastard. You got a
gift from Dip? I gave her cake and a teddy bear, and she only
frowned at me.”

“I gifted her the painting set, so really it’s a sign she liked
my gift,” Henderson adds, very pleased with himself.

Mai chuckles down the bond. “So, fess up. Who gifted her
the little sword? I thought it was Silas, but clearly not.”

All of us go silent, but it wasn’t me, and that means it must
have been one of them. Valentine is unusually quiet.

“I’1l be with you soon, mate,” I tell her.



I feel her smile down the bond as they all leave. I smile at
Dip. “Do you like fireworks, then?”

She nods. “The lights are pretty.”

“Just like you, princess,” Phim says, flicking her nose. She
pulls a face at Phim, who pulls one right back.

For a second, a new memory flashes back into my mind of
fireworks, brilliant and bright, filling up the black star-filled
skies above the trees. It was when I was six, nearly seven. I
was sitting with Mai at my side, her hand in mine. Even back
then, even as a kid, I just wanted to be close to her, touching
her all the time. Even just holding hands was enough to set my
heart on fire. Enough to make my wolf howl. All I could see
was the fireworks going off reflected in her eyes, because I
don’t think I ever looked away. I just looked at her, all night,
and it was the most beautiful firework show I’ve seen.

The memory flickers away, and I clear my throat before
standing up. “We’ll have to have a firework show when things
are a bit better. What do you think? They could be in your
honour.”

She smiles widely at me. She is such a beautiful little girl,
and it makes me paranoid how I’m going to fight off all the
males who will one day want to court her.

“We will come up with a plan to scare them and see if they
are worthy,” Valentine smoothly adds to my thoughts. I could
put up a wall between us so he doesn’t hear them, but after
sharing our thoughts for so long, it would be stranger to do
that. “And if not, Dip will be well trained in combat by that
age, and she can chop them up for us with the weapons I give
her and have Silas train her with.”

“I knew the sword was you, Val,” Mai chuckles.

I grin at the conversation, and Phim frowns at me. “I hate
the mating talking thing you do. It’s creepy.”

“It’s amazing,” I reply, looking at the dark circles under
her eyes. “Do you need a break?”

“No,” she sharply replies. “I’m the best wolf to defend the
children, and you know it. Plus, Dip and I have a lot of missed



time to catch up on. It’s a great honour...it doesn’t mean |
don’t worry.”

I nod, understanding. None of us deserve Phim, and I’'m
glad I now remember what a great wolf she is. I hope one day
she finds that special female to make her happy and help heal
the darker parts of her past.

“I have to go to see your mum,” I tell Dip.

“Mairin,” she corrects me quickly, and I try not to frown at
that. She is very confused, and I don’t blame her.

I look at Phim. “Mai might have found a way to make a
new shield with that book that was given to her in the library.”

Her eyes show nothing but relief. “This could be a game
changer for us, and it means we don’t have to make any more
deals with Draycian, who will no doubt end up our enemy
when he realises Dip isn’t going anywhere.”

I agree. This is her home.

Phim looks down at Dip. “Let’s go and get some lunch to
eat on the balcony. A bit of fresh air and a walk is good for
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us.

“Stay with the guards at all times, Phim,” I warn her, an
alpha command to his beta, and I know she is aware of the
change. She is always my friend first, but sometimes I need
her to be my beta, especially when war is on the brink of our
city. “I feel like something is coming, and I want you to be
ready.”

She nods at me. “Nothing will touch her or Trey or even
that weird kid Jesper who my sister seems to adore so much.”

She wrinkles her nose, and Dip giggles. The sound is very
sweet.

“He’s not that weird, just confused and scared,” I say, but
I’'m not sure even I believe it myself. I’ve only spoken to him
twice. By spoken, I mean stand in silence in the same room as
I try and fail to start a conversation. I have seen that he just
opened up to Mai, and now that we are all aware he is Dip’s
uncle and last living relative from her biological father’s side,



I know we all need to try harder to make him feel welcome
and safe here.

She arches a perfect eyebrow. “He’s very weird, but maybe
you are right.”

I watch her walk away with Dip, who gives me a tiny
wave, and it makes my heart feel warm. The guards follow
after them, but we all know that Phim would kill ten times the
amount of angels before the guards could even catch up.

I carry on down the bookcase-lined corridor, and on the
stairs down to our floor, I catch up with Henderson.

“How are the memories today, brother?” he questions,
tugging on his black cloak and clipping it at his neck.

“Fleeting at times. I remember the important parts, but
little details pop up and surprise me sometimes,” I reply as we
round a corner. “How is the training going?”’

“Soren trained them well,” he states, but I get the feeling
they aren’t quite as well-trained as he hoped they would be. 1
can sense his disappointment and fear for their lives. The
angels have spent years killing and fighting, and our wolves
have spent years locked behind walls, training only with
themselves and not anything real.

I’m not surprised when I walk into Mai’s room, Silas and
Valentine are already here. I breathe in my mate’s scent. Frost-
kissed peaches and wisps of lavender but with our scent lying
underneath hers. A reminder to every male that she is our
mate.

A possessive thrill spreads through me from her scent
alone.

When I see her, my body all but falls. She is so beautiful,
so unaware of it, and her bright green eyes, the same colour as
the jaded oceans of the Fenrir Court, lock onto mine. She
smiles, and it lights up my entire body like a shot of electricity.

Or that one time I electrocuted myself while fixing a shit
show of a car.



It hurt, but with Mai, gods, I want to feel it a million times
oVver.

All three of them are looking over the book, and they are
frowning. Valentine clears his throat, leaning back. “Why is it
blank now? Doesn’t it know we can see your memories and
you’ve shown it to us?”

“Maybe it doesn’t like Hades’s magic?” I question. “It
could be warded against it, and if this book was from Dot—
Demeter—then she would have bound it to not reveal anything
when Hades was around. She hated him.”

Mai sighs and shuts the book. “It doesn’t matter. I can
remember it. It feels like I know the spell, the old language,
and I’m not sure I could forget a word if I tried. It makes me
wonder if Persephone wrote this book.”

Silas tucks a stray bit of hair behind her ear. “Can we trust
this book?”

I look from the book to the glowing sword, the dagger, and
ring. Three of the legendary seven in one room, and a book
who thinks they can be used to make a shield around our pack.
Hundreds of thousands of lives rely on our decision.

Mai stays silent for a moment, and I feel her emotions slip
into a spiral of worry. She is scared that this could be a trick
and this whole decision could end our pack.

“We trust you,” I gently say, walking over and placing my
hand on her shoulder. She covers my hand with hers, so soft,
and a buzz of pleasure bounces down my spine at her
nearness. I haven’t had enough of her, and I don’t think I ever
will, and every hour has me counting down to when I can be
with her again.

“I trust the book,” she says, her voice firm. “We need the
help of the gods to save our pack at this point, or they will all
die. We don’t have a choice, and I don’t feel like I’'m making
the wrong choice. This gamble is worth it.”

“Agreed,” Henderson says first. Silas and Valentine nod,
and Mai looks up at me. My eyes drop to her pouty lips, so
soft and pink like somewhere else. Fuck, focus, Ragnar.



Silas darkly chuckles at the change in my scent, and I pull
my finger up at him. “I think we have to do this. I have
something else I feel that we all need to talk about urgently
and alone.” Any thoughts of stripping Mai bare and hearing
her sweet moans as I slip inside her disappear as I begin. “I
was going to see Reine when I received some news from our
spying guards on the borders. Three armies of angels have
joined Cenwyn’s forces outside, and I’'m pretty sure Niall is
with them, Deimos too.”

“They should be coming into the city soon,” Mai says with
a big smile. I know how much her time cost us all, and her, to
get those alliances that might just save us from a complete
massacre. “We must have the tents set up and supplies ready.”

Valentine nods. “I will order it to begin immediately.”

“How many do you think they’re bringing?” Silas
questions. “Callahan told us how well-trained the angels of
Fenrir are. A few thousand of them could really help us.”

“Hundreds of thousands,” I say, remembering what the
guard said. “They have both brought near enough their entire
courts to this fight. I’'m sure Cenwyn is thinking how fucking
loyal they are.”

Silas wickedly smirks. “Wait until he finds out they are
only loyal to our mate.”

“Hopefully, he makes some rash and unplanned decisions
that we can use against him,” Henderson suggests.

“We need a better shield. Now,” Mai firmly says, climbing
off the bed. She places her hands on her hips, and the bossy
alpha female look she gives us all makes my cock hard.

Valentine leans down and kisses her softly. I thought I’d
feel jealous of another male kissing my mate, and there are
moments it’s hard to make my wolf back down because she’s
our mate. But we grew up together, and I trust these males
with my life, and with hers. Loving Mai has always been our
connection, deeper than Hades and any magic could be.

I love her completely. I’ve willingly let her consume my
entire soul without a fight.



It was hers in the first place.
As dark as it may be.

Even when I had no memories, I still remembered that
deep down in my soul, she was mine and I was hers. It was the
only light that kept my mind from burning in that prison, that
creature eating away at the core of my memories. He—I
assumed he was male from his deep voice—lived in the
embers of the flame, and I never once saw anything but his
eyes.

Pure burning fire.

He is a monster that should never, ever be let loose on this
world.

Mai is finished sliding on the ring and clipping the dagger
before she reaches for the sword. I step closer to the bed and
pick it up. “I’m coming with you.”

“It might not work with you close,” she replies, “but I’d
love for you to be close by, just in case.”

“We will all—”

“Just Ragnar. The rest of you already have commitments
elsewhere to do. Our pack needs you. I can feel and hear their
calls,” she says, tapping the side of her head.

Mai picks up the book, and Silas growls at the smug look
on my face. “Bastard.”

I grin and he playfully swings for me, which I duck under
and head to the door. Mai is laughing at our antics as we leave
the room, and I hold Chaitala tightly in my hand. Sometimes I
can imagine her speaking to me as she repaired my memories,
like her soul is still alive in the metal.

We all stop in the corridor as Silas barks orders at Mai’s
guards, and they scatter. She looks between us all. “Thank
you, by the way, for making this decision together. I know
there’s been things in the past we haven’t done all together,
important decisions, and I was wrong not to include you
before in things that could alter our lives. This is our pack, our
relationship, our mating. I want to come to you first.”



“Mai...,” Henderson softly says her name, like a prayer we
have all said more than once in the past as we searched the
world for her.

“I know your initial reaction was to say no about the deal,
but I still should have come to you. I likely would have gotten
my memories back, anyway. So all of it was pointless. Now |
have a deal that I can’t take back and it risks my daughter’s
life. Sometimes I make rash decisions, but I’'m trying to learn
that we should make decisions together, and then things won’t
be so rash in that sense.”

“Always together, Mai,” I tell her, softly leaning down and
kissing her cheek. “We all make mistakes. We are people, after
all. Human, wolf, angel, we all fuck up.”

“Now get your ass to the roof and then come back. I want
you naked in our bed for tonight,” Silas commands before
walking away.

I don’t disagree with that. The thought is hard to erase
from my mind as Mai sweetly chuckles and heads away.
Henderson and Valentine leave with Silas, and I don’t envy
their task of convincing the wolves to get ready to help angels.

We go up the stone staircase with the statues of all the
gods. Hades looks strange in stone, handsome for a male god,
but Persephone stands out the most. I briefly look at the
goddess Peitho. That was Adira’s goddess, the art of
persuasion and seduction, but it never worked on us, despite
her best attempts. Not for the first time, I find myself
wondering what happened to her after everything she did to
my mate. After trying to kill her, almost killing her, for that
matter. I just want to know she’s dead, or I’'m going to find her
and finish the job. I barely remember the girl that we grew up
with, the one that was always so jealous and petty and wanted
everything that she couldn’t have. You can’t force someone to
love you, and trying to get us to love her utterly destroyed her.
I hate that it almost destroyed Mai as well. I hope she’s dead.

Mai pauses, the light from Morganis like a halo of green in
the darkness of the stairs. “She could control the Levi, and we
have an army outside of clearly controlled Levi. I can’t



convince myself that it’s her, because to do that, she would
have to be far more powerful than she ever appeared to be.”

I nod. “She wasn’t that powerful.”

“She seemed to be able to control a few of them at one
time, and even then, it seemed a struggle. How could she
possibly control an army? Who could?”

“It’s not Adira,” I say softly and place my hand on her
lower back. “I don’t know what it is or who. I don’t know
what the Levi really are, but I do know that we’ll figure it out
and we’re not going to let you get hurt.”

She turns and looks up at me, her lips parting. Fuck it. I
sink my hand into her soft hair and pull her up to my lips. The
soft moan that vibrates out of her throat sets my blood on fire,
and I push her against the wall, plastering my body to hers as I
part her legs around my hips. I love her every soft moan, the
feel of her curves against my body and how fucking sweet she
tastes.

“I’ve missed you,” she says between kisses.

I groan as she pulls back, and I nudge her nose with my
own. “I’ve missed you too, sweetheart.”

We both hear the noises of guards coming down the steps,
and I reluctantly let her go, giving her enough time to look less
flustered as the guards come down, pausing to bow, and then
walking on. They no doubt scented our lust, and Mai’s red
cheeks suggest she knows that too. I grin to myself as we carry
on up the stairs.

“Tell me your favourite memory of us,” Mai asks as we
head up the stairs.

“I remember our first kiss, and that will always be my
favourite, but there are so many more. I remember wanting
you from the second I got my wolf. I remember seeing you in
that beach house on that couch after so long. You were—are—
so beautiful, but you’d changed from the young girl that we
remembered to a woman. A female with such untapped
strength and yet feeling so broken.”



“I wanted you from the second I saw you at that beach
house,” she admits, and I feel some deep-seated pride over
that. We step out into the bright light of day, the silence only
broken by the wind and howls of wolves in our pack, miles
away. “I don’t think I was ever completely lost; I was just
looking for you and didn’t know it. It broke me. The rape...the
way the pack abused me...well, it took light from my soul.
You four blasted light right back, brighter than ever, and I will
forever love you for that.”

I curl my hand around her waist. “Your soul was already
the brightest star in the world, Mai. I think we were just the
darkness you needed to shine.”

She pauses to look up at me, the wind blowing her hair
around her shoulders. Her eyes light up and glitteringly shine
as she kisses me softly.

The kiss doesn’t stay soft, soon deepening as our need for
each other takes over. I push away this time, her wolf growling
in protest. “If we keep doing this, I’ll be stripping you down
on that rooftop and letting the entire pack know what we’re
doing.”

Her cheeks flush, and I notice right away she doesn’t say
no to that idea. I like the idea of everyone knowing she is
mine, but I also don’t like the idea of anyone but us hearing
her moans, seeing her pleasure. We head up to the roof, and 1
try not to stare at her perfect ass in the leather clothes the
entire way up, but I fail. She sets out the book on the ground,
and I leave Chaitala with her before going to the other side of
the roof, as far away as I’'m willing to go from her while she
does this.

She opens the book, and I feel her happiness that the spell
1s back before she places Chaitala next to Morganis and Iris.

Mai walks over to me, stopping in front of me. “The spell
needs blood. I don’t want to cut my palm with Morganis in
case it messes with the magic.”

I nod and she reaches to the side of my belt, her soft hand
skimming across my cock purposely. The teasing madam.



“You’re going to pay for that one later, sweetheart,” I
whisper in her ear as she takes my dagger out of my belt.

She winks at me before walking away, and I groan.
I’m dying for her.

I flinch as she cuts her hand, feeling her pain through the
bond, but she only lets out a tiny whimper as she holds her
hand over each of the three of the seven weapons that we have.
I wonder how strong a shield would be if we had all seven.

Mai looks up at me, like she needs my strength—and I’d
happily give her everything I’ve got—before she starts talking.
Chanting. There isn’t a word I understand as she reads the
spell in the book, and it feels like I shouldn’t ever hear it. That
no one should. I almost feel Hades cowering away from us
with every word.

I carefully pull red shadows around myself just in case,
ready to snap and reach for Mai at a moment’s notice, even if
my power does shy away from her in this moment with the
magic she is calling. Her body starts to glow green in a way
I’ve seen it do before when she is using her powers.

This isn’t her power.

“Mai!” 1 shout into her mind, but something blocks me
out, shoving me out. She floats into the air from the power, the
book and weapons lost but still connected to her magic in
streams of energy that whip around her like vines, lashing out
at everything nearby. The walls of the roof crumble as I walk
right for her, using my own power to knock away the energy
that hits out at me.

“Get to her!” Silas roars in my mind.

“I’'m fucking trying!” I shout back to him in my mind. A
blast of green energy slams right into me, and I fly backwards,
rolling myself to a stop. I stand up and try again as the
surrounding magic seems to build.

I don’t exactly feel anything wrong with her. She’s calm,
but I hate I can’t get to her mind or body.



She looks like a goddess, and I know anyone who looks
upon her now would never guess she is a shifter.

The green light floats around her in her leathers, making
every curve, every dip of her body stand out. Her long blonde
hair flows around her in the wind, and her face 1s so beautiful
as she looks up with her forest green eyes open, glowing like
the sun.

Her eyes have always reminded me of the dark green
leaves of a forest, the vibrant colour they are before autumn
comes and turns them. At this moment, her eyes remind me of
the fresh grass of spring.

She swings her arms out, and a blast of green magic
spreads out from around her body. It sends me flying straight
off the roof, and I barely have time to shift into my wolf
before I land in a pile of rubble, groaning in pain. I send a
burst of magic around my wolf, pushing the rocks and brick
off me in an explosion before I stand, limping on my right leg
that feels broken.

The panic lacing through my chest simply erases the pain
as I look up, seeing a green shield shining high in the air above
the city.

It worked.

“Mai?” I shout, my brothers silent as much as she is, but |
can feel them getting closer. The pack is filled with screams of
panic and wonder from those who saw Mai make the shield. If
they didn’t worship her for winning the rite, being a spy for
them, surviving a fall into the city from miles above, this will
do it.

I rush up the steps as fast as I can with my leg injured, and
get up them in seconds. 1 barely hit the roof before she falls
out of the air, her small body shifting mid-air until her
beautiful wolf collapses onto the ground, completely knocked
out. I was seconds away, and I couldn’t stop that blow. Fuck.

My wolf nearly collapses in relief, sensing her breathing
before we run our eyes over her entire body. Her coat is
beautiful as she is, so unique and Mai-like. There are now



symbols on her fur that are markers of her title, just like the
symbols under our fur that no one can see except for her. Even
then, she’d have to look closely. I nudge her beautifully white
and startlingly black coat to move her off the bricks under her
and onto smoother stone before I lie down next to my mate.

I’ll wait forever for her to wake, and kiss her a million
times until she never scares me again.

Knowing my Mai, there will be several thousands of
millions of kisses in our future.



WISPS OF WIND biow around me, pushing my

hair away from my face, and I pull strands that latch onto the
side of my nose away. I look around me at the beautiful grass
field, the smell of fresh spring filling my nose. The grass itself
is a vibrant green, tickling my ankles as I walk between the
soft blades and enjoy the warmth of the air. There are no
flowers, but it feels like there should be in a place like this, the
endless empty grass field. Birds fly above my head, and I look
up at them, a small blue breed of bird I don't know, and above
them is a calm beautiful blue sky.

I hear a soft feminine laugh. I'm not alone. I spin around
to where the voice came from to see Hades and Persephone
lying in the grass a few feet away, and I must be invisible to
them. This is another dream, another one of her dreams. |
wonder what she wants me to know...because I feel like she is
sending me these dreams. Hades points up at a single star out
in the sky. That shouldn't be there because it’s not night. Yet
the star, bright and yellow, is shining.

“Zeus said that he's going to name all the stars in the sky
after his lovers,” Hades murmurs, his voice amused.

Persephone laughs, sounding so young and free. “Well, he
would need millions of stars, and not even your brother is that
powerful ”

He looks down at her, smiling at her sweet laugh. “I wish |
could protect you from them all.”



“I know this,” she whispers. “We will protect each other
from whatever comes.”

Hades looks up at the star. “Apparently, Zeus found
something from the Wolven gods. Something that's powerful
that links our spirits to mortals. It could keep us immortal
forever, without relying on the Wolven gods. We would be our
own gods.”

“You say it like you want this?” she quietly questions.
“Not even gods deserve to live forever without a price. Our
price isnt so bad...we just have to keep the world ticking
along. I control the fertility of the mortals, and you control
hell. Everything works. Why change this?”

“Because I can't lose you,” he firmly replies. “And the
Wolven gods own us. We will never be free, and they could
take you from me at any time.”

She cups his cheek. “But they have not yet. We will live
long lives without risking this.”

Hades leans into her touch. “We must be free of them. Do
this for me, Persephone?”

My eyes widen at the new information about everything
I'm slowly learning. The Wolven gods made the gods we know
and owned them, providing the magic they gave, the long
lives...and the gods clearly found a way to be free.

But at what cost?

“Is that why Zeus has invited us all to that ball at his fancy
palace?” she questions. “I don't think many of the gods will
go. No one trusts him.”

“He is my brother, and I believe he truly wants what is best
for us,” he replies. She looks at him with hesitation for a
moment before she nods. He kisses her. “You make me so

happy.”

“What'’s this magic called?” she questions.

He runs his fingers down her bare arm. “Zeus claimed it'’s
an apple. An Apple of Discord, he has named it.”



That s what Zeus did with the apple, and then he gave it to
Persephone, likely because he was in love with her and wanted
her for his own. Everything is slowly clicking into place. They
start to kiss, and I look away. This dream is just a forewarning
for them because, in the end, it ruined everything they had. He
lost Persephone anyway.

I wake up slowly, blinking my eyes at the sunlight
beaming through the room in vivid shades of orange, yellow,
and pinks. I soon realise the sun is setting and I’ve been asleep
a lot longer than I thought I had. I sit up and look over to see
Valentine pacing by the door. His eyes widen when he sees
me, and he comes to my side, sitting on the bed. Without
saying a word, he shows me everything that happened from
Ragnar’s perspective, and I flinch.

“Is Ragnar okay?” I ask. “Did the shield work?”

I don’t know why I asked the second question when I can
feel the magic working, an extension of our alpha bonds to the
pack. It’s like a ribbon tied around the life strings attaching us
all together.

“He is fine, and yes, it has worked,” he soothes me,
picking up my hand. “You scared the shit out of us all, Mai.
What happened?”

“I don’t remember,” I admit. “I remember starting to read
the spell, and everything is black after that until I was
dreaming and then here.”

“You can tell me about the dream in a moment,” he says. I
look at him completely this time, my dream like fog
disappearing as everything becomes clearer. Valentine is
geared up like he’s ready for war.

“Is everything okay?” I question, already reaching for my
mating bond to find out where the others are. Something’s
very wrong. The pack is panicked, so many of them worried
and frightened, and my alphas are using a hell of a lot of
magic for some reason. I search my bond for Phim and sense
she is with the children, and they are safe.



Valentine barely gets to say a word before I climb out of
bed. “Wait, Mai, you should rest.”

“I should be fighting at their side with you,” I correct him.
“I will never be the alpha female who lies in bed while her
pack is in danger. You know this.”

He searches my eyes. “Are you sure you’re up for this?”

“Yes, I am,” I firmly tell him, meaning every word. He
nods and [ start getting changed immediately into my leathers.

“What is going on?” I ask as I pull my shirt on and then
my trousers.

“It’s probably best to just show you,” he suggests, walking
over. He waits until my trousers are on before a series of
images flash into my mind. I’'m suddenly standing on the edge
of the city, on a rooftop, watching outside the city as hundreds
of thousands of angels are being slaughtered by other angels
and Levi. They are completely surrounded, boxed in, and they
are grounded thanks to a shield of black-tinged-blue magic
buzzing in the air. My alphas have already sent out thousands
of our wolves to hold the line with the angels, making a good
defence and more wolves are on the way. I look to the right, a
good mile outside of the city barrier, where a group of angels
block out someone in the middle who is clearly making the
blue magic barrier.

Erin.

I grit my teeth in anger, wishing I’d stopped her sooner.
It’s a massacre, and they won’t last long without getting into
the city. I briefly recognise the symbols on their armour. It’s
both the Fenrir and Styx armies. They came, and I promised
them safety.

The images flash away. “Is that what is currently
happening? Why can’t they get in? Where is Cenwyn, and
why hasn’t he sent his entire army to stop them?”

“Yes, that is now, and my brothers are holding part of the
shield open with their power. The shield is too strong and
clearly is made for wolves. It won’t let the angels in, and we
don’t know why. The alphas are being drained by the second,



but some angels are getting through. Not enough though,”
Valentine explains to me. “Deimos was smart and sent a
portion of his army to the other side, as sacrifices to make it
look like only they aren’t betraying the king. Cenwyn sent
everyone there, and when the king’s army wasn’t looking,
Deimos’s angels tried to get in. No one was expecting the
shield to refuse them, and we don’t have a lot of time before
Cenwyn will be on us. I'd give it half an hour before he
notices.”

That’s what I’'m feeling from my alphas. “The pack is
gathering, and we’re going to go out and fight for the angels.
We sent out everyone near to help.”

My gut churns at the deaths of the angels who are
sacrifices. I can’t imagine the ending they will be getting as we
speak.

I know they’d never leave allies out there, but they need
me.

“I’m connected to the shield, and I might be able to open it
more than they can. Then you can fight, and I can deal with
Erin,” I say, making a plan.

“Together,” Valentine agrees, but he can’t hide the slight
possessive worry that I feel from him. I clip Morganis to my
hip, sliding on the ring, and pass Chaitala to Valentine, the
yellow shine reflecting in his eyes.

“There are angels waiting outside for us,” Valentine says,
taking my hand. We head out together, and I smile at Arinya
and Alisander. They are flawlessly beautiful, even dressed in
black leathers and their hair smoothed back away from their
faces.

“I haven’t seen you both yet to say thank you for saving
Callahan and me,” I say as way of introduction.

They both bow. “It was a great honour to be able to save
you both.”

“No need for bowing,” I say and look at Valentine before
turning back to them. “They’re going to fly us over?”



“We are,” Alisander says, and my stomach drops. I know
we need to get there quickly, but I can’t help the trickle of fear
that snakes down my spine at the idea of flying.

Valentine kisses me gently, reading my thoughts. “They
won’t let you fall, and if they did, I’d rip their spines out.”

The angels go silent, and 1 whack his arm. “The alpha is
joking.”

Valentine says nothing, and the angels don’t look
convinced. I clear my throat. “Let’s go to the other alphas,
please.”

I step towards Arinya, who hooks her arms under my
shoulders and then jumps with me into the air, straight back
into our bedroom. We fly right out of the window, right above
the waterfall, and my stomach drops at the sight of the pitch
darkness below. Arinya effortlessly flies higher, straight out of
the pit and across the pack, over the houses and plazas, the
temples and forests, to the right edge of the city. As night
starts to fall upon the city, the last bits of light fading, the
screams and pain of the angels reach my ears and cut through
my heart. I can barely see through the night, through the wind
in my eyes as we land on top of a rooftop. My alphas are
nothing but shadows, their arms outstretched and red shadows
pouring from their fingertips in a line right to the shield,
holding open a door-sized gap.

“Mai,” I hear Silas say, his voice strained.

“I’ve got this,” I say to them in my mind and walk to their
side, watching Valentine join the alphas and add his power. |
spot Callahan leading a big group of wolves towards the gap in
the wall, and I reach for him in our bond.

“Wait,” I command. “Give me five minutes.”
b

I can feel the alphas looking at me as Callahan comes to a
stop. I blow out a breath and look at Arinya and Alisander.
“Go to Callahan and be ready.”

They both nod before flying off, and I look at the shield as
I call up my own power. I made this shield, and it will bend to
my will.



It must.
My alphas are struggling, and the angels are dying.

I lash out with my power, holding out my hands, and it
travels past the alphas’ line of shadows and straight into the
gap they’ve already done. I feel the second my power hits the
shield, and it fights back, smacking into my chest, and I gasp
in pain. I don’t let it go, holding onto the power, and it spreads
like wildfire across the shield. Something painful jolts through
my mind, and I grit my teeth, a small whimper leaving my lips
as | push Persephone away and focus on the shield. She had to
test the boundaries of the alphas’ magic right now.

A bigger gap spreads across the shield, at least five doors
long, and the angels start flooding in. Callahan doesn’t wait
for my command before he is running through the gap with an
army of wolves, their teeth bared as they let angels into the
city. The shield makes a shimmering see-through wall in the
gap, and angels run through it. I watch as one angel flies in
from above, and he screams as he is burnt into green dust.

I smile. No one gets in this city if they aren’t on our side. I
continue to make the gap bigger, until it stretches for at least a
mile, and the angels flood in, injured and dying. Wolves run
out of the houses to them, helping and calling for healers.

“I’ve never been as proud of my wolves as I am now,”
Ragnar says, coming to my side. I look up at him and my
alphas as they surround me.

“We will be back soon,” Silas says and looks at Valentine.
“Take her to that witch. Let her see who our alpha female 1s.”

Warm pride fills my chest. Ragnar and Henderson look at
me before shifting with Silas, leaving three black alpha wolves
on the roof. They run and jump off the edge, making my heart
pound as | watch them land in a blast of red shadows. The red
shadows spread around them as they run for the gap, and
angels fall out of their way.

I look up at Valentine and take his hand. “Let’s go.”

I know the quicker we deal with Erin and remove that
barrier she has up, the easier it will be for the army to flood



into the city and for the alphas and our wolves to finish off the
angels and Levi before coming home. We have to win this
fight, or the war might as well be over already.

We run through the empty house and straight out into the
streets. I pull out Morganis as we pass dozens of angels and
wolves flooding the streets of the houses. I run down the
barrier, getting closer to where I can see Erin on the other side,
about a mile away.

“I can make a small gap for us to get through. They are all
watching the alphas and the bigger gap in the shield. We’d
come out behind them, and they won’t see us until it’s too
late,” I suggest to Valentine.

Valentine looks between me and Erin. “Are you sure you
can handle her?”

I glance at the witch goddess. “Yes, but I don’t want her
dead.”

I have to give her a chance because she has been controlled
her whole life, and I really don’t believe she is completely
evil. I can barely take in the sights and sounds, the blood
pouring across the ground, dripping down the rocks like water,
and the pain-filled screams. The pure terror that’s in the air
makes my heart pound faster with every passing second.

“I’m going to shift so we can move fast. Take Chaitala.”
I do as he asks and take the sword, clipping it onto my belt.

Valentine shifts, and I climb onto his back, digging my
hands into his midnight black fur. Without pause, I hold my
hand out in front of me and send out my green power to make
a very small hole in the barrier, the shield letting me for a
moment. It’s just big enough for Valentine to jump through
before it snaps shut behind us.

We land outside the city, and I look over to see my alphas,
noticing more than black shadows as they rip through the
angels and Levi, occasionally letting their red magic spark in
the air. Valentine easily jumps up the several rocky edges until
we get to the flat land, and we run closer to Erin. She’s got a
circle of at least twenty angels, maybe more, in the air and on



the surrounding ground. I spot Benjamin at her side and realise
we might need to take him, too. I lean down to Valentine’s ear.
“You take the ones on the ground, and I’ll take the ones in the
air. Try not to kill the one standing next to Erin.”

His responding growl sends shivers through me. Erin is so
focused on using her power to hold the barrier up she doesn’t
look our way, but the angels definitely see us. They run at us
with their swords held high, and at least ten Levi run out of the
darkness to join them as they head right for us. The Levi’s
eyes glow blue in a familiar way that nearly makes me pause
as I know exactly who that is, or I suspect so. I just don’t
know how it’s possible. I shake off the thought for a second
and focus on the angels in the air, heading right for us. I build
up my power as we get closer, letting it spiral in a well inside
my soul, an unknown bomb about to go off. I jump off
Valentine and roll to a stop when we are close. The angels,
who were running for us, start to turn around as Valentine
jumps right into one of them and rips his head off his
shoulders in one move. My stomach turns, but I don’t have
time to think about it as the angels in the air direct their gaze
our way.

Valentine’s wolf sends out a blast of red magic that sends
some angels crumbling to the floor, and the rest on the ground
are left with nothing but his teeth. As their heads are ripped
off, their wings clawed to death as they try to fly, I look up at
the angels in the air, how close they are.

I put my hands into the air and, using all my power I’ve
built up, I send a flash of green energy straight into them. It
knocks them out of the way, and they scream as my magic cuts
through their wings, burning them into nothing and sending
them crying in pain as they crash to the ground. My wolf
growls in my chest as I lock eyes on Benjamin, who looks
between Erin and me. Valentine clears the path for me as I
walk right to them, and Benjamin finally touches Erin’s
shoulder, forcing her to look at me. The barrier drops as her
eyes widen in shock, the shock soon slipping into anger.

Sweat pours down her forehead, and I smile when I get
closer and stop. “Hello, old friend and her lover.”



“Leave, Benjamin,” she commands him. He doesn’t move.

“You best do as she asks. This isn’t going to end nicely,” I
warn him, the only warning I will give before I attack. I throw
a sphere of my magic straight at her, more a warning than
anything. She jumps to the side, away from Benjamin, and
sneers at me, a low growl escaping her throat.

I step forward, the power of my alpha female wolf flowing
through me. “You should submit.”

“I’m not one of your wolves!” she shouts, pushing off my
influence. She crawls to her feet, but I can tell it’s hard for her.
Her eyes narrow on me. “You’re going to regret that. You’re
not my alpha female and I don’t bow to anyone.”

I don’t see what she is going to do until a blast of magic
slams out of her, a build-up of it, and lashes right at me. I
protect myself with my power, and it explodes around me. I
fly back in the air, landing in a haze of dust as I hear my ribs
crack.

Ignoring the intense pain, I stand up and hear a heart-
shattering scream.

As the dust settles, I find Erin on her knees, clutching at
Benjamin, who isn’t moving, and sobbing his name over and
over. His body crackles with blue and green magic, his neck
bent to the side at an unnatural angle. Erin keeps screaming his
name, and my heart hurts as I look for Valentine. He stands,
protected by his own magic, and his eyes find mine.

“You did this!” Erin aggressively screams, and I look back
at her. She doesn’t move, but her eyes find mine, her body
crackling with magic. “You killed him!”

“I’'m sorry, Erin,” T tell her, but I know it will mean
nothing to her. He was in the wrong place at the wrong time,
and this is a fight for gods. I walk over to her, and she clutches
at his body like she can hold him away from death when he is
clearly gone.

I don’t expect her to stand up quickly and attack me in a
fury-filled lash of power. I barely have time to defend myself
with my own magic before I jump under her magic, rolling out



near her feet and using Morganis to cut at her legs. She cries
out, and I punch her hard in the stomach as I stand and spin
around, smacking her legs with my foot, and she goes down
like a rock.

“Magic is always the only weapon you should use,” I tell
her, leaning down. I call my magic, and it laces around her
body like vines, and she tries to fight only to find her power is
lacking. I hold up Morganis. “She absorbs evil, and it makes
her more powerful. Powerful enough to bind you for a little.”

I wanted to use Morganis on Cenwyn, but taking Erin out
is needed. Her eyes look empty and hollow as I stand up and
let the vines wrap tighter around her. Callahan lands next to
me, and [ watch Valentine heading into the battle. What is left
of it. Callahan is covered in blood, but I still let him grab me
and Erin and take us back home.



~Fre

‘IS THAT TIGHT ENOUGH?" 1 question the

male angel sitting on a stone seat in front of me. His name is
Kotk, and he has brilliant red hair that matches his red freckles
and sparkling blue eyes. I tug on the white bandage that is
turning green thanks to the healing balm that is plastered on
the long cut on his arm.

“Yes, thank you,” he replies with a tense smile. This is odd
for all of us, and I look around the temple filled with the
injured and healers and anyone like me who can just help with
little things. Kotk has a nasty cut spreading all the way down
his arm, deep enough to see the bone. There’s blood all over
my hands from roughly stitching it closed and wrapping it up
for him. I did not know how to stitch until today when I was
shown quickly by some healers. I’ve helped countless angels
and wolves with little cuts, and no one has said a word about
my bad stitching.

The healers needed every pair of hands that they could
find. Most of the angels have gotten into the city safely, and
their numbers are impressive and larger than we thought. It’s
impossible to count how many got into the city, but we suspect
it’s a couple hundred thousand. We have much needed spies
out there in Cenwyn’s army, and I know they will help us
when the day comes.

“You’re the alpha female, right?” Kotk questions, looking
behind me at the four guards standing close. They give the
angel death stares.



I nod, and he looks puzzled. “Why are you here, then?
Surely you should be hidden away?”

“What court are you from?” I ask.
He looks proud. “From Fenrir, of course.”
“Of course,” I say. “And do females fight in your court?”

“Some,” he replies. “But none of high rank and birth like
you. You’re the alpha female.”

“And there is no other place for me than fighting on the
front and helping our allies,” I say. “If I were you, I’d be
happy to see a female fighting at your side. We aren’t dolls for
males.”

“I—I didn’t mean—"

I cut him off. “I know you didn’t. We do things differently
here, and when this war is over, maybe you will look back and
help teach the female children that an alpha female fought to
save the world and didn’t hide.”

His eyes widen, and I turn away, leaving him to his own
thoughts. I look around for the next person to help, passing
through the hastily made passageways. Ragnar walks over to
me, leaving a couple of healers he was talking to.

“Mate,” he whispers to me, kissing my cheek. I sigh at the
contact, sinking into him. My legs, arms, and all of me is
aching with tiredness, and I can feel he is just as tired as [ am.
He takes my hands and softly starts wiping them with a plain
wet cloth until the worst of the blood is gone. “Most of the
people are healed, and any left need healers.”

“Good,” I say, relieved.

“We’re going to stay and organise everything with the
healers and make sure every angel has a bed. But could you
take Deimos and Niall back to the castle?” he questions. |
know my alphas want me to go and relax, and this is their
clever way of giving me a reason to go. I smile at them and
their tricky ways.

I love them so much.



Ragnar’s eyes soften. “Of course,” I agree.

I would be lying if I wasn’t a little relieved that I can go
and rest for a bit. Blood isn’t my strong suit, and I really want
to check in on the children. Plus, I’'m exhausted from using all
that power and capturing Erin.

I still need to figure out what to do with her. I glance
around the room one more time before looking at Ragnar. “Are
you sure?”

“Yes,” he says, kissing my forehead. “We’ve got this. I’ll
meet you soon in our room when I can.”

“I’1l be there,” I breathe out before forcing my tired legs to
move away from my mate when I just want to sink into his
touch. I walk to the door, my guards at my back, and I pause
when I pass Callahan, who is helping lay down a female angel
who is passed out. I hand him a blanket, and we both tuck it
around her.

“She will be fine,” Callahan explains. “She was with the
Styx Court and was poisoned with Levi’s blood. The healer
extracted the blood, but she passed out. It’s common,
apparently. ’'m going to wait until she wakes to let her know
she is fine.”

“You’re a wonderful male,” I say quietly, looking into his
eyes. “I’'m sorry I didn’t come to see you more. I’'m sure you
heard, but things have been a little crazy recently.”

He smiles. “Breelyn told me you have been constantly
asking after me.” He softens his voice. “I didn’t have the heart
to tell her I can feel you are fine, and you know I am through
the bond we share.”

I search his eyes. “Have you told her?”

“No,” he replies, a tic in his jaw appearing. “I don’t know
how to explain how we have that bond without upsetting her.”

“Callahan,” T softly say. “It was life or death for us. She
will understand that, just like the alphas do.”

“So they know?”



“Yes,” 1 reply. “I told them, well, showed them, in my
thoughts the other night. They were pissed off, but more at the
world for putting us both in that position. Breelyn will
understand this. There is nothing between us like that, as much
as I treasure you as a dear friend.”

He nods, agreeing but clearly not wanting to talk about this
anymore. “Did you put Erin in the dungeons okay?”

His eyes darken with fading anger. “I did. She didn’t really
fight back or anything as I shut the door and locked it,
blocking her magic off and your vines. She didn’t fight at all.”

“I don’t think she’s fighting back after she lost that angel
of hers,” I reply. I feel sorry for her, even despite everything
she has done. I have to tell her the truth, convince her, and
help her heal somehow. But until the war is over, she isn’t
leaving that prison.

He nods, but his eyes track across the room, looking for
one wolf in particular. I follow his gaze to see Breelyn leaning
down, talking to a male angel. I don’t need to look at Callahan
to sense his jealousy and longing.

“Oh, Callahan,” T say. “I know what it’s like to love
someone and be unsure how they feel. Take the leap.”

“I’ve got things to do,” he tightly replies and bows to me
before leaving—and not in Breelyn’s direction. I know I
shouldn’t interfere with their love life, but all I want to do is
smack their heads together until they both have some sense. |
know they like each other, love even, and it’s just a matter of
one of them actually admitting to it.

Stubborn supernatural beings.

I head outside the temple, into the cold air and the bright
light of the morning sun. The steps are full of angels, some
sleeping or just sitting down. All of them watch me, their eyes
wary. I’'m sure it’s my alpha female title, the goddess part of
me, or the show of magic that has them fearful.

It doesn’t take me long to find Deimos, his mate Indra, and
Niall by the royal carriage. They are surrounded by their own
guards, a mix of uniforms and symbols. The guards let me



through as my own stay near, and I rush to Niall. He squeezes
me tightly, kissing the top of my head.

“I saw what you did with the barrier and the witch wolf,”
he tells me with a huff of a laugh. “And I’m impressed you’re
still standing.”

I chuckle. “Don’t test that theory. I’'m happy you’re okay
and here.”

“Same, Maiy,” he replies, hugging me tightly one more
time before letting me go. Deimos is looking between us, his
own clothes covered in dried blood like Niall’s and Indra’s. All
their eyes are haunted, and I know they lost good males today.

“How do you two know each other?” Deimos asks.

“That is a long story, my old friend,” Niall replies. “Maybe
when we have a drink in our hands, I will explain it to you.”

“What do the wolves even drink in this pack?” Deimos
questions me. “It’s old and I expect some alpha has a secret
trove of decent wine.”

“You’d have to ask the alphas,” I reply with a smile.

“Your city, and pack, is a lot bigger than I expected,”
Deimos replies, his eyes watching me. “I expect my children
to be saved when this is over. I will leave if it’s clear we won’t
win.”

“You have my word. I will do everything I can to help you
save them,” I reply to him.

“With a goddess on my side, how could we fail?” he
replies with a little humour. “Thank you for the tents for our
men. They will be thankful for a warm bed for the night.”

I nod. Our wolves set up thousands of tents all around the
castle, and each tent can house at least five angels. Apparently,
they were used in the early days of the city being expanded
and when there wasn’t enough housing. Other tents are just
made of stitched clothes, blankets, and rags.

Everyone’s going to have a bed tonight, and if they don’t
have a tent, some wolves are opening their homes for the
angels, anyway. I’'m proud of the wolves who are being open-



minded and listening to my mates’ commands. There are still
some who resist, and I understand their hesitation to let angels
in. Some of them are just stubborn and stuck in their ways.
Some feel like they would rather die than work with them, but
thankfully, only a small amount feel that way. The rest of the
pack wants to fight, to embrace change and change the entire
world. The angel king must fall. That’s a familiar thought I’ve
heard, a shared sentiment.

We climb into the carriage after the footman opens the
door for us. I sit by Niall on one side, opposite Deimos with
Indra at his side. The carriage soon takes off, rolling through
the quiet streets, the scent of death and fear still high in the air.

“I want to tell you both that I didn’t realise the new shield
wouldn’t let you in and I’m deeply sorry. It was my mistake, it
cost your males lives and I wish it didn’t happen. We had to
make a new shield with stronger magic...and it was too strong.
The only good part is that we are safe until we need to let the
shield down to fight,” I say.

“Magic is tricky to master, and you are young,” Deimos
states with haunted eyes, “and it always has a high cost. This
time, it was my fighters.”

“And mine,” Niall states. “But we all knew what we were
risking and what the prize could be at the end of this. We have
come here, and we are the last hope the world has left. This is
where it ends for everyone, one way or another.”

A shiver races down my spine.

“It must be very overwhelming, Mai,” Indra quietly says
into the silence.

“Say it,” Deimos commands of me, and my wolf growls
back.

“Her mates might not be here to say it, but I will. She is
the queen of this pack, and you never command a queen,”
Niall angrily states.

Deimos tightens his jaw. “I know you are judging me for
using some of my guards as a distraction. Don’t think it didn’t
cost me to send them out there, and don’t think i1t didn’t break



my heart to do so. Each one of those angels knew what they
were signing themselves up for. Many of them only cared
about getting their mates into this place and securing their
safety. Do you understand? I don’t need your judgment.”

“I wasn’t thinking that,” I carefully say. “And I understand
that we all make very difficult sacrifices for the greater good. |
have yet to have to make one that completely destroys me, and
I pray to the gods I will never have to before this is over.”

“Thank you,” he says with a sharp nod, looking away.
Indra takes his hand, and I swear I see a tear leave Deimos’s
eye.

“How is Serendipity?”” Niall asks, changing the subject and
trying to give them some privacy, as much as we can in this
carriage.

“She 1s fine, happy even. Phim is her best friend, and she
even hugs some of my mates...but she still ignores me,” I tell
him.

“She’s just stubborn. It’s not really about you, but what
you represent: change,” he tells me.

“I’'m not giving up, Niall,” I say firmly. “I know exactly
where she gets her stubbornness from, and it’s from me. So if
she 1s going to act like a brick wall, then I’'m just going to be
strong and steady until a door appears.”

He smiles at me. “I’m glad to hear that your mates are
being so accepting of her.”

I chuckle. “One of them, not saying who, decided to gift
her a sword and promised to teach her ways to destroy a male
in less than two seconds with it. So I’m not sure they quite
understand children yet.”

“A sword?” he deadpans with wide eyes. I nod and we
both laugh, even though I think it’s really sweet.

“Well, I suppose she does just need to learn to defend
herself, but I was hoping she would start around the age of
six,” he replies.



“Maybe seven,” I say with a wink. “Or sixteen, like you
told me once?”

“I was planning on secretly training you at twelve, and I
had a bow and arrows made for you,” he tells me. I rest my
head on his shoulder, holding his arm. Niall was right. I did
always have a dad and never knew it. I don’t know where my
biological father is, and I don’t care anymore. I have Niall.

We carry on through the city in near silence before we
come to the castle, and I sigh a breath of relief at being home.
There are already several guards and maids waiting outside for
us. All of them bow when I step out. I walk over to two of the
maids who I recognise from the castle. They are twins with
matching greying hair, and their names sound similar too,
making it nearly impossible for me to tell them apart.

“This is Niall, who would like to go and see Serendipity
immediately,” I say, introducing them. “And this is Deimos
and his mate, Indra. Please take them to a room and make sure
they have everything they could possibly need?”

“Of course, Alpha Female Mairin,” they both say at the
same time. One of the twins looks to Niall with a soft smile.
He smiles right back at her, and the look they give each other
1s new. For me, at least. Niall doesn’t date...well, that I know
of. The thought of him dating unsettles my stomach. “The
children are in the kitchens and making a terrible mess for the
cooks, who are not impressed.”

He laughs and her dark cheeks brighten. “Let’s see if I can
save the kitchen from them, then.”

“Of course, sir,” she says, bowing her head.

“It’s Niall, you are?” he asks, and they are both walking
away as I turn to Deimos and Indra.

Deimos looks at me. “I’m very tired, and I apologise for
my outburst. Today has been trying.”

“I understand and it’s forgotten,” I say. “Go, get some rest.
We can rest for a bit.”

He nods and heads after the other twin while the guards
stay with me. I head through the castle, winding through the



deep corridors and bookcases. This castle used to make me
feel overwhelmed and lost, but now there is nothing but calm
and peace in my heart as I walk through my home. This 1s my
home, and I never want to leave. ’'m getting to know every
little turn and curve, even if it feels sometimes like the castle is
moving itself, twisting and making it impossible to find the
same route twice.

The castle almost seems to direct me from where I want to
go when my hands run across some of the books on the
bookcase walls, begging it to help me. I turn a corner and
come to a well-guarded room. A very familiar room. It feels
like so long ago that I stood in this room and had my first real
conversation with Reine about my mates. She pretty much
chewed me up and spit me back out, figuring out everything
about me she needed to know without having to do anything. I
could really use learning how she did that. The guards open
the stained glass doors for me to step in, and they close them
behind me.

The beautiful painted ceiling looks so much more alive
than the fragile looking female on a bed in the middle of the
room. She’s tucked in neatly, the quilts absolutely still around
her outlined body, and it looks like she hasn’t moved in a very
long time. Her grey hair is spread around the cream pillow,
and there’s no makeup on her face. She looks so calm and at
peace, and a million miles away from the fierce female I’ve
known my entire life. Her hands are resting on her stomach on
top of the pale cream sheets. The floor around the bed is
littered with pink petals and silver coins that crunch as I walk
over them. The petals and coins are a traditional way of trying
to coax someone back from the brink of death. They’re given
to the sick, and the glowing stones are given to the dead.

I still remember all the glowing stones I put on Daniel’s
grave, which seems so long ago since I saw him. I miss him
and wish he was here to see all of this. To help with Jesper.
But he is with Mike now, and they are with the gods.

There was nothing I could do to save him, but I hope there
is something, anything, I can do to save Aunt Reine from this.
I sit gently on the edge of the bed and place my hand on top of



hers. Her skin is cold, freezing to the touch, but her chest still
rises up and down.

“I don’t even know what I want to say to you.” I blow out
a breath. “I’'m now the alpha female, just like you, and I wish
you were here to help guide me through this. It might be
selfish, but we need you. I need you. Your sons need you. The
pack does.”

Silence is my only reply. I very much notice that my hands
still have drops of dried blood on them, such a contrast to the
paleness of the sheets and her skin.

I clear my throat and look at her face. “The pack is on the
brink of war, Aunt Reine. Erin is in the prisons, and I don’t
know who to ask about her mother and who she is. She could
help us...but maybe not. I accidentally killed the angel she
loved, well, we both did. Our power explodes when we attack
each other. The shield is up around the pack, but we all know
that we can’t live in here indefinitely with an army outside. We
need to take them out and be smart. We need you.”

Still more silence.

“We’re all worried that you’re not going to come back to
us, that Soren’s death broke you. If that is your choice, then I
hope you say hello to my mum and watch over us. If there is
any part of you still in there, please fight. Please come back.
I’ve already lost my mum, and I’ve lost every female role
model that I’ve ever had...and it leaves me clueless how to
even look after my own daughter. I want you to meet my
daughter and see how special she is. I know you’d love her.
Come back, Aunt Reine. Please.”

The room seems so quiet when she never replies, and I
look down. I don’t know what I was hoping for, but if any of
my words help her come back, then this time was worth it. I
stand up and quickly use the bathroom to clean up, to wipe all
the blood off me until I don’t look too bad. I leave Reine’s
room, my guards trailing behind me on the way down to the
kitchen. I hear her little giggle echo up the corridor as I tell the
guards to wait at the top of the stairs, followed by Jesper’s
quiet voice responding. I smile to myself, happy he is out of



his room. I keep my footsteps silent as I go to the open door
and lean in the archway, looking into the room from the
shadows. Niall is tickling Serendipity as she tries to eat a
cookie. Her chuckles are like a reward for fighting so hard. For
today.

Jesper is trying to eat as much as he can before Trey beats
him. Both of them have a mouth stuffed with cakes and
cookies. Phim is spreading chocolate frosting on the cakes,
and she winks at me.

Serendipity notices me next, going silent, and Niall pauses.
She looks straight into the shadows, where I am not sure she
can see me, but she never looks away. I suspected Phim or
Niall to notice I’'m here with their senses, but Dip is young.
The boys too.

I walk into the room. “Hello.”

“We are making cinnamon and raisin cookies,” Phim tells
me with a tired huff. “You look tired. Why aren’t you
sleeping?”

“I’m not tired, but I am a little hungry,” I say.

“We were going to have chocolate chip, but there was only
enough chocolate for the frosting,” Jesper tells me, and I smile
at him.

“We need to get some imported soon,” I say, even though
it’s going to be a long time.

Trey comes over and hugs me tightly before letting go.
“I’m happy you’re okay. Everyone said you saved the angels.”

“I was there,” I say carefully. I look at Serendipity. “Hi,
how are you?”

She looks up at Niall, who gives her a firm look I’ve got to
learn. She seems to almost sigh, so much sarcasm in such a
little girl. “Do you want a cookie? I made them.”

She offers me a cookie, and it’s the first thing my daughter
has ever given me in her life, and I near enough call the cookie
a holy object.



I feel my mates’ joy and happiness radiating with my own
as my chest could burst with happiness. It’s only a cookie, but
it’s an olive branch, I just know it.

“Thank you,” I say. “I actually brought you something.”

“Come on, Trey, Jesper. I want to get some training in
before bed, and you both could do with working off the cake,”
Phim instructs. They both groan but follow her out, and I try
not to smile as I reach into my pocket and pull out a tiny book.
I kept it with me all through the fight, hoping it would bring
me some sort of luck or be a reason to fight on if I needed one.
To give her this.

She looks between me and the book before softly taking it
out of my hands. I nibble on the cookie as she reads the title,
struggling for the words, and then I tell her, “It’s a book of
fairy tales. Human fairy tales, but they are amazing.”

“I love books,” she tells me, and my heart swells. I went to
the library and asked for a book that would be suitable and
funny enough. It gave me this book. I used to read it loads to
Jesper and to myself.

“My favourite story in the book is the one about a little girl
who goes into the forest and finds everything she’s ever
wanted and wished for. Gold, food, warmth, and luxury, but
she was alone. It was all a trick, and when she comes home,
she finds what she truly wanted all along. Her family.”

She looks at me, her eyes saying a million different things.
Gods, she is so beautiful. “Will you read one to me?”

My heart pounds as I nod, and I take the book from her
when she offers me it. There’s two little couches in the corner
by the fire, and we all go and sit on them. I don’t take it
offensively when Dip doesn’t actually sit with me. She sits
next to Niall as far away from me on the couch as she can
possibly get, but she’s still close, and Niall seems to think it’s
a good breakthrough, if his eyes say anything. I start reading
the story to my little girl. One of many, many stories. I miss
reading so much. It feels like a lifetime ago that I was in the
foster home just reading books to escape my reality. After
everything that happened today, this 1s just what I needed. Just



a moment with my daughter to read a story and for it to be
absolutely nothing more than that. When the story ends, I
close the book and notice Serendipity has moved across the
couch. Her head is resting on my arm, her warmth soaking into
me, and she puts her hand over mine.

“Another one? Please?” she sweetly begs. I could never
tell her no. I start reading the next story, and by the third, she
is fast asleep, curled up under my arm. Silent tears fall down
my cheeks as I pick my daughter up and cuddle her into my
lap. Niall offers me a pale blue blanket, and I tuck it around
her before standing up.

“I’m going to take her to her room,” I say. ““You should get
some rest. After the fight and everything, you must be
exhausted.”

“So should you,” he suggests.

“Soon,” I say, snuggling my daughter closer. I head down
the corridor with Niall, and I keep breathing in my daughter’s
amazing scent of water lilies on a summer day, holding her so
close to me like I never have to let her go again. My mum used
to scent like water lilies too and some part of her lives on in
my daughter, as well as me. I know there will come a day
when I won’t even be able to carry her as she will be too big,
and I’m going to treasure every day I can do this.

I frown when I see who is leaning against Dip’s door.
Draycian straightens up, his eyes flickering from me to my
daughter, and I narrow my eyes back at him. “Another time.”

[ watch as he disappears into bright light, and I blow out a
breath.

“That’s a problem,” Niall quietly says, and I can only nod.
He opens the door for me, and I go into her small bedroom
filled with teddies and toys and paintings she has made
hanging on the wall. Her white sheets are now replaced, and
there’s a light pink sheet, with white stitched stars at the
bottom of the comforter. I softly tuck her into the bed and kiss
her on her forehead before watching her for a bit and going
back out to Niall. Five guards walk over from the other side of
the room and make a line in front of the door.



“I’m waiting in bed, mate,” Ragnar whispers down our
bond. It’s not sexual, but it’s a lure to get my ass to bed before
he carries me to it and forces me to rest.

“Goodnight,” I tell Niall, feeling so tired. I give him a hug
one more time before heading back to my room. My legs are
aching, and every part of me feels tired. I barely remember
climbing into bed, curling around Ragnar before falling
straight to sleep.



~Hrven



SILAS FALL

| WAKE up from a dream of Hades telling me repeatedly
that something’s wrong, then not to hurt her, and I have no
fucking idea what he was talking about. The room is warm and
smells like my mate. I smile, stretching my hand across the
sheet for her when something sharp presses against my neck,
and I go deadly still. I look up into the darkness, my eyes
slowly adjusting to make out Mai’s face as she leans over me,
holding a dagger to my throat. It’s not Morganis, but my own
dagger, and this is not Mai. Her eyes are nothing but pure
blackness coated with edges of wicked green. Her hair looks
brighter, but her skin has a dull colour to it, and she has such a
strange look on her face, one that I’ve never seen my Mai have
before. It’s cruel, ancient, and very, very immortal.

We must have been too exhausted today with the drain on
our magic, and she has used that to slip into Mai’s mind.
Persephone has taken control again. She’s naked on top of me,
but my body doesn’t react at all, knowing damn well that this
1s not my mate.

“Persephone,” I growl. “Give me my mate back.”

She laughs as a response, leaning down closer. She presses
the dagger more firmly against my neck, and I feel hot drops
of my blood dripping down. Every instinct to fight is battling
with my need to protect my mate. I don’t want to hurt her. I do
want to hurt Persephone for taking over my mate’s body and
mind, but while she’s in my mate, I can’t risk hurting her body
either.

“How hard it must be for the protective one to have no
control,” she teases.

“Give me my mate back!” I snarl.

“You really shouldn’t be making demands, and try thinking
past those possessive tendencies of yours and see the bigger
picture,” she all but coos, stroking her hand down my chest. It



feels wrong, like I’'m betraying Mai, and I’ve had enough. |
slam red shadows out of my chest, right into her, and she flies
across the room, slamming into the wall. My heart tears open
at doing that to my mate, but it isn’t her. I need to remember
that. I call my brothers, or try to, but everything is silent. The
pack and mate bond is tinted with darkness.

Her darkness.

She is using her power to block us away from the world.
The door handle jiggles before four guards rush in, shifted,
and they all growl as they search the room for danger.

“Oh fun, toys to play with,” Persephone says, standing up.

“Get out,” I command them. They warily look between
Mai and me, and they don’t know it’s not her. They do listen to
me and leave, and I stand up off the bed, going to the door and
shutting it to protect them from her. I pull the shadows in the
room around us, blocking us away from the world as I deal
with this goddess.

“I remember Hades doing that. It was one of his favourite
tricks,” she sighs, running her hand through the shadows.
“They never hurt me. They couldn’t. Like you will never hurt
your mate, even with me in here.”

I growl.

She runs her finger over her cut lip and stares at the blood.
“Oh, to be mortal and so breakable.”

“I don’t give a fuck who you are, Persephone. I want my
mate back, and you need to piss off to wherever you came
from. Hell, I suspect,” I bite out.

She sucks the blood off her finger and shrugs a shoulder as
she laughs. Persephone’s laugh is nothing like the sweet laugh
that I love to hear from Mai. I hate this. I hate that she can take
over her body so easily, and we only have to slip up a little for
this to happen. A tiny gap, that’s all she needed to take over.
“There are rules, and some rules should not be broken, alpha.
Hell or heaven is a place most can go to when they die. But
not us. Not after what we did. Not after what the Wolven gods
did to punish us.”



I frown at her, trying to figure out what she is talking
about. “What did you do?”

She looks between me and the wall next to her before
smiling. “We unlocked our leashes, and they punished us. All
four of us. Seven with the souls spilt.”

Seven of them...seven weapons. The Wolven gods.

“Don’t think too much, alpha. It’s not for you to figure out,
only she can. Make sure you tell her what I’ve told you when
she is back,” she replies with a calculating smile. “I’ve never
actually been against you or the idea of love you share. True
mates are so very rare and special. Not even the gods can
touch their connection. Zeus always did try, though.”

Cenwyn’s god. What a fucking lovely surprise.

“But Zeus had a weakness. He was always cursed with
one,” she says. “Have you not figured it out yet, alpha?”

“No,” I snap.

She smirks. “My mate had a bit of wolf deep underneath
the surface of his soul, even if he couldn’t shift into one
himself. He did command wolves, like any alpha could do. It’s
what alphas do, right?”

“As much as this conversation is interesting...I want my
mate back.”

She laughs as she picks up a shirt from the cabinet near her
and pulls it over her head. It’s one of mine, and it falls to her
knees.

“I find it impressive that you don’t even seem remotely
attracted to me.”

I glower. “You are not my mate. As much as my mate’s
body is beautiful beyond anything I’ve ever seen, it’s her soul
that I’'m in love with. It’s her that makes me hard, and you
never will.”

She hums to that. “I remember what love was once, but it
has been many, many years since I’ve felt that. Sometimes it
feels like a breeze, real but gone in a second. I’ve been trapped



for so long, it almost becomes difficult to remember who I was
before.”

Trapped? Does she mean soul bonded? She moves quickly
while I’m slightly distracted and presses something on a plain
wall. The floor spins with the wall until it’s the same wall but
the other side, covered in cobwebs and dust, and Persephone is
on the other side.

“Fuck,” I mutter. How long has this secret door been here?
This castle is too damn secretive. I search around the wall,
touching the grooves in the wallpaper before I feel an indent. |
push into it, and the wall moves with the floor, spinning us
into a new room. I use my power to light everything up in red
energy, showing me an old corridor that hasn’t been used in a
very long time. In the distance, I spot Persephone running
from me, and I chase after her. I turn around two bends,
through three empty cavern rooms before we come to the end,
where she is clearly leading me.

I nearly bump into her as I come to a stop, and she is
standing just inside the room, looking around. She raises her
hands and lets out spheres of green light. Seven of them, to be
exact, and they float to stone pillars, lighting them up the
second they touch. The room is flooded with green light, and
all I see 1s weapons everywhere and pedestals with soft green
cushions on top.

“You may think I’m the villain, alpha, and I’ve done a lot
of things that would suggest that, but perhaps giving me the
benefit of the doubt would be best for you now. The Wolven
Crown is the key, and the Wolven gods have the lock. The
seven are needed too. We are linked by them, and you don’t
have a lot of time to figure it all out.”

Persephone collapses to the ground, and I instinctively
catch her and pull her up into my lap as I kneel on the damp
stone, running my eyes over my mate.

I’m still running my eyes over her when she wakes up and
her beautiful green gaze locks on mine. I groan in relief.
“Thank fuck.”



“You’re hurt,” she softly says, sitting up and touching my
neck near where the cut is.

“I’'m fine, it’s nothing,” I tell her.

She frowns, looking around. “It really smells. Where are
we? What happened? I was sleeping...”

“Persephone happened,” 1 tell her. I gently repeat
everything that’s happened so far, her eyes widening at every
bit of the story, and she touches her cut lip that I feel guilty for.
She senses my guilt through our bond, even if it’s a little
dampened still. I can feel my brothers trying to get through,
and it won’t be long before they come looking for us.

She shakes her head, her eyes burning with anger and
possibly jealousy. “You did the right thing. That bitch.”

I soothe her by stroking her back. “I’m yours, Mai. Only
yours.”

She nods, but I can still feel the jealousy and anger riding
her. I carry on talking to calm her wolf down a little before she
shifts. “We let the barrier slip at the battle. I’'m sure that’s
when she got through and then just waited.”

“I felt her on the battlefield. It felt like she was pushing a
hot poker into my mind.”

She shivers and I frown. My mate is cold, and I’m sitting
here talking. “We should get you back to our room. It’s
freezing down here.”

“Let’s just see what she led us to first, in case we struggle
to find it again. I’'m okay,” she tells me, and I sigh. She does
have a point, but I still want to throw her over my shoulder,
take her back to our bed, and remind her that I’m wholly hers.

We both stand up, and she looks at the pillars. “Didn’t
know I could do that.”

I rub her back as we head further into the room. “It’s
strange here...like it’s—"

“Hidden,” she interrupts. “There was a shield of sorts
around this place, but what was it hiding?”



“There are seven cushioned pedestals,” I point out.
Seven. Always seven.

Mai holds out her hand and sends vines of magic to the
pedestals. When each vine touches the pedestals, they begin to
glow green, and something starts to appear on each one. We
watch the nearest one to us as Morganis appears, Iris and
Chaitala appearing on the other ones. The other four each have
their own weapon on them.

I feel my mate’s shock as we both look at one of the
pedestals. There’s a very familiar book sitting on it. I look
around at the weapons, instantly recognising their power, and |
know why we should have recognised that book in the first
place. “The book is one of the seven. All of the seven are
here.”

“A book isn’t a weapon like the others,” Mai replies.

I stare hard at the book. “Books are better than any weapon
in the world, stronger than any wolf or angel could be. I'm
sure it could destroy you by simply reading it.”

“Oh gods above, I did read it,” she mutters, and I kiss the
side of her head.

“If it wanted to hurt you, it could have. So could have
Morganis, Chaitala or Iris. There are myths of them sucking
souls out of wolves, killing humans with one touch. They
clearly don’t want you hurt.”

She nods in agreement. “But why?”

“I don’t know,” I frustratedly admit as we walk closer to
look at the others. There is a silver arrow, a gold axe and a
sharp-looking blue necklace.

I lift my gaze from the seven weapons to the rest of the
room. Every inch of the walls is lined with magical weapons,
and all of them feel powerful. They aren’t like the seven, but |
definitely think they could help in this war, because Hades
made them, and he has left tiny drops of his power here. I can
sense it.

“This room could save a lot of lives,” I say.



“Definitely,” she agrees, her eyes looking at the armoured
knights at the back of the room, rows and rows of knights’
armour. Black, shining armour with our symbol on the
breastplate.

Mai wraps her arms around me, holding me tightly. I pick
her up, and she wraps her legs around my waist. I watch her,
holding her in my arms. I could look at her forever and never
once get bored. It’s not just her beauty, it’s her. I start to spin
us around, dancing to no music and just holding her.

Her smile lights up my chest. She brushes some stray
wisps of hair behind my ear, reminding me I need a haircut.

The hint of desire in her scent makes any thought other
than taking her back to our room disappear. “We should go
back to bed, just a bit.”

I make sure that the others know we are fine and on our
way, so I get her alone for a bit. It might make me selfish, but
we don’t have forever, and I want this moment.

“That, my mate, is a very good idea.”

I carry her out of the room and enjoy the scent change as
her skin presses against mine. I’m never letting her go again.

I punch Ragnar hard, sending him crashing across the mat, and
my hand aches from the hit. He growls as he rolls to a stop,
and I shrug, getting back into position. “Your right side was
unprotected. Do better.”

“Bastard,” he replies, but he knows I’m right.

I look over to see Callahan talking with Breelyn and Mai.
The bastard angel still hasn’t come to us about what happened
with Mai, and I don’t like it. I’ve been debating with my
brothers how much time we should give him to be a man and
speak to us, but it’s gone on too long now. Mai is still worried
about it, and even though we do understand, this is a problem
between alphas and betas. He is my second-in-command, a
male I do trust, and I need to teach him a lesson.



“Callahan, you’re up,” I shout over. Ragnar looks between
us and shakes his head.

“Don’t break him,” Henderson suggests, walking past.
“Too much.”

“I disagree with that,” Valentine says to us all in the bond.
He sits behind the girls, working on riddles in his notebook for
Mai.

I smile as Mai tries and fails to peek in the book.

Callahan pulls off his shirt and throws it to the side. |
chuck a sword his way, and he catches it.

“You seem...mad,” he asks, starting to circle me. I stand
still, waiting for him to attack. For a moment, I block out my
mate through the bond. Callahan and 1 have unfinished
business. He strikes and 1 smoothly sidestep, spinning on my
foot and bringing my sword down. He blocks me, just like I
expected him to do, and I smirk as our swords clash, the metal
sound ringing through the room. He doesn’t pause, straight
back to the attack. Only years of training let me block it and
hit right back where he is weak. We are quite equally matched,
and he is well trained, but I am not just a wolf. With a bit of
my magic laced into my palms, only a little, I punch him hard
in the chest. He slips backwards, and the room goes silent. He
uses his wings to soften the blow and pants as he straightens

up.
“What the fuck was that?”

“I'm your alpha. Careful,” I growl, walking over and
attacking again. He blocks me, and I easily slip through his
defences, predicting his moves and smacking him hard in the
back. He stumbles and I knock him over. He picks himself up
and frowns, wiping some blood off his cheek where my sword
cut him.

“Silas!” Mai calls. Her voice is nothing short of a warning
tone that I plan to completely ignore.

I walk over and pull Callahan closer, my sword pressed
against his neck. “If you ever feed off my mate again, if you
ever give her pleasure like that, I will fucking kill you. The



only reason you aren’t dead right now is because you both
didn’t have a choice. You are my beta, Callahan, and you
should have told me. Told us.”

His eyes stay on mine. Guilt. Anger. But mostly, he knows
he should have told me. “You’re right, I should have done,
alpha.”

“A life for a life. You saved her, and this is me sparing
you. I’ve killed for less,” I warn him and push him away.

“How could you?” I hear Breelyn quietly ask as I turn and
see her standing in front of Mai.

“I’m sorry, it was—"

“I don’t want to hear it,” she snaps at my mate. A low
growl echoes around my chest, and Mai turns her gaze to me,
her eyes narrowed.

Fuck, she is pissed.
Double fuck, it’s making me hard.

She looks back at Breelyn, who has tears streaming down
her cheeks. Callahan walks right past me and to her.

Breelyn looks sharply at him. That is a look that would
scare most males, but Callahan doesn’t falter. That look, and
how strong she is, is why she is our beta. “Breelyn, let me—"

The slap rings through the room as her hand clashes with
his cheek. He snarls back at her and grabs her, throwing her
over his shoulder. She screams and kicks at him, but he
doesn’t let her go as they leave.

I clap my hands. “Well, now that is sorted—"

“Sorted?” Mai questions. Henderson, Valentine and
Ragnar quickly find somewhere else to be. “Gods, you are a
right bastard at times.”

I grin. “But I’'m yours and you love me. My possessive
wolf and all.”

She picks up Callahan’s fallen sword and walks into the
training ring, her eyes flashing with fury. “Stop talking.”



“Yes, my alpha female,” I taunt, bowing my head, and
when she strikes, her anger only has her underneath me
quickly, and I say sorry in the best way I can.

By making her moan my name with her mates watching.
Enjoying.



| \X/ALK DO\X/N the corridor towards the room with

the weapons, pulling a cart behind me. My muscles are
stretching from the brief break I took to run with my wolf
around the castle grounds, my alphas joining me in the forest.
The forest isn’t the same anymore, not with how many angels
are in the borders and how many fill the skies of our city. We
are getting cramped, but no one is voicing that issue when war
i1s so close. We all know we are outnumbered with the Levi,
and my mates are spending every hour trying to figure out
battle plans to give us an edge. We all know that there isn’t
much we can do.

I hate it.
Cenwyn will not win this war. He can’t.

I close my eyes for a second, pushing those thoughts to the
back of my mind. I have a job to do. I’ve spent the last five
days sorting out the weapons Persephone led us to and giving
them to our army and the angels. Deimos, Indra, and Niall
pass me by as they carry on taking down weapons from the
walls. They incline their heads before going back to their
conversation. It’s been nice to have them around the castle,
even if Deimos likes to run around the castle at two in the
morning to keep fit. Silas has been joining him. They are both
insane.

[ glance at the carts lining the room, and how many
weapons are in them. We think there are just under four
thousand magical weapons in this room. I’'m sure each one



was owned by someone in Hades’s army years ago. I head
through the room, to the secret doors we found on day two.
The room leads off to a long corridor with several domed areas
attached to it. We are working to get the weapons out of here,
and then angels are taking them as quickly as they can around
the city to all the wolves and angels, evenly spreading them
out between their best fighters.

I come to a grinding halt when I step into the room I left an
hour ago. Breelyn is right where I was, taking a big axe off the
wall and putting it into a cart. Callahan is on the other side of
the room, and he turns, sensing me here. I wasn’t using my
senses, and I should have as I would have known he came
down here. He nods at me and looks between us before he
turns away. [ blow out a breath and keep my eyes on Breelyn.

“Do you want me to leave?” I softly question.

I feel like I'm putting my heart out there for her, and I
wouldn’t be shocked if she stomps on it. I haven’t seen her
since what happened in training, and I don’t think I will ever
forget the way she looked at me. Like I was evil. I’ve tried to
discuss it with her by going to her room, but she never
answered the door, and I’m not going to make her talk to me.

She’s completely ignoring me, and I don’t blame her. |
made a mistake. I don’t feel sorry 1s going to cut it at this
point. I should have told her, not Silas, not in the way it came
out.

It wasn’t really a secret, not in my eyes, but I should have
known it would hurt her.

“No, don’t leave,” she says, and my chest could collapse
with relief.

I do notice something different as I walk in and pull my
cart into the middle of the room. Breelyn and Callahan scent
like each other, and it’s a deep connection, I’'m sensing. Not
quite a mating bond, but something has definitely changed. |
try not to smile at it, because I am very happy for my friends.

But right at this moment, I’m still terrified that I’ve lost
my best friend. I never knew I needed a female friend until she



was in my life, and despite our very rocky beginning, we were
close. She walks up to me and pauses. “Callahan explained
everything from the start, and I really hate that it happened.”

I gulp.
“I hate that you didn’t tell me when you had definitely had
the opportunity to. I think I was jealous, and I reacted worse

than I should have. I should have known you’d never have
done that without a damn good reason.”

“I should have told you, and I’'m so sorry for all of it,” I
tell her. “It’s not like that between Callahan and me, and it
could never be.”

“You’re good friends and that’s it,” she agrees. “Anyone
could see that.”

Callahan stays silent, but I can tell he is listening to
everything. “And you had no choice. You’d both be dead if it
didn’t happen.”

“It really did mean nothing, and I honestly didn’t treat it as
a secret. | showed the alphas, and they haven’t gone mad about
it because they can see in my mind, and they can see it meant
nothing. I just couldn’t let him die, and he needed to feed, and
there was no one else, nothing else to save him.”

“I forgive you, Mai,” she says, cutting off my rambling.
“Everything has gone to hell recently, and I love you. I know
you didn’t mean to hurt me, but you can forgive me for calling
Silas a dickhead.”

I chuckle. “No, I agree with that statement. Trust me, I told
him off for the whole thing.”

She smiles at me and looks over at Callahan but speaks to
me. “I’m sure you’re impatiently waiting for one of us to tell
you about the elephant in the room.”

I grin. “Are you two mated? I can’t tell, maybe because of
the angel-wolf mix.”

“We are promised. It is an angel tradition, and I am going
to ask you and the alphas for permission to take Breelyn as my



mate later today,” Callahan tells me. Breelyn blushes, and I
resist the urge to tease her a little.

“Well, my answer is yes, and I’m certain my alphas will
not mind me giving you the permission,” I say, knowing they
won’t.

“Good,” Callahan warmly says, bowing his head at me and
walking to Breelyn. They kiss deeply, and she clutches his
collar, and I look away.

After a minute, I clear my throat. “I know how awkward
you guys must have felt when I kissed my mates in front of
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you.

“Yeah, but times that by four,” Callahan deadpans after
breaking the kiss. “And now I see why the alphas always
growl at anyone who dared to interrupt.”

I laugh with Breelyn, who hushes him, and he smacks her
ass as she walks away. “Congratulations, by the way,” I tell
them both.

“Thank you, Mai,” Breelyn softly replies as we get back to
work. I’'m absolutely exhausted, as I’ve been doing this all
day, but it’s second nature as I unclip the leather straps on a
long broadsword. All twenty of them with fiddly straps.

“The seven are strange,” Breelyn says after a short while.
“It’s like they’re trying to talk to us all the time and lure us to
them.”

“What do they sound like?”” I question.

Callahan answers. “Like the most desirable voice you’ve
ever heard. For me, it’s Breelyn’s voice.”

“I hear Callahan too,” Breelyn admits. If the seven didn’t
totally creep me out before, they do now. I wonder which one
of my mates I would hear?

“Definitely me,” Valentine seductively whispers into my
mind. “There is no doubt.”

“Fuck off, it would be me,” Silas growls. I smile and try to
ignore their argument as Henderson and Ragnar get involved.



“Remember not to touch any of them,” I say, reminding
them both. “They like me, and they don’t hurt me or the
alphas, for that matter, but I’'m not going to test it on anybody
else. Who knows how it would react to an angel?”

“We won’t,” Callahan firmly replies. “We know it’s a trick,
and both of us are tired of those.”

“Good, because there are a few things I fear, and those
weapons are one of them. They are alive, they speak, and they
control things. They kill people,” 1 breathe out. “I can feel
their power, and it’s frightening.”

“It would be unwise not to be fearful of them,” Callahan
agrees. “Most of us mortals fear god magic for a reason. It
isn’t for us.”

“It 1sn’t indeed,” 1 agree. I finish unclipping the
broadsword from its leather straps and carefully put it into my
cart as quickly as possible. It weighs an absolute ton. I go over
near Callahan and start pulling off a row of hunting knives
clipped into the wall by moulded metal holders. He’s pulling
off arrows and putting them in the cart before he goes back to
help me with the knives on his side. There’s another thirty on
his side, by my guess.

“I’ve been keeping an eye on Draycian around the castle.
His males have left the city, but he just keeps appearing. No
one had a bad word to say about his males other than they
were silent,” Callahan tells me.

“He’s not always here, and he comes back, then
disappears,” Breelyn adds in. “I suspect, but I might be wrong,
that he needs to go to the city. He never wanted to leave.”

“Do you think he is bound to it in some magical way?” |
question.

She shrugs. “If he is, he wouldn’t let me know or let me
talk about it either way.”

“It still bothers me that he’s not demanded Dip,” Callahan
says. “This would be the perfect time, as we are all distracted
and busy, and he knows there is a war coming.”

“It bothers me too,” I admit.



“I think he 1sn’t a bad male, underneath it all, and if he did
that, there wouldn’t be a soul in this pack that wouldn’t call
him a monster and hunt him down when the war is over,”
Breelyn says.

“I’'m glad you’re both here,” I tenderly say. “I really don’t
want you to go back with him again.”

Callahan tightens his grip on the wall but says nothing.

It must be very difficult for him, and I don’t even try to
read his thoughts on it.

I feel Valentine’s presence before he steps into the room
and walks over to me, kissing me softly as a greeting.

“Hi,” I breathe out.

“Hello, mate,” he replies with a smile. I love seeing him
smile. I tuck some of his hair behind his ear, running my
fingers down his soft beard that is growing in. “You need a
haircut.”

He wraps his arms around me. “I liked the last one.”

“I bet you did,” I reply with a secretive grin. That was one
of our first moments...being seriously attracted to each other.
When he opened up to me and decided to change his ways. I'll
never forget it.

“But, you’re needed. The female you asked for is here, and
the witch is awake. She hasn’t eaten in days or drunk anything.
The healers are concerned that she might get sick if this
continues,” he tells me.

“Okay,” 1 say, agreeing. “l won’t actually go in there,
because she isn’t safe, but maybe speaking to her would help. 1
can’t imagine what it’s like to be in her position right now.”

“Who is this female you have asked for?” Breelyn
questions, rubbing some dust off her hands on a rag.

“Someone who might have known her mother years ago.
She is a friend of Reine’s and my mama’s,” I explain. “Her
name is Chastity Fall.”



“You’re hoping that she will listen? That Chastity could try
to turn her onto our side? Could we ever trust her even if she
did?”” Callahan questions.

“It’s not about that, but truthfully about giving her the
answers she has been looking for. I grew up living a lie in
Ravensword, and I know what it is like,” I reply. “She
deserves an answer. She deserves the truth.”

Breelyn nods. “Just be careful. She is a liar.”
“I remember who she is,” I carefully reply.

Valentine wraps his arm around my waist, and we head
through the passageways, which are now all lit up with
lanterns, and back through our bedroom and into the corridor.
We temporarily moved into another room, mostly because we
all feel a bit freaked out that this bedroom has a whole
network of tunnels right inside, most of which haven’t been
explored. Until it’s completely mapped out, none of us are sure
it’s the best idea to have that room to rest in.
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“You have a big heart, my mate,” Valentine quietly
whispers to me in the dim corridors of our home. “But be
careful who you take pity on. She may seem sweet, but [ am
certain she is nothing more than a witch with an excuse to be
evil.”

“I’ll be careful,” I tell him, leaning on his shoulder.

I know she 1sn’t me, but a part of me does sympathise with
her, a little more than I should do.

We go all the way through the castle, down to the
dungeons where Chastity is waiting for us at the top of the
stairs, blocked by the guards. She turns to us, a bright smile on
her face when she sees me. She bows low.

“It’s an honour to be called to help you both,” she says,
walking to me. “By the gods above, I wish you both the best
blessings. Your mating is a true reason to cheer.”

“Thank you, Chastity,” I tell her.

“So why exactly did you want me here?” she questions and
points back at the guards in front of the door. “This is the



dungeons, I think. Unless you’re locking me up for something
I’m not aware I’ve done, I’'m hopelessly clueless.”

“Nobody’s locking you up,” Valentine says with a rare
smile for another person.

I clear my throat. “I need you to look at someone and see if
you recognise her. She was one of us, born with a bond to the
gods. Her mum must have been pregnant around the time that
we all were conceived, but after us as she is the eighth.”

“By the sacred wolf,” she whispers. “I did not know there
was an eighth child born. We made a deal for only seven and
were told there were only seven possibilities.”

I’ve wondered that. How did Oisean bring an eighth into
the world if there were only seven weapons to do it?

It makes no sense.

“The angels and King Cenwyn have convinced her that
we’re evil. That we’re the bad guys and that her mother gave
her away and didn’t want her. I have a feeling that’s not true.
We don’t just give away our young. No one does that. We
protect them,” I say.

“This 1s true. There wasn’t a female in our pack who
would have given a young one away,” she agrees. “Especially
not if she fought for them to be god bound.”

“So, does anyone come to mind?”

She frowns. “I’m really sorry. There isn’t anyone I can
think of.”

“Maybe you might see someone in her,” I say, hoping I’'m
right.

“In return, would you allow me to see Reine?” she
questions. “The guards have always said no one but the alphas
are to see her.”

“I’'m sorry, you should be allowed to see your friend. It’s
been a bit mad here, and I’ll make sure to remind the guards
that you can come and go as you please,” I explain, and
Valentine nods in agreement.



“Thank you,” she happily sighs. “I was hoping I could talk
to her and coax her out of this. Maybe she would know who
the poor girl’s mother is.”

I bet Aunt Reine would know.

“Let’s go in,” Valentine suggests. The guards lead us down
the stairs to the dungeons where they open the three pad-
locked doors for us before we go in. The room is warm, kept
warm by a large fireplace in the centre, and the light from that
makes it cosy in here. It’s nice in here for a prison. There’s a
soft bed, even a little counter and a bathroom. I look at the tray
full of food just inside her metal cage. She is sitting on the
stone floor, her legs crossed, her face in her hands.

I can only sense pure, uncontrollable pain from her.

I’d think she was dying if she didn’t look fine. It’s her
heart that is dying.

“Erin,” 1 softly say, stepping closer. She slowly looks up,
her eyes bloodshot red from crying so much. She’s probably
popped all the wvessels. She looks so haunted, clearly
devastated. She looks at me for a second before she turns away
and faces the wall.

“You need to eat and drink. It’s no good for you not to,” I
say, well aware she is going to block me out.

I remember not eating when [ was captured by
Ravensword.

I saw it as a way to punish myself and my captor and to
pray for a quick death.

Glancing at Chastity, she sadly shakes her head, and my
heart sinks. Without Reine, there is no one left who could
know who she is.

“Let me walk you out,” Valentine says to Chastity, both of
us sensing that she wants to leave.

“Thank her for me,” 1 whisper to Valentine through our
bond as he walks up.

“Of course, my mate,” he replies.



“Erin,” 1 repeat her name to get her attention. “I don’t
know how many times I’ve told you this, but we’re not your
enemy. It probably doesn’t look like that because we locked
you up in here, but I’'m not against you. I’m trying to help you.
Trying to find out who your mother was, if you’ve got a
family still alive here, because there could be. Benjamin
wouldn’t want you to give up on life—"

She sharply turns her head to me, her eyes bleeding with
pain and anger. “You know nothing about what Benjamin
would have wanted. And who cares? He’s dead! The only
person who ever loved me is dead!”

“Erin...”

“No, you killed him...I killed him. He wouldn’t leave!”
she sobs and turns away. “He is gone!”

She cries, she screams, she pleads for the gods to bring
him back, and I listen to every sound until she calms down. |
don’t want her to be alone, despite everything she has done.

When someone’s heart is breaking, that’s when they need
someone to be there the most. Even if they don’t ask.

I use the only card I have left as I look at the food. She
isn’t going to try to keep herself alive. “We have his ashes in
our morgue,” I say, and we do. Someone dragged his body in
with others, and the alphas were told. This gets her attention,
and she turns on me. “I have his ashes in an urn made of green
moss stone. The stone is meant to give the soul peace. It’s a
tradition here to give the ashes to a loved one along with a
glowing stone so he can be sent to the gods for you to meet
again. The only condition I have is that you eat and drink, and
I will bring them here. You can hate me all you want, but it’s a
condition, nonetheless.”

She searches my eyes before she nods once and then turns
away from me. I stand up and leave, letting the guards lock her
away, and I hear her cries before they lock the door.



Wene

| LOOK DOWN at Serendipity and grip her tiny hand

in my own. She’s wearing a beautiful little pink flowery dress
that sparkles when the light hits it, and she has a pink bow
holding her blonde hair up. Her eyes, so similar to mine, look
up at me, and she smiles. Every smile is something I will
never forget. In the last two weeks, we have become so close,
and even though she doesn’t call me mama or mum or
whatever she wants, I know we are getting somewhere. My
own dress is silver with flowers making up the skirt, a tight
corset for the top half, and a long ribbon belt around my waist.
They match the silver ribbons in my hair that brush against my
back as I walk. Despite all the silver, I have brief hints of my
alphas in the little dark, shadowy red flowers that I pushed into
my hair.

“Why are you wearing silver?” Dip questions.

“This 1s an omega ceremony, and it’s custom to wear
silver, like the ancient ribbons used to bind us,” I explain to
her.

“I hope I have omegas when I’m older,” she says, sucking
on her thumb afterwards.

I lean down and kiss the top of her head, breathing in her
scent. “I’m sure you will. I’ll be right there to celebrate with
you, just like you are with me.”

She smiles around her thumb, and it’s too cute. Seraphim
and Breelyn are already in the library, waiting in the clearing
in front of the bookshelves. When I suggested where we



should have the omega ceremony and we started talking about
it, Valentine sent me a message to ask us all to come to the
library. The library had transformed itself into this beautiful
space, making it very clear what it wanted.

Silver bells, tinsel and star ornaments hang from the
ceiling and bookshelves. Soft, sparkling silver carpet now
lines the floor, and there is an archway of silver flowers,
ribbons and delicate icicles hanging off it. It smells lovely in
here, the old book scent replaced by the sweetness of the
flowers. Warm light fills the space, and 1 swear it sparkles
everywhere as I smile at my sister and best friend.

Above them, hanging high, are three large silver bells.
Apparently, they ring each time an omega is chosen and
accepted by the gods. Then the large bell of the city will ring
to tell the whole pack that there is a new omega of their pack.
This time, it will ring twice for both of them. Henderson
doesn’t believe there has been an omega of Fall Mountain
Pack in over a thousand years, and even then there was only
one. With an angel as our beta, we are making a lot of new
things happen, and I think it’s good for our pack. Without
change, we would freeze in time and be easily corrupted.
Change 1s good.

We don’t have long before the battle, a few days here or
there before we have to attack on our terms. The shield is
holding. That much is true, but people are restless, and we
don’t have enough supplies to keep everyone alive for much
longer and well-fed. After a count, we realised we only have
about two weeks left, and we need this fight to be on our
terms. Usually, everyone stocks up food for the winter, and
they hunt within the city borders, but the Levi destroyed a
sizeable portion of the crops in the attack and killed a lot of the
animals or scared the rest out of the city. Our wolves need to
hunt outside the pack borders, especially with all the angels
currently holding up here needing to be fed.

In our last war meeting, everyone agreed we need to fight
when we are strong. That we have the weapons, the numbers,
and there is a chance if we hit them strong. The only thing no
one is talking about is the Levi and how the numbers we can



see might only be a tipping point to the amount hidden from
our view.

My alphas stand near the door, and each of them runs their
eyes over me, a blazing desire spreading down our bond.

Henderson clears his throat and steps closer. He holds out
two silver flowers. “For my girls.”

Dip makes a little giggle noise as she takes the flower, and
he grins at her. I take the other one and slide it into my hair
before kissing his cheek.

“You’re so sweet, Hens,” I whisper.

“Trust me, none of the thoughts when I saw you were
sweet,” he purrs back before walking away, leaving me all hot
and bothered. Silas, Ragnar, and Valentine leave with
Henderson and close the door behind them.

“Can you put this in my hair, Mai?” Dip asks me, holding
up the flower. I notice right away that she is copying me, and I
love it. I tuck the flower into the soft curls of her hair.

“Dip, you look so pretty!” Breelyn tells her. Dip has even
won over Breelyn, who said once that she doesn’t like
children, but Dip is another matter. My daughter is going to be
so spoilt by her aunties growing up.

I walk over, and Phim gives Dip a small hug before putting
her on a white chair nearby so she can watch. She sucks on her
thumb again, and I glance at both of my soon-to-be omegas.
They’re also in silver dresses as beautiful as my own.

“You ready for this?” I ask them both with a smile. “Last
chance to back out and run away from a bond with me.”

“If T didn’t run away when you sent the maid with this
dress for me,” Phim says, arching an eyebrow, “then I’m not
going to now.”

“You look lovely though,” I say.
“I’d prefer leather,” she sourly replies, and we all laugh.

I look at Breelyn for her answer, and she smiles back at
me. “I met you when I was running away, and it cost me



much, as you well know. I saw you, a female forced to her
knees before an alpha, and knew in my heart we were kindred
spirits. Neither of us are ever going to bow again.”

“Never,” I agree, my eyes filling with tears. Gods, I'm
already crying.

Breelyn sneakily wipes her own eyes, and Phim doesn’t
tease either of us for it.

The library seems to groan, the bookshelves sounding like
they are moving in excitement. I smile at the room, at the
castle, which is more alive than I ever knew, and sit down on
one of the three cushions on the floor under the archway.
Breelyn and Phim sit down on the other two, making a triangle
shape, and I look down at the ribbons on the ground. Breelyn

goes to pick one up, to bind her arm to me, and I shake my
head.

“Let me,” I suggest. My power smoothly glides from my
chest in green vines, picking up the ribbons. I take hold of
Breelyn’s and Phim’s hands, and use my magic to wrap the
silver ribbons tightly around our joined hands until it feels
tight.

The ribbons glow silver, a bright light blasting into the
room around us, and I see Dip’s eyes widen in wonder.

“May the gods watch us and honour our pack. We call
upon the ancient bonds of friendship, love, and sisterhood in
this ceremony. I am the alpha female of Fall Mountain Pack,
and I wish to bind myself to Seraphim Fall and Breelyn
Ravensword Fall in this ceremony. Do you both accept?”

“Yes,” they both say at the same time. I feel the connection
instantly as silver swirls of magic spread around us, and I grit
my teeth as the light makes the omega mark on us all. I can
feel it being drawn on my hip. The mark isn’t very painful, but
it’s like a light burning. Everything grows so brightly silver,
and the wind seems to pick up around the room—in a room
that should not have any breeze.

The pain stops the second the bells ring, the high-pitched
sound echoing. Twice they ring out the sound before we hear



the bells outside. Silver petals fall from the ceiling, and I
joyfully laugh as I look at my new omegas. I swear I hear the
entire pack cheer in delight.

“I will protect you with my life, alpha female,” Breelyn
tells me with a sharp nod.

“Together, we will be at your side whenever you need us,”
Phim agrees. I feel their loyalty and love, and it brings tears to
my eyes. They mean every word.

Phim struggles to lift up her corset to look at the mark, and
I look too, once I figure out a way. A large silver moon makes
up most of the mark, with a circle around it and tiny little
wolves walking along the top of the circle. All of it is silver,
and it seems to glow, even the little swirls that curl around her
hip. Breelyn looks at her own, very similar to Phim’s. I lift
mine to see the same, but mine has wolves all the way around
the circle, and my swirls stretch all the way to my belly button,
curling around it. The silver is a stark contrast against the
black marks.

“The petals are so pretty!” Dip says, spinning around in
them, and we all watch her as we stand up. She looks like a
goddess herself, with all the petals falling upon her.

The alphas come into the library a little later, as we are all
dancing around with Dip in the petals. Callahan and Niall are
with my alphas, and all of them stop, wearing matching
smiles.

I chuckle and pick up Dip as I head over to them. Ragnar
is still looking behind me as he speaks. “I don’t think I’ve seen
Phim and Breelyn smile so much.”

“This feels right. Like we are complete,” I happily say and
smile at Dip, who yawns.

“How about we get you some food and some rest?”
Henderson suggests, holding out his hands. She all but jumps
to my mate and nods. “Will you make the sandwiches in bear
shapes again?”

“I can make dragons. How about that?” Silas says,
crossing his arms.



“Wolves are better, right, kid?” Ragnar questions.

“Why don’t you all make the sandwiches and let Dip
choose the best?” I suggest.

“Good idea, Mai,” Dip agrees with a big smile. Niall
chuckles low as they leave with Dip, Seraphim not far behind
them, and Callahan stealing Breelyn away.

“She has them wrapped around her tiny finger,” Niall
states. I completely agree, and it makes me very proud of her. I
also love seeing my alphas with my daughter and how they
might be one day with any children we could have together. I
can almost imagine a little boy running around with their eyes,
my cheeks and pout, and dark hair. Spending time with Dip
has made me want more children, a castle full of them.

Valentine tugs me to him. “Unless you have somewhere to
be, want to stay and ask the library for a book on the Levi?”

“We will stay,” I agree. It was always the plan to come
here and ask, and there is no better time than the present. The
library might outright ignore me, but we need more
information about them.

“I’'m going to train with my army,” Niall says, patting my
shoulder.

“See you soon,” I tell him as he leaves, and he waves a
hand.

Valentine and I go deeper into the library until it’s darker,
and it feels...well, more like the library down here. “It feels
really strange to ask you for things once again, but thank you
for the book on fairy tales for my daughter. It was exactly what
we needed to bond, and I suspect you know it. Thank you for
setting up the ceremony, that was beautiful. I already owe you
big time for that, but is there any chance you know anything
about the Levi and why they’re here? Anything at all could
help us.”

I’m about to give up waiting after ten minutes goes by in
silence, and Valentine looks down at me, parting his lips to no
doubt say the same thing when I hear a little wisp of wind in
my ears, and a book thumps to my feet. I look down and pick



up the book, feeling relieved. “Thank you!” It’s an old brown
leatherbound book that’s aged over time, and the crisp pages
have turned yellow.

I nod to Valentine, and we head down the stacks of the
library until we come to a little wooden table with two chairs
pushed into it, and a dim yellow table lamp hangs off the
bookshelf above it. I remember this place vividly because last
time we were here, Valentine made me come so hard that I saw
stars, and I’m pretty sure he enjoyed himself here too.

I like being here with Valentine. He’s so big and bulky he
seems to fill the small space up as he sits down on one of the
chairs, and I sit on the other, watching my handsome mate. His
dark hair is silky and falls just down past his ears, and his
short beard only makes him sexier. He looks up and arches an
eyebrow.

My cheeks burn as I look down, and I enjoy his dark,
amused huff. Damn sexy mates. I open the book and start
reading it the best I can. Most of it is paintings, and what is in
writing 1s in the old language of the gods. It takes my mind a
few attempts to guess at words and, to my surprise, Valentine
helps me by reading some of them here and there. The first ten
pages are about the author and his life, and none of it is useful
or about the Levi at all. I'm starting to wonder if the library is
playing a joke on us when the author writes about the gods
talking to him.

“Do you think he went mad? He sounds crazy at this
point,” I say to Valentine.

He hums in agreement. We carry on reading, which turns
into rambling more than any solid sentences. The author says
the Levi are punishments from the old gods.

“I believe he means from the Wolven gods, Mai,”
Valentine suggests. I agree.

“The Levi are here until the balance is reset,” I say out
loud, reading the last real sentence of the book. Everything
else is unreadable scribbles until there are simply blank pages
left with old blood dotted on them.



“I suspect the unnamed author met with a bad ending,”
Valentine says, closing the book. It instantly disappears in a
flash of light.

Valentine picks up my hand off the table, and he starts
running circles around my palm, comforting me. “We will
figure it out.”

“I believe we are just missing something. I wish my mum
was here so I could ask her about the Wolven gods,” I say with
a sigh.

“I’d have loved to see her again, too. Did I ever tell you
she got all of us to come to your house one time when you
weren’t there?” he tells me, his lips tilting up. “It wasn’t long
after our first kiss, and I’m sure she scented something, or she
just knew.”

My eyes widen. Even now, I feel a little embarrassed, but
he carries on. “She made us drinks and then sat at the head of
the table with such a fierce look on her face. Your mum made
it clear if we hurt you, then she would tell our mum and they’d
both make our lives hell. They’d agreed on it beforehand.”

I chuckle. “I can’t even imagine her doing that. You are
alphas!”

“But she was your mum and damn scary to a kid,” he
replies with a cool laugh. “I told her you were our family, our
female, and one day you’d be our mate. We had decided it.”

“You had, huh?” I say with a smile, and he winks at me.
“What did she reply?”

He laughs. “That we’d be very damn lucky if you would
put up with us all. She was right.”

“I’m the lucky one,” I say softly, climbing out of my seat. I
walk around the table and step in between Valentine’s open
legs.

I kiss his jaw ever so tenderly, enjoying the swift change in
his scent. I kiss my way to his soft lips, which part under the
pressure of my own. He lets me control the kiss for all of a
second before he takes over, deepening the kiss and picking
me up in his arms. He pushes me against the bookcase on the



other side, shaking it hard, and books fall down, but neither of
us notice.

He bunches my skirt up, feeling that I’'m bare underneath,
and he gives me a dirty grin. “Naughty wolf.”

His words send a buzz through me as he lowers himself to
his knees. I arch my back as he holds me in place against the
bookcase and presses one kiss on the inside of my thigh as he
puts my legs on his large shoulders.

Then he devours me in the way only a wolf can. I cry out,
slamming my hand over my mouth at the first lick of his hot
tongue. He sucks, nips, and licks my clit until ’'m shaking
with the need to come.

Ragnar steps in behind Valentine, his eyes on me. If
Valentine knows he is there, he doesn’t stop. He speeds up. I
cry out, coming hard as Valentine sticks his tongue within me
to feel it. Ragnar’s eyes burn with lust as Valentine lowers me
and undoes his belt, and I stand 1n a bit of a daze.

He looks at Ragnar. “Watching or playing.”

“Bit of both,” he replies, rubbing his hand across his hard
length in his trousers. I tighten around nothing.

Valentine cups my jaw and kisses me, forcing me to taste
myself on him. Gods, I actually like it. ““You’re mine first.”

“Am 1?7 I tease, running my hand over his hard cock and
stroking him once. “There seems to be a lot of talking and not
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I squeal as he lifts me in the air, carrying me to the table
and bending me over it face first. [ barely get a chance to hold
on to the edges before he thrusts into me and groans, a
masculine groan of pleasure. I sigh at the feeling of him, how
full he makes me and how my body all but purrs for him. He
thrusts into me again, hard enough to shake the table. I lose
track of time, of anything but his thrusts as he fucks me hard.
We both chase our pleasure, and Ragnar steps in front of me.
He unzips his trousers and looks at me, a silent question. We
haven’t done this before, but I’'m a fast learner.



I stroke his cock into my mouth, and Valentine digs his
fingers into my ass as he fucks me hard from behind. The
motion easily glides me up and down Ragnar’s cock, not all
the way as he is too big, but from the groan Ragnar gives, I
assume it’s enough. I don’t care anyway, not when I’'m this
close to coming. Valentine growls, getting faster, and I know
he is close, too.

“Come over my cock. Squeeze me with your tight pussy,
Mai,” Valentine commands, and by the gods, I do. Pure
pleasure locks up my spine, and Valentine comes hard in me,
his hand digging into my ass. Ragnar grunts seconds later,
pulling out of my mouth and coming on the floor with a long
groan.

I breathlessly lie down as Valentine pulls out of me and
picks me up, sweetly holding me as he sits down on the
ground. We all take a second to get our breath back, and when
I look to my left, there is a bucket and clothes. The library is
kinky...I’m not sure if I like it.

Either way, we have to do that again.

Valentine’s and Ragnar’s deep chuckles fill my mind until
Valentine speaks. “Oh, my sweet mate, we will.”



Tow

THERE ARE SO many strikingly bright colours

when I open my eyes that it’s like looking at a million
butterflies spinning around a room of gold. It takes me a
second to adjust to everything to realise that the colours are
ball gowns, silky dresses, and spheres of lights hovering across
the beautiful ballroom above the dancers. The floor is made of
pure gold under my feet, and the domed room has massive
arched windows that overlook nothing but clouds outside. We
must be high up. People dance effortlessly, beautifully, along
with music that I have never heard before. I don’t think I’ve
heard anything played so unforgettably addictive. 1 feel like
I’'m lucky to be remembering this part of the past, to even be
seeing it.

My eyes cast straight across the room to Hades and
Persephone as they dance around in the centre, so many eyes
on them. The others are pretending to dance, but their gazes
give them away. | can see why they are staring. Even in a
room full of gods, they stand out like stars. Persephone’s
wearing a beautiful black dress with thousands of tiny silver
stars in the lace. She looks like a galaxy, spinning around in
time. They are the only couple wearing black in the entire
room, for the other males are in white suits, their females in
colours, but Hades is completely in black. His tuxedo has a
black tie and shiny dark shoes that suit his dark hair.
Persephone’s own black dress is a complete mimic to his, like
they were made for each other. The gown spins as Hades
twists her to the music, and they move together like they were
created for each other.



Soul mates.

It’s how I feel with my alphas. I truly believe that our souls
choose our mate way before we are ever born. She really is a
jewel in this crowd, and it’s hard not to stare at them both. |
watch Hades, feeling how familiar he is, a dark shadow to my
mates’ souls. I have a feeling most of the people in here are
gods, because they are all beautiful, enchantingly so, and there
is something about them that makes me feel like I’ve seen
them before. A few of them I recognise from the statues in my
home.

Shifters and angels are beautiful, designed to lure people
in, but gods...they don’t have to lure anyone. Mortals would
just fall to their feet and pray for a second look. Maybe my
alphas are like this. Maybe we all are. An extremely handsome
gold-haired male stands upon the grandstand at the front, the
orchestra behind him. He places his hands in the pockets of his
white jacket, and lightning flashes across a cloud-filled sky
outside, turning everyone silent, and the music cuts out
instantly. It takes me a second to really look at the people
playing in the orchestra and how they are frozen in place, their
eyes empty of life. I gulp at the disgust filling my throat.

It’s easy to forget what the gods are when faced with their
beauty, but when faced with their actions, I can see nothing but
death. They are death, each of them. The male holds his hand
out, and a gold spinning object appears, floating above his
hand. It’s made of metal rings, all of them connected together
but spinning continuously. They are shining bright gold and
green light into the room.

Everyone in the room goes deadly silent.

“Welcome, fellow gods. It has been too long since we have
gathered...even if not all of us are here,” he states, his voice
echoing. He is Zeus, | realise, putting everything together. I
hear some snorts in the crowd and murmurs of him being a
murderer of gods, and that’s why they don’t gather. Some
claim he is mad. All of them go silent when he carries on
speaking. “I’m glad you all decided to accept my invitation.
I’m sure, as are you all, that you know what this is.”



The crowd stirs. “The famous Apple of Discord. This will
give us the power to be immortal without the Wolven gods’
control over us. This is our freedom. I will lead us all to
freedom. Who’s going to be brave enough to come up and
receive this gift? I have already freed myself.”

No one moves. Everyone is completely and utterly silent
until a bewitching woman steps out of the crowd. She has
long, beautiful black hair that hits the floor, and everything
about her is smooth, curvy, and stunning. I recognise her from
the statues. This is Peitho, the goddess that was bound to
Adira’s soul. Even though she isn’t Adira, she certainly carries
herself in the same way and gives off the same feeling. Her
dress, which isn’t much fabric at all, is a dark purple colour
and wrapped around her to barely cover her breasts and below
her waist. As she steps in front of Zeus, she looks over at
Hades for a second. They were lovers once, before he met
Persephone. And Persephone knows it. She sneers at Peitho,
who sharply looks away. Hades doesn’t even acknowledge her.
Zeus kisses her softly on the cheek, his eyes watching Hades
before taking her hand and putting it on the apple before she
can say a word.

She glows a mixture of gold and forest green for a second
before she steps to his side. I don’t notice any kind of change.
Maybe it’s something only they feel, but a ripple seems to go
through the crowd.

“We will be next,” Hades commands, his deep voice
cutting through the crowd like smoke. Shadows wrap around
every step he takes through the crowd, Persephone at his side
until they come right up to the Apple of Discord and stand in
front of Zeus. He is smart enough not to kiss Persephone on
the cheek. I’'m certain Hades would kill him for it. Hades nods
to his mate. They both share a look. Zeus is looking at her too,
the affection he feels written on his face and the lust too. She
barely notices him either; for her and Hades, they might as
well be alone. This must be when they got free from the
Wolven gods, like they planned. Part of me feels sorry for
them, bound to someone else when they want to be free.



They join hands and place both their hands on the apple at
the same time. The gold and green light floods over them, and
they both smile wildly at each other like it’s solved all their
problems before stepping to the side. Just as one of the other
gods starts to walk forward, the ground shakes hard, knocking
them all over to their knees. There’s barely a scream before all
the gods on the dance floor are wiped away in a blast of green
light that leaves nothing but dust in its wake. I stand still in the
middle of the dust as Hades and Persephone stand, Peitho and
Zeus next.

Their eyes widen, but it’s Persephone who I look at. The
look of pure horror on her face as she looks at her mate, her
love, and realises that they just made a terrible, terrible
mistake.

I wake up slowly, blinking my eyes to see Henderson’s
face right in front of me. He is fast asleep, so peaceful and
handsome. I sigh. I lightly run my fingers down his cheek,
careful not to wake him up, feeling warm sunlight on my back.
Or it might be Silas I’'m feeling. I’'m pretty sure it is Silas, as
something hard pokes into my backside. I would have thought
he had enough of me last night with all of them, but even
though I’'m a little sore, I don’t doubt they would be ready to
start over if I said the word.

We can’t get enough of each other. I don’t think I ever will
do.

Valentine is on the other side of Henderson, his light
snores echoing around the room. Ragnar is on the other side of
Silas, his foot touching mine. I roll over onto my back and
look up at the ceiling. This ceiling has been painted like an
aquamarine ocean wave brushing across the dusty yellow
sand. It’s gentle and peaceful, little starfish and footprints on
the sand. Peace. It feels so far away, because even now in this
silence, I can feel my pack waking up with the sun and saying
goodbye to their loved ones, sending them into the middle of
the pack or to the castle. Last night was our time to say
goodbye and promise we will see each other again. One way
or another, no matter how tomorrow ends.



“Morning,” Henderson grumbles, tugging me closer and
resting his head on my bare chest. I stroke his hair softly.

“Morning to you,” I breathe out. Silas, Valentine and
Ragnar slowly wake, all of us tired from not enough sleep. It
was sleep or sex, and I can’t say any of us were responsible
last night when we chose sex.

Twice.
Okay, three times.

I smile, the memories flickering across my mind. I doubt
any of us could have slept anyway, with how worried we are
about today. Our pack wolves are going to die. There is no
way to avoid it, but we are definitely going to take as many
angels and Levi down as possible. Cenwyn has no idea what is
going to hit him. I show my alphas the dream, showing them
everything that I saw with Hades and Persephone. They’ve
seen every dream like I have, but none of us knows what
exactly we’re being told, other than the fact that they made a
big mistake unbinding themselves from the Wolven gods.

“Mai, I don’t have any answers for you other than I liked
Hades’s suit,” Henderson says, sitting up.

“I liked her dress,” I smile just as there are three sharp
knocks at the door. Silas groans and buries his head under the
pillow in response. Ragnar is already sitting up, drinking a
glass of water, and Valentine is grumbling as he goes to the
bathroom, making it clear he isn’t getting the door. I roll my
eyes at them all, climb out next, and pull a spare blanket off
the floor, wrapping it around me. As Henderson pulls on some
trousers, the door is knocked again, and I quickly go to it,
peeping my head around the door as I open it.

I’'m surprised to see Breelyn there. I’'m more surprised to
see her in a beautiful crystal white dress that hits the floor and
is strapless. There are crystal beads in her hair to make a
headband with some braids, and the rest fall down her back.
She looks absolutely beautiful.

“Fighting in a dress isn’t something I’d recommend. I did
the last rite test in one, and it was just annoying, but it was a



tradition,” I point out, and she laughs.

“I did think you were mad to wear a dress,” she says,
arching an eyebrow. “But I’m definitely not ready for the
fight. Callahan and I decided last night that we want to
become mates before the battle. I know we don’t have a lot of
time, but it would mean the world to us if you five would
attend and one of you do the priest’s job.”

I nod with a big smile. “There is always time for some
happiness. Of course we will be there, but it will have to be
like right now.”

“Congratulations,” Henderson says, stepping behind me in
nothing but trousers. “We have half an hour. Do Seraphim,
Trey, Jesper, Niall and Dip know?”

She shakes her head. “They are already in the safe room,
and Phim said she can’t deal with romantic shit when she has
kids to convince to stay in the room. Niall and Deimos are
already with their men, giving speeches about today’s battle.
Really, I just want you four there. I understand why Phim
might not want to see a mating ceremony.”

We all do. After her past with matings, it might be too
much for her. Plus, I’'m sure she has her hands full with the
kids.

“Where are we going, then?” I question, an excited thrill
spreading through me. I thought they would mate soon, and
truthfully, it’s a long time coming, and I can’t wait to see my
best friends mated. They are soul mates.

“On the balcony that looks over the waterfall by the
library,” she tells me. I wonder why she chose that place.

“Okay, I’'m going to get dressed and be there quickly,” I
tell her.

She inclines her head, a joyful smile on her face. I don’t
think I’ve ever seen Breelyn this happy. I shut the door after
she walks away and look around to see Henderson is already
putting on his leathers for battle. Valentine comes out of the
bathroom, fully dressed for battle, and clips on some knives to



his thick thighs. Silas finally gets out of bed and heads to the
bathroom, stomping the entire way.

Ragnar uses the other bathroom, and I go in after him, both
of us getting ready together. Ragnar helps me braid my hair
and clip it into a tight bun so it’s not in the way. My leather
clothes have been changed a little so I can carry the seven on
me into battle. There is space for the sword, arrow, and dagger
on my hips.

Ragnar pulls out a dagger from his pile. It’s a delicate
double-bladed dagger with a gold handle in the middle and
tiny diamonds making a moon shape in the centre of the
handle. “When I was a kid, mum gave me this. It was the only
thing she had from our biological father who ran out on us.
Mum said she gave Henderson something else, but this was
mine, and I never once knew what to do with it. I left it here
when we went to search for you, and now I look at it...I want
to remember it as a gift from my mum not him. Take it, and |
hope mum is with us today. I want her to protect you if she is.”

I take the dagger and kiss his cheek. “For the record, your
biological father was an idiot.”

He laughs. “Now we know where Hens gets it from.”

“I heard that, prick!” Henderson shouts from the other
room. “And why did you get a fancy dagger and I got a pen!”

“Eavesdropping is fucking rude!” Ragnar shouts back.
“And I’ve always been the favourite.”

I laugh at them both and clip the dagger into my belt where
there is space. After we all dress, we head straight to the
balcony where Callahan and Breelyn are already waiting, her
hand in his, and he is dressed in his black armour with the Fall
Mountain Pack symbol on his chest. Callahan looks proud, but
I suspect it’s a lot to do with Breelyn, and that’s so sweet.

“Morning,” I say with a smile.
“Alphas and alpha female,” Callahan replies.

I hit his shoulder before hugging him. “Congratulations,
my friend. You both deserve this.”



I hug Breelyn next, and she whispers softly to me, “My
dad told me I should always wear white when I decide to
marry the male that I’'m in love with. I didn’t wear white at my
forced mating, and he knew. We both knew. I wish he was
here, but I know he’s watching down on me and Callahan, and
I know he would have loved him as a son. He might not be
here, but you are, and you are my family, Mai.”

I nod slightly at her. “You’re my family too. Both of you.”

I’ll never forget that I took her father’s life, that I was
forced to, but his sacrifice saved her life, and I would never
have gotten to know what a brave, beautiful and strong wolf
she is without that terrible day. He will not be forgotten.

“Would you let me do this ceremony?” Valentine asks,
stepping forward, surprising us all. I didn’t think he’d
volunteer.

“It would be a great honour,” Callahan agrees, and Breelyn
shyly nods. They stand in front of the waterfall in front of
Valentine, and I help Valentine tie black ribbons around their
joined hands before stepping back.

I can’t stop the tears in my eyes as Valentine starts.
Callahan and Breelyn might as well be alone as they stare at
each other, a million loving, joyful, and beautiful feelings
crossing the distance.

“May the gods bless this union and watch over the mating
of these two souls,” Valentine says, his voice echoing. “I call
upon the old and new gods to bless this couple and to join
them in magic.”

The ribbons tighten on their own, and silver symbols
appear all over the black ribbon. “Please say your vows.”

“I, Callahan Fall, promise my soul to yours. May all the
gods watch down on us,” he says, and Breelyn’s cheeks are
wet with tears. She says the same with her name.

The space seems to pause, and a bright light shines around
the couple before the ribbons burn away. The second the last
part of the ribbon is gone, Callahan grabs his mate and kisses
her deeply.



I wipe my cheeks, and Silas places his hand on my back.
Valentine walks over and softly smiles at me. “I hope there are
many matings when this war is over.”

I chuckle through my tears. “Not too many, or I’ll end up
an emotional mess.”

“I’m sorry to interrupt this beautiful ceremony,” Silas says,
but I suspect he is bored with this now. Callahan glowers at
him after pulling away from his mate. “But you are both
needed as betas. Today we go to war.”

Callahan and Breelyn look at each other before back to us.
“To war.”

“We will survive this,” I firmly say.

But none of us can do anything about the nervous tension
in the pack, in the very air around us.

None of us say a word because we can’t promise each
other anything. I look at my mates, wanting to be alone with
them just a second longer before we have to fight.

“For our mates,” Ragnar says into the silence.

Callahan looks up at us. “For our mates. For our pack. For
a future.”

He and Breelyn leave quickly to make the most of the
short time they have and to get dressed after, I suspect. I feel
Breelyn’s eyes on me as she walks away, and I nod to her,
telling her to go and enjoy her new mate. They will be fighting
at my side today, in the battle, and there is no one else I would
trust to have my back. Maybe Seraphim, but my sister is
needed elsewhere. I couldn’t leave the castle at all if I didn’t
know she was here to protect Serendipity.

I wish I’d held my daughter one more time last night.
Kissed her cheek one more time. Read her one more story.

“No matter where we run, we will find each other again,”
Henderson says down our bond to us all. The words we have
said so many times to each other, the words that bring us back
together time and time again, no matter what the world throws
our way.



“I’11 be there fighting at your side until the end,” I tell them
out loud. My alphas move to stand around me, their heads
bowed to touch mine, and I just embrace their scent, their heat,
their comfort.

I send a message, not only to my mates but to our entire
pack. Making sure every single wolf hears it, young or old.
“We endure the fall and rise in the ashes. Fall Mountain Pack
does not surrender, but we bite back.”

“We rise,” our pack echoes back to us, and I swear our
wolves feel stronger as the two words repeat.

Silas kisses my cheek. “By the way, I love you. I will
always love you. Always have done no matter what the day
brings.”

“We all echo that,” Ragnar whispers to me, kissing my
lips. Henderson kisses my other cheek, and Valentine pulls me
to the side, kissing me much deeper than Ragnar did, until my
toes curl. His chest vibrates with a growl at my scent, and I
force myself to step back, out of his arms.

My cheeks are still warm. “You all are my soul mates, and
we will fight him. We will defeat him. Now go and get our
wolves ready, alphas.”

They each say goodbye before leaving, and I can feel how
much they want to turn back and hold me through this entire
war. But we can’t do that, our pack needs us. We have to lead
by example and show them we will fight at their side.

“I love you and will be with you soon after I get the
seven,” I whisper to them as I turn the opposite way and head
to the secret room. Five guards trail after me, out of the
shadows the alphas hid them in, and I smile at my
overprotective alphas. Walking quickly, I go straight into the
room with the seven and tell my guards to wait outside. The
fewer wolves around these weapons, the better. Who knows if
one of them might fall for the lure? They don’t need to be in
here.

All of them are glowing, the light throbbing like it has a
pulse. I barely step into the circle before a blast of magic



crashes out around me. It doesn’t hit me, but it spreads across
my body like elastic that I can’t feel before spreading behind
me. It makes a shield all over the area, white and bright. Green
magic, shaped like water droplets, falls like rain down from
the centre and into the middle of the seven weapons. Out of
that green magic, an outline of a female appears until there are
seven beautiful ghost-like women standing in a circle, their
hands all connected. They each wear the same dress, but even
like this, I can see they are all very pretty and from different
backgrounds. Maybe similar ages, though. They are all young.
My eyes widen as I realise who I’m looking at. They are The
Seven female sacrifices, the souls within the weapons. Their
voices seem to speak into my mind, but their mouths move at
exactly the same time.

“Every god was born a mortal,” they whisper, their joined
voice so sweet and childlike. It reminds me of Dip, and I
wonder if they use that voice to make me trust them. Gods
were mortals? “They were unusually perfect mortals, favoured
and loved by their families and villages. The Wolven gods
decided to bless and give beautiful powers to the mortals to
help save their families, their villages, and towns. The mortals
were dying, and there wasn’t enough magic in the world to
help save them on their own. The new gods had powers of
healing, powers of death, weather, of growth and fertility, and
so much more. All powers that could push humankind to a
different level, to make mortals so much more than they could
be on their own. To help. They were created to guide mortals,
but they were always owned by the Wolven gods. They were
told their magic and lives would be taken back whenever the
Wolven gods chose, whenever they felt their task was done
with the mortals.”

She pauses and a soft breeze floats around the room,
bringing with it the sweet scent of sugar as I try to process
everything they are telling me. “What are the Wolven gods?”

“They are time. They are fate. They are destiny. They are
magic shifter energy and the many, many millions of words
that have been used to explain them. Their true name could not
be spoken by god nor mortal,” they reply together. I walk
closer, the light shining upon me. “The only thing they did not



have was the long-sightedness of what they created. The
Wolven gods wrongly assumed the gods they’d created like
children would always be happy under their rule and would
never rebel and wish to create their own fate. But they did, and
there was a price.”

“I saw this. The Apple of Discord freed some of them, and
the Wolven gods killed the rest,” I say.

“The Wolven gods interfered, but that wasn’t the price,”
she replies. “Only they may speak the price.”

“How do I find them?”

“The Wolven gods wanted to make sure that the gods left
did not harm the balance of the world, so they blessed five
families. Five mortal families with the power to contact them,
to be a direct link between our worlds and, in return, they will
be kept safe and blessed. They do not live in our world, but
they touch our world now and then. This connection can be
found in the bloodlines of those descendants from such a long
time ago.”

“Why are you here telling me all this?”’ I ask.

“When the seven are all together, our power is strong
enough to push into this world from our mortal bound objects.
We are created the same. We are the same.”

There is so much sadness in the voice. “I’m sorry.”

“Be sorry for those who are bound to life but not living,”
she breathes out into the room. “We are helping you because
we know there is a chance for our own freedom. When we
were created, the first of us, Morganis, was dying. This was
her last chance, but not for us. The rest of us, it was not that
simple. We were not virgins or unhappy or dying. We were
owned by our gods, yes, but we liked life. We were forced into
these mortal bound objects and used. We know you understand
what it is like to be trapped and used by those that should
protect you, Mairin.”

I do.

“As time went on, when we were lost from the gods, we
were abused and used by mortals until we lashed out at



mortals, wolves and angels alike in our anger and hate. We
took their souls, their emotions, so we could feel alive. We lure
those strong souls to us even now, just to feel mortal
emotions.”

The lust for emotions, for feelings, makes me feel
uncomfortable as much as I feel sorry for them. They aren’t
good or evil, but a mixture of both.

“We have never been freed, all these years, just like them.
Their curse is ours. We cannot be free until all the gods are
gone, their magic left only to mortals to carry on in their
bloodline, as it should be.”

“You still haven’t answered my question.”

“We help because you are that chance. You were born as a
blessing to the world, chosen by the Wolven gods. The chosen
of them, not the moon goddess. Three fallen stars. Three
names. One blessing from each of the Wolven gods. Our
chance at freedom lies within you because you are one of the
last of the line of descendants from the families the Wolven
gods blessed. Only you can contact them. The firstborn can,
just like your mother did.

“Mum?” I whisper.

“She asked them so many times for you to be kept safe. I
listened. I was at her side, her friend. I was always there, even
as I took her life in another’s hands and felt grief for the first
time in a thousand years,” they say.

“Chaitala?” I question.

“You’re speaking to all of us at once. We share our
memories, and we will help you in this battle to come. We will
fight for you. But when the time comes, when Persephone
comes, when there is a chance, you must take it.”

“I don’t know what you need me to do,” I say. “And I have
a war to fight. I can’t be running errands for you right now.”

29

“You need me to contact the Wolven gods...,” they

command. “You must pay whatever price they demand, or the
world will fall.”



They all disappear, along with the magic, until there is
nothing but fog lining the surrounding ground. I search my
bond for my mates and show them what happened as I grab
the seven and clip them to me until only the book is left. My
mates are taking in everything as I flip the pages open.

“You want to help me, show me a spell to call the Wolven
gods,” I demand.

The pages burst into silver lights, and as it dims, there is a
simple spell written in the centre of the page. Under it is a
warning to make an altar with a blood gift.

“Do you want us to come back?” Valentine questions as I
close the book. I look over at the corridor where all my guards
are passed out, likely from the seven’s magic. | hate to leave
them down here, but I don’t have time to wait until they wake

up.
“No need, but I need to stay here and make an altar. I

remember what they look like from when I was a kid,” I tell
them through the bond. “When I’m done, I’1l be there.”

“Be careful. Callahan and Breelyn are on their way,” Silas
says before he leaves. They all do, and I hear the bells of war
ring out across the city. The shield will hold, and no one will
get in. We will go to them and fight for our pack, leaving the
safety of our city, so that our people who can’t fight can
survive.

We fight for Fall Mountain Pack on this day.



Elovern

"MAI, this was a long time ago. I can hardly remember
what the altar looked like,” Niall says, feeling as frustrated as |
am.

“I think it’s right,” I tell him, looking down at the altar I’ve
made in the freshly cut grass. Four goat bones are stuck in the
ground right behind a massive flat river stone that I’ve pushed
into the ground of a tiny garden on the fourth floor of the
castle. No one uses this place, and the cooks told me about it
when I went to them for the bones. They also told Niall where
to get a big river stone without going too far. I can feel the
wind whipping around me, pushing against my leather clothes,
and it’s still freezing enough to make my fingertips numb. The
flowery scent wraps around me as I look down at the circle of
salt around the entire altar. This is kind of how I remember my
mum used to do it. I pick up ten candles and light them,
sticking them on top of the stone with a bit of melted wax at
the end. “We just need the blood sacrifice.”

I look in the skies for Callahan, who went hunting in the
forest for an animal to kill. I didn’t think it was a good idea to
use any of the frozen animals in the kitchen. The Wolven gods
might see that as offensive when they want a blood sacrifice.
However, they might not like that I’m sacrificing an animal
instead of us using our blood.

But blood has power and links souls, and I’'m not risking
the kind of connection it could give to those gods. Breelyn is
pacing up and down in front of my five guards, who woke up
and found me in the kitchen. We all start watching the sky as |



try not to worry too much. I begin to pace like Breelyn the
moment [ think about my alphas. They are fighting for our
pack out there, using their magic, and it is working. As far as I
know, Cenwyn hasn’t come forward, and he 1s letting his men
be slaughtered before he attacks.

It’s a game, and the bastard knows it. What is he waiting
for?

Effortlessly, I search the bond for my mates and find Silas
first. He sends me some images, flashes across my mind, and I
see he’s standing with the archers, thousands of them lining
every rooftop near the border of the city. Angels line the skies
behind them, waiting.

Just the army outside. Silas isn’t the first team to go out.
They are to shoot anything in the sky as the others fight on the
ground. Waves of our wolves jump out of the shield, following
my alphas into battle. Black against red, wave against wave.
It’s horrible, the images Silas sends me, but [ want to see them.
I need to be witness to the destruction being caused.

It only feeds my anger for Cenwyn.

I can’t help the fear that creeps into my heart and soul at
seeing my mates fighting, killing, and destroying angels and
Levi left, right and centre. Thankfully, they are easily cutting
through anything in their path. So are our wolves. Silas’s army
is quick at shooting the angels out of the air, and the wolves
are right there to bite into them as they fall. Our army is fast
and strong, and we have hundreds of thousands beside us
today. We won’t lose as long as the shield holds and we can
slowly attack, day after day until the angels flee and only the
Levi are left.

We are playing the long game.
I have to remember that.

I know that every weapon has been covered with wolf
venom, giving us the edge that Cenwyn doesn’t have. The
Levi are the real threat. Mindless, strong animals that they are.
The thought of them scares me down to my core. They aren’t
easy to beat, and there are so many of them out there. One



scratch, and my wolves are dead or worse. The armour and
thick skin of their wolf forms should help make sure the
scratches don’t hit deep. The angels and wolves who are not
shifting have their armour, but [ worry it’s not enough.

I pull back out of the mate bond as Callahan lands next to
me, dropping a dead fox at my feet. “It will do. Thanks,” I say
and look at him. “You need to go to the front. I want as few
people as possible here.”

Callahan immediately starts to disagree as Breelyn walks
over to us. “The alphas commanded—"

“I’m your alpha female too,” I say softly. “And I’'m telling
you to go and fight for our pack. I'm about to summon
powerful gods. Who knows how they’re going to react. I don’t
even want Niall to be here, but we both know he won’t leave.”

“Correct,” Niall agrees, and I glare at him for a second.

“Mai, what if you need to fight? What if somehow an
angel gets here?” Breelyn questions.

“Then they will meet with me,” Niall retorts. “And
truthfully, they should be scared of her.”

“They should,” I reply with a cool smile. “I will destroy
anyone who comes here to hurt me.”

They look at each other, and faced with my stubbornness,
they give in. Breelyn comes to me, takes my hands in hers.
“Be careful. Call for us, and we’ll be back.”

“I know you will, and be careful yourself,” I tell her. “I
want us to have a real party to celebrate our matings when this
is over.”

“I might even wear another dress,” she replies with a grin.

“If this all goes wrong, I do love you. Both of you,” I tell
her and Callahan. “I want you to be Dip’s wolf guardians. If
you will be.”

“It would be an honour,” Callahan says with wide eyes.
Wolf guardians are like godparents for humans, but I think we
had the tradition first, and they copied it into their own
religions. Or that’s the story Ravensword taught us as kids.



“We will protect her as family. Just like you and the alphas
are to us,” she says. “And Phim of course.”

“Go,” I tell her softly. “For Fall Mountain Pack.”

“For our alphas,” Callahan replies with a low bow. He
picks up Breelyn and shoots off into the sky.

I mentally command the guards to leave and join the
protection of the castle outside. They leave at my order.

I glance at Niall as I kneel down in front of the altar. “Last
chance to leave.”

“I’m not going anywhere, Maiy,” he replies. “But I’'m not
going to lie and say this doesn’t freak me out as much as it did
when your mama did it.”

I pick up the dead fox and place it on the altar behind the
bones, within the circle. This looks just like my mother used to
do, but she always used a lamb. I lay the book of the seven
down and read the spell once before leaving it on the edge of
the circle. I keep the other weapons strapped to me, though,
because I have no idea what I’'m about to go into.

With one more look at Niall, I begin to read the spell. The
old words, written in an old tongue that feels like it should
never be spoken, echo from the back of my throat. I remember
them...my mum made me say them when I was kid. She gave
me everything I ever needed. I repeat them again and again as
the wind picks up around us, an unnatural wind, and I see
Niall hold his hands out against it, shouting as he is pushed
away.

“MAI!” he hollers, but he is pushed too far and the wind is
too fast for me to even see through it.

A sudden darkness slams down on me, crushing me to the
cold floor. Every bone in my body aches like a train hit me as |
try to stand up, my legs shaky. Everything is pitch black, but
I’'m still able to see a circle of light around me, but not what
makes the light. Maybe the light is coming from me. I’'m no
longer standing on a rooftop with flowers under my feet. I'm
now just standing in what looks like a massive black puddle. I



step forward, but my steps make no ripples in the water that
stays still. It’s completely silent.

I’m not alone.

A low growl fills my ears, and I turn around, my eyes
widening as three gigantic wolves step out of the darkness. My
body shakes in fear and dread, and I feel like I'm barely
breathing as I take them in.

The Wolven gods.

Their coats are white, whiter than any snow or colour
could be. They are spotless, shining, and their eyes are like
hollow black stars. One of their bared fore-teeth is the size of
my head, and they are just as terrifying as I’d imagined them.
But worse. I feel myself wanting to run away or bow or cry in
their presence, but I’'m not sure which. It’s a mixture of all of
them.

I can’t feel my bond here. I can’t feel anything but fear as I
stare at these gods, and one word fills my mind.

“Bow.”

Now I do as I’'m told, falling to my knees immediately and
knowing, if I didn’t, I’d be dead. They don’t care for me or
mortal things. The power of their word drums through my
ears, echoing over and over. They are so powerful, so
overwhelming. I feel like I can’t breathe in their presence, and
it’s hard to even look at them. They are wolves. The Wolven
gods are wolves. Of course they are.

I bow my head low and don’t dare move until they stop
and it’s been silent for a while. “Mairin Elysia Astra Fall.
Alpha female and queen of Fall Mountain Pack. Queen of the
shifters. Rejected wolf. The falling queen. So many names for
one so young.”

I still stay silent, words on the tip of my tongue, but it feels
impossible to speak them.

“You dare to bring those unholy, mortal bound objects
before us?”” another one of them questions.

A deadly question.



Their voices are old, older than time, but their threat is all
the same, no matter the time. “The weapons, the seven, led me
to you. They told me how to call you because you blessed my
ancestral line with that power, to watch over the mortals. I'm
here because the mortals, the shifters and the world are in
danger.”

“We well know what state the world 1s in,” another one of
them responds.

A male hum fills the air. “We blessed both your lines, your
mother’s and your father’s, with this gift. It drove your father
mad, and he killed himself looking for the seven after we
commanded he find them.”

He pauses as a deep shock settles into my chest, but not
sorrow, because he might have been my biological father, but
he wasn’t my dad. I didn’t know him. “We wanted them
destroyed. We wanted them gone from the mortal world, along
with any trace of their existence. They were weapons created
by our children with our stolen magic, and they should not
have existed in the first place. Every drop of magic has a
price.”

“And what was the price of the Apple of Discord?”

“Death,” the word echoes. “The Apple of Discord is a very
powerful object, made of our magic, but only a tiny part. It
bears a certain price. The gods freed themselves from us, from
our control over them, only to create something that, in turn,
cursed them. Every time they put one of the seven into the
waters to make the weapons, their souls were latched onto the
weapons through that magic. We dug our claws in and took
our price. We might not have had control over them until they
died, but we would wait.”

“Time is nothing,” another replies, sounding bored.

“We chose to make a punishment that would stretch
forever. The gods who touched the apple would be bound to
mortals. So they can never be at peace and never be with each
other again. For a certain two, this was not an ending they
wished for.”



“They deserve this,” another one breathes out, pleasure in
his voice.

I don’t think anyone deserves that. I think it in my mind,
but when a deep growl echoes around me, I wonder if they can
hear my thoughts.

“We are gods,” one of them coldly states. “You are not
here to judge us.”

Bone snapping pain bursts down my spine like someone
sticking a thousand needles into it. I scream and fall into the
puddle of water, tasting the salt in my mouth, writhing in pain
before they suddenly let me go.

I gasp for air, sucking it in.

Not daring to think a thing except wishing to see my
mates. Wanting them here.

There is silence for a long time, long enough I manage to
stand and wipe away blood that is pouring from my ears. My
back hurts something terrible. “I’'m sorry, I didn’t mean to
question your choice.”

They watch me with an unnerving gaze.

“I apologise,” 1 say out loud. “I didn’t summon you to
insult you.”

“What do you want, mortal wolf queen?”

Straight to the point. “What are the Levi, and how do I get
rid of them? A lot of them at once? Is it a spell?”

“No spell,” they smoothly reply. “They are a curse. A
punishment. Magic is complicated and old and twisted. It
punishes and breaks whatever it wishes if not used correctly.
We are magic, but we do not control all of it, because it is alive
on its own. The seven were created with the apple, a price
made, but one was not. There was one who cast her own dark
spells on her soul, on magic and made sure she would be
bound to a mortal object, just like the others, so she could
survive her own death and be reborn. Medea, the witch
goddess who should have died. Erin.”

“Medea,” I whisper her name.



“Yes, that was her name then, and I believe it is Erin now.
She was a peculiar goddess, years ahead of herself and a witch
more than a goddess, thanks to her upbringing. But what she
did was unholy, against the rules of magic, and there had to be
a price paid. The Levi were that price. As long as Medea’s
soul is still alive and bound to the mortal girl, the Levi will
survive too. The price.”

A cold, bottomless pit opens in my stomach, and I place
my hands on it to hold myself up. “Are you saying to kill all
the Levi and get rid of them...Erin has to die?”

“You know the answer is yes. You’ve suspected the link
for a long time, and you remember, even now, the words of
Demeter. She said Erin wasn’t long in this world.” They tell
me everything I’m thinking before I’ve even thought it.

“She is owed to death. Erin was not meant to be in this
world,” they tell me. “She must die if you wish to save your
pack and have a future at all.”

“We cannot give you any more information, young mortal
wolf queen, but we do thank you for your gift. You finished
the mission that killed your father in the end,” the wolf says.

“What?” I whisper, still in a trance of shock about Erin.

“You brought us the seven, and we can take our power
back that the gods created them with,” the wolf states. “Ah,
they didn’t tell you. The seven can be freed by us, and we have
no grudge against their souls. They tricked you, mortal wolf
queen. This was always their plan for freedom.”

Bitches.

My heart near enough stops when I realise what this
means. “Wait, if you take their power and souls, my shield
around the city will fall! It was created by them!”

There i1s silence, and the wolves do not move. The middle
one looks right down at me. The pressure on my eyes to hold
his gaze physically hurts. “That is your mortal concern.”

“No. No. NO!” I say, stepping forward. “Please don’t do
that! You’ll kill thousands, hundreds of thousands of my pack.
We need the shield!”



They growl at me, and my spine locks up as they freeze me
in place. I can’t move against it as I struggle to free myself.
“Mortal lives are of no consequence to us. We are done
helping humankind or shifters or angels. You are alone.”

“Please!” I beg for my pack, for my alphas. They can’t do
this. “PLEASE!”

They stay so silent that my heart sinks. They don’t have
feelings, and I can sense their distaste for my begging.

“In payment of this completed mission, we will send you a
gift. Goodbye, mortal wolf queen. Do not contact us again, or
it will be your life that dies before it is time.”

“NO!” T cry out as they turn and walk away, leaving me
frozen as I scream and scream at them. The darkness fades
away like the click of someone’s fingers, and I’'m left crying
on the grassy ground. I push Niall away and run to the edge of
the balcony, gripping the edges tightly. I look up in horror,
realising what’s happening right before my eyes as the shield
slowly drops from the top down.

“The shield 1s dropping. Run!” I shout down my bond.
“Run to protect the city.”

“By the gods,” Niall whispers, his own terror filling his
voice.

I can do nothing as the shield completely disappears from
around my pack, and the Levi flood the streets from every
single direction.

“Mai, get out of this city. Right now. We are being
overrun. There are too many Levi!” Silas manages to demand
through the bond.

“No, I can save us,” I whisper back. I will save us, even if
I have to do the unthinkable. Even if I have to kill her.



Toille

"WHAT ARE WE GOING TO DO?”

I let myself linger on Niall’s question for only a moment.

One moment to feel my pack, hear the wolves running and
dying. See the terror in their eyes. To see my pack being
flooded with so many Levi.

The Levi need to die. The monsters are mindlessly killing
anything in their path, and Cenwyn has let them loose on the
entire world.

“Mai, I can grab Dip and get the kids out of the city. You
can come...,” Niall suggests. Tears fill my eyes.

“I’m not leaving my pack, and we are not running,” I
exclaim. “The Wolven gods said that if I killed Erin, the Levi
would all die. They’d disappear from this world because
they’re here because of her. We stand a chance if she dies, and
I know what I have to do.”

My voice wobbles, and Niall’s eyes soften. We watch each
other, angel and wolf, at the end or a new beginning of the
world.

He says nothing because he knows. He knows it will hurt
my soul to do this to her. “I can kill her, Mai. For this world.
For you and Dip.”

“No,” I say, shaking my head. “It has to be me. Even if I
sent you, 1’d still feel the crushing guilt. It wouldn’t make a
difference, but I appreciate your offer. If she is going to die to
save this pack, it should be its queen who lands the blow.”



My mates are struggling, but they are blocking me out, not
wanting me to see how bad it really is, but I can feel it all
through the bond with my pack.

They are dying.

“Protect the children,” I instruct Niall, knowing he can’t
come with me to do this, and he reaches for me.

He pulls me into an unyielding embrace, but my spine
stays locked stiff. “May the gods protect you, Maiy.”

“The gods aren’t helping us today,” I reply, letting him go
and walking away. | start running straight down the stairs,
back into the warm castle and towards the dungeons. The
castle itself is filled with my pack, mostly women, elders and
children who barely even look my way as they huddle and cry.
They are hiding in corners of every room, of every corridor I
pass, and only some look up at me in shock. I send a prayer to
the castle itself to protect them.

A few guarding wolves, already shifted, follow after me,
no doubt trying to protect me. I don’t pause in my sprint down
the castle. I’'m standing before the doors to the dungeon within
ten minutes, and I’'m highly aware that, every second that
passes, one of my wolves is dying.

That my alphas are in danger. Cenwyn is winning.

My hands shake as I unlock the padlocks, one by one, until
I’m through the three steel doors, leaving the wolves outside.
Erin is sitting on her bed, wearing a cream dress that has been
cut at the knees. The removed fabric is wrapped around her
hair, holding it up in a messy bun. She looks better than she
did the last time I saw her. She’s actually eaten, but I knew she
was eating after our agreement; the guards told me so when I
checked. She’s clutching the urn I gave her with Benjamin’s
ashes inside, like she can feel whatever traces of her love are
left in this world.

She looks up at me, wary shock flashing in her eyes. “Your
pack is screaming. Why are you here and not fighting for
them? I truly thought you’d be happily risking your life out
there, leading the way.”



“I’'m sure Cenwyn planned for that and was pissed when
he didn’t find me.”

“Maybe,” she quietly replies, sharply looking away. I hate
that, when I look at Erin, all I see is myself. The version of
myself when I washed up on that beach and Henderson found
me. She’s been lied to her whole life and twisted into this.

“Don’t bother attacking me,” I say as I break the lock on
her door with my power, and the metal melts onto the ground.
“Because I'm so angry and terrified for my pack that I'm a
cornered wolf. An alpha female wolf, and I will completely
destroy you.”

“Why?” she questions. She wants to know why I’m letting
her out, but how can I possibly tell her?

“I want you to come with me,” I smoothly reply, only my
shaky hands giving a thing away. I slip Morganis into my
hand, nothing but a sharp dagger now. They have escaped,
gotten the freedom they wanted, and nearly cost me
everything. They might have cost me the entire war and my
pack.

I swear she looks right through me for a moment. Like she
can see the black stain on my ice-cold heart in this moment.

In this choice.

But instead of voicing any of her concerns, she walks out
and follows me up. I hold Morganis tightly in my hand, almost
wishing she would attack and make me feel somewhat less
guilty if it were self-defence. This 1s murder. We pass shifted
guards, who I tell not to move, and walk through the castle.
Erin stares down at a little girl cuddled up into the side of her
mother, who is singing her a lullaby.

I wonder what she would feel if she knew she could save
them. She could stop the Levi. I head up several flights of
stairs before 1 get to one of the highest balconies that
overlooks the waterfall, almost on top of it. The water doesn’t
drown out the sound of the pack, the echoing screams and
cries, my wolves howling into the night for anyone to save
them.



Each scream, plea and cry feels like a cut in my heart.

“It’s pretty here,” Erin says, looking at the falling water.
“Did you bring me here to scatter Benjamin’s ashes?”

“NO 29

Her brow furrows. “I don’t understand what you want,
Mairin.”

“Have you heard of the Wolven gods?” I question. I need
to explain it all. I need to make her understand why.

“They are a fairy tale,” she responds. “Your pack is
screaming for help, and you want to talk about a fairy tale that
scares kids into behaving for their parents.”

“They control all magic. All, Erin.” I pause. “They see you
as someone who should not be here. A curse.”

She takes a step away from me. “What?”

“They see you as evil, and they are punishing us all
because of you,” I say. “So many children, women...wolves
will die. Your kind.”

“I’ve turned my back on wolves a long time ago. My inner
wolf 1s gone, thanks to my goddess. She told me a spell to bind
it away. Cenwyn has done the same,” she states.

“That’s the problem, Erin, because I don’t think you’re evil
at all. I think that you’ve been warped and changed into this
person your whole life by Oisean and Cenwyn. They have
manipulated and gaslit you into this version of yourself. I
don’t think you’ve ever had the chance to be yourself. To
choose right or wrong. You’re a weapon.”

“My life—

“But in the end, you could have hurt me a lot more than
you did on that battlefield, and you didn’t. You are a young
goddess who makes beautiful dresses and has beautiful magic
within her soul. Deep down, I know that you’re not evil, and |
wish you were. I wish you were exactly what the Wolven gods
say you are.”

My voice shakes as much as my body does.



Her eyes search mine. “What are you going to do, Queen
Mairin of the wolves?”

I clutch Morganis tightly, and her eyes flick to the blade.
“Tell me.”

Holding my head high, I let the truth come out. “The
Wolven gods want me to kill you because killing you gets rid
of the Levi and saves my wolves. The Levi are created
because of you being in this world. That’s why they’ve
multiplied every year since you were born. That’s why they
just exist, and no one knows where they came from. They are
punishment to the world, to us, to mortals because you should
not exist.”

She looks me in the eye. “So you brought me here to die
because you couldn’t bear to kill me in that prison.”

“If T don’t kill you, Erin, thousands are going to die.
Thousands of innocent people.”

She takes several steps back towards the door, clutching
the urn like it could protect her. “Don’t. Please, don’t.”

I close my eyes for a second, and when I open them, I tell
myself I can do this. For the pack. For my wolves.

“I don’t want to die,” she pleads, her eyes like glass.
“You’re right. I lived my whole life in a prison practically.
Benjamin was the only hope I had, the only thing that kept me
alive. His love saved me. Beni was the only light in all of it,
and he kept telling me that you were good. He told me that
you spared his life that day you left Fenrir, and that’s why I
held back. Even after Benjamin died, because in the back of
my mind, I knew. I still know that you might actually be
telling me the truth, that we were from the same pack, and I
was stolen and used my entire life.”

“You were,” I sadly whisper. “I think you always knew.
That’s why you became my friend...you felt the connection,
and for the first time in your life, you doubted Oisean.”

“I wanted to be you when we met,” she tells me with a
crooked, sad smile. “You’re beautiful and so inspiring as a



broken wolf who fought to be alpha female. The friendship
was never fake. I...I’m sorry.”

“I know. I thought a lot of you, enough to let you close,” I
whisper. “I’m sorry t0o.”

But for what I’'m about to do. For what her life was and
could be.

“I don’t want to die. I feel like I’'m barely beginning to
live,” she whispers.

She doesn’t move as | step forward, my legs feeling weak
and ready to collapse at any moment. It makes it so much
worse in a way that she’s not trying to fight me. I look into her
eyes, feeling my alphas fighting for their lives. My wolves, my
pack and their queen have to do this. I have to do this. I owe
them a chance.

I would die for my alphas, and even if this blackens a part
of my heart, they will find a way to pull it back to life.

I freeze, unable to move myself as my heart locks up. I
can’t kill her. She was my friend. Gods, I can’t do it. A
horrible sickness fills the back of my throat as I know I’'m
letting down my pack, my alphas. I’ve killed people before. I
killed so many before. But they’ve always been fighting me or
I’ve been forced to do it. Yes, I may be forced to do this right
now to save everyone, but it doesn’t feel right. My gods, she’s
my friend.

Erin smiles in relief, tears falling down her cheeks as I
lower my hand with the dagger, showing her that I can’t do 1it.

I’m looking right at her as a dagger slides straight through
her heart from behind her, a pale hand resting on her shoulder.

Aunt Reine pulls the dagger out of her chest and nods at
me as [ stare in unbelievable shock. The world slows down
until all I can see is Aunt Reine holding a blood soaked dagger
in a pale white dress like she has just woken up.

My eyes widen as I scream and reach for Erin as she falls
forward. I catch her as she falls into my arms, the urn tumbling
out of her hands and smashing onto the floor. I watch as the
ash blows over into the waterfall and into the air, swirling



around us. Erin gasps, struggling to breathe as I place my hand
over the hole in her chest.

“M-my heart was al-already broken,” she breathes out, my
tears falling down my cheeks.

Reine kneels on the other side of Erin and gently places
her cloak over her chest and tucks her head onto Reine’s lap.
She strokes soft curls away from her sweaty forehead as I pick
up her cold hand, holding on tight.

“My name is Reine, and I have been the alpha female of
your pack. A lifetime ago, mind you. For this, I am sorry, but
we both know your life is a tiny payment for saving a million
innocent lives.”

“Aunt Reine,” I whisper. No life should be taken in
payment. This is wrong, and I can’t fix it. [ can’t save her.

“It wasn’t weakness, but love and strength. It shouldn’t
have been you, Mai,” she tells me, a tight firmness to her
voice. She looks back down at Erin. “I knew your mother. She
was a beautiful female, brave and smart, if not a little clumsy
at times. Matilda. She always wanted a female baby. Mati
always wanted you. You look just like her. You have the same
eyes, same cheekbones, but your nose and mouth, I would say,
is your father’s, Dukecn. I remember him too. Unfortunately,
there was a house fire that killed both your father and your
older brother. It was so sad for your mother, who just wanted a
house full of babies. It was devastating to her. I remember
being with her so many nights when she cried and cried until
the day she found out she was pregnant with you. She said you
were candlelight in a winter’s storm.”

Erin sobs quietly, an echo of pain in her voice as she stares
at Aunt Reine like she has all the answers in the world. “It
wasn’t long after I’d had my own sons that a healer told your
mother, sadly, that there was something wrong with the baby
she was carrying and that she wouldn’t make it to full term.
That was the last I saw of her. She left the pack, and I never
saw her again. All the times I thought of her again, I assumed
that she’d gone to find a human doctor to see whether they
could help. But now I’'m looking at you, realising that she



made a deal with Oisean. Of course the snake would have used
her desperation, and he took you from her. He couldn’t get the
rest of our children, so he took you. He probably killed Mati
because she would have searched the world for you otherwise.
She would have been so happy you were alive because she
loved you from the second she found out she was pregnant
with you. That’s what mothers do. That’s what we all do as a
pack, and I should have done more to stop this. I’'m sorry that
this has to be your end.”

“How?” 1 question in the silence that follows. “How are
you here? How did you know?”

I want to ask why did she do this, but we both know that
answer.

“The Wolven gods forced me to wake up and told me that
the alpha female wouldn’t be able to do this task because your
heart is too pure. I was a gift, a gift for taking the magic back,”
she tells me. “Taking life has never been easy, but I do what I
must. Age has taught me this, and it will you one day. I had
been fighting my way back, for my sons and you. I could
sense the pack is in danger.”

Erin coughs, a wet, horrible cough that leaves dots of
blood around her lips. I lean close, Aunt Reine forgotten. “I’'m
sorry. I’m so sorry, Erin. The friendship was real for me, too.”

“C-create a world where wolves aren’t stolen from their
moth-mothers, Mai. Create a world where the g-gods don’t
touch us anymore. Make the world k-kinder.”

“I will,” T promise her, but she isn’t here anymore. Her
eyes are wide, empty as she stares up at the water, and I feel
nothing but death in the stale air. A sob catches in the back of
my throat, and it takes all my willpower to not burst into tears.

I find myself sinking into my bond, unable to be in the real
world, and my mates fully let me in. I feel how tired they are
as they fight through the angels and Levi. Right until the Levi
all suddenly collapse into black dust that makes the battlefield
and streets of the pack look like the glittering night sky.



Cenwyn’s army pauses. Silas shows me it all, even the
dead at his feet. Tears fall down my cheeks in droves as Silas
raises his sword into the air.

“For the pack!”

His battle cry echoes down the bond to the pack, to
everyone, and I feel my wolves stand to fight. I feel them have
hope, belief that we can win, that the gods are on our side.

“I will be at your side soon,” I tell my mates before pulling
out of the bond. Aunt Reine is laying Erin down, and I let her
hand go, whispering the words, “We endure the fall and rise in
the ashes. Rest, my friend. You are with your pack now.”

I lean over her and close her eyes before pulling the cloak
over her face.

“I have to—"

I pause as Valentine’s pure panic fills my mind through the
bond as he reaches for me. He shows me a female on a roof,
above where he is standing. I hoped I’d never see her again. |
hoped I wasn’t right about who controlled the Levi.

Adira.

She is alive...and she looks dead. Her skin is like ash,
flaking into the wind; her hair looks like dark straw, and there
are holes all over her arms, gaps in the fabric of her body that
show bone. The gods must have forced her to pay a high price
to leave The Rite Forest...they took her beauty and her body
in exchange for power. I bet she didn’t bank on that outcome.
Her eyes are like blue diamonds as she looks down at
Valentine and smiles through her rotting teeth and cracked
lips.

“You can’t save them both. Mai or the pack. You should
have chosen me.”

Her voice echoes, and it’s like grating nails on metal. A red
armoured angel, not from our army, grabs her and flies her
away as Valentine jumps to grab her. Valentine runs and
climbs up the building to the top, searching the skies before he
finds her in the distance. The streets below are filling with
angels and wolves tearing themselves apart, but he follows her.



Fearing for me. Adira is flying straight towards the castle;
that’s what he wanted me to know.

She is coming for me.

“I will deal with her,” I tell my mates, leaving Aunt Reine
behind me as I can’t face her and what she did to save my pack
yet. A low growl builds in my throat. “Adira is mine.”



Toieor

| ANGRILY STEP out the front doors of my home,

pushing them apart with my power until they bounce across
the stone walls, flickers of my green magic sparkling in the air.
Bile crawls up my throat at the sight of wolves littered across
the stone, their red blood flowing between the cracks of the
stone. Just like the Levi ran into our city, flooding the streets
with their darkness.

They are all dead. The wolves who stayed to guard the
entrances of the castle, to protect the ones who cannot fight,
and they have been slaughtered. My anger turns to fury, and I
know exactly who to direct all of it at, as I try not to think of
the dead wolves of my pack at my feet. I will avenge them and
every wolf that has died because of her.

Adira stands at least ten feet away, with a line of ten angels
behind her in red armour. Cenwyn made a deal with her, and 1
wonder if he would kill her now that her army is gone. How
pointless she must feel now. She betrayed us all, and my heart
1s cold, stone cold, as I face her.

I need to be careful as she easily killed all these wolves,
who look like they have been drained of everything they had,
and I am outnumbered by a lot of angels and an angry
goddess.

“I would say it’s nice to see you again, but the old version
of you was so much better to look at,” I quip, lifting my
sword.



“You’ve never been all that funny, Mai,” she replies, her
voice empty of life.

I smile. “My mates find me amusing at times. Other times,
not so much. They are usually far more distracted with me.”

It’s a low blow, but I want her as angry as [ am. I want her
to lash out and make a mistake. I know how she fights. I’ve
seen her in battle and training. Emotions are anyone’s
downfall in a fight. I can control mine...but I know she can’t.

The irritation in her eyes is a good start. “What god did
you make a terrible deal with?”

She snarls. “I’m going to enjoy killing you, Mai. I can’t
wait to feel your life fade away.”

[ tilt my head. “We both know I’ll kill you first. Answer
me, because I highly doubt the Wolven gods helped you like
they helped me after you killed Tualla.”

After meeting the Wolven gods, I know it was them. They
saved me, and that forest is theirs. It’s likely where the gods
were changed from mortals into gods, where they signed their
lives away to the Wolven gods. It’s also likely it’s where they
died. The beginning and ending in that forest, in my home.

She doesn’t tell me a thing. I’'m left only to guess. “Was it
the goddess of persuasion and seduction you’re bound to? Did
she seduce you into this?”

“No,” she finally replies, her voice calm. “I died the
second you took the markings of alpha female. I felt my soul
being taken from my body. Forced away. My need for revenge
was the only string that allowed me to hold on.”

She died.

It makes more sense, considering she looks like a walking
corpse. I want to feel sorry for her, but all the death she has
caused, the innocents the Levi have murdered, stops me
feeling anything for her at all except the urge to end her.

My wolf snarls in agreement.

“How did you stop them?”



I pause at her question. “Do you mean your little puppets?
The Levi? Held on a string just like you wanted to make my
alphas?”

She doesn’t reply, so still as she stands there. “The Wolven
gods tell me things, like exactly where the Levi came from and
how to stop them. You may have been able to control them,
Adira, but they weren’t here because of you. You didn’t make
them. We may be gods, but we do not control magic.”

I step closer as I continue, “I broke their curse on the
world, and I am going to make sure you never walk out of this
city. Once, we could have been friends, and you had to go after
what wasn’t yours, making you bitter and cruel. Your
obsession cost you everything, and I am your end. They are
my wolves.”

“I see you in the night,” she breathes out, her eyes so
different from what she was before this. Even her scent is
nothing but a wisp of how she scented before. I don’t know
what she is now, but she isn’t a wolf. She isn’t alive. “A night
wolf, born to three stars, born to rule.”

“What are you?” I question.
“Death.”

I’m not sure how she can be death, but I find i1t hard to
believe she is fully Adira anymore. She is something else
mixed with whatever was left of Adira. I’'m sure only the parts
of Adira left now are the strongest emotions she had. Jealousy
and anger. The rest is something else that calls itself death.

“Does Cenwyn know what you are?”

At this point, I’'m stalling, knowing that Niall and Callahan
are coming to help me. I sent for them to help me the second I
chose to come to Adira and face her out here. But they are
both far away, Niall gone to help his men after seeing the
children are okay, and Callahan with the alphas, and Breelyn
with Deimos helping the angels fight. So far, it looks like we
might be winning. Our wolves are fast, and the angels on our
side are evenly numbering us now that the Levi are gone.



“The angel king that is so obsessed with you, just like
everyone else, and he never cared what I was now. He barely
looks at me,” she says. “This soul...she used to love him.
Envied you. Loved him. Loved them.”

Jealousy rises in my throat. “At this point, it might be a
kindness to end your life. You’re not Adira anymore. She’d
never admit that.”

“She died, and we came back together after making a
deal,” she replies so smoothly. The angels around her look
worried, cautious, and they stand very still.

I can’t be the only one that senses how wrong she feels. So
wrong.

I start walking towards her. I decided to kill her way before
I came down here, and I’m more certain of it now. Today has
been a day for death.

She will be next.

Adira only smiles and nods at the angels behind her.
“Make sure that she doesn’t get in the way while I go and say
hello to her precious daughter.”

My legs turn to steel as my heart races, fear pumping
through my body. “You are not fucking touching my daughter,
Adira. I will destroy you.”

Fear feels like an arrow slamming straight into my heart
when she smiles and the angels move to block me from her. I
run straight forward, spotting her heading to a side door into
the castle. How can she know about Dip?

Gods, she is going to hurt my daughter. No. No. No.
Draycian was right. She isn’t safe in this war. I have to stop
her.

The angels land around me, all ten of them, until I’'m
surrounded.

I hold my weapons out and snarl. “It’s going to take more
than ten of you to take me down. Leave and I won’t hurt you.
Stay and you die. I'm the alpha female of this pack, and that’s
the only offer you’re going to get.”



Unwisely, one of them laughs. I throw Morganis right at
him, and the blade goes through his throat.

He coughs up blood before falling to the ground. “Last
chance.”

Two of them leave, but the others don’t, and I brace
myself. Seven angels. I can do this.

I let go of the power I’ve been building up since Adira ran,
and slam it out of me like a wave, crashing into all of them
that are left. They shout out in pain as they are burnt with my
magic, smacking into the hard ground as I suck in a deep
breath. I only get a second before a few of them fly up in the
air, catching on the wind to slam right down on me. I jump
into one of the angels, using my body to hit him hard and
knock his sword out of his hand. I push off him and come back
down with my sword as we both crash down, my sword
cutting him across his side. I roll to a stop on my knee and
look up as an angel punches me hard. I see stars as I fall back
and spin, lashing out with my magic. The guard is wrapped in
green vines, suffocating him as he screams while I stand up. I
wipe my blood off my mouth, ignoring the metallic taste, and
face the five angels facing me now.

The biggest one of them all runs at me, using his wings to
move fast with the wind behind him, and I swing out with my
sword to block his, both of us sliding back. A hand slams on
my shoulder and pulls me back, crashing me to the ground. I
slam face-first right on the ground, smacking my head on the
hard stone, groaning with pain as a spell of dizziness flashes
over me.

Too much time. Adira could be there by now.

I have to end this. I roll onto my back as the guard climbs
over me, and I slam my legs hard into his stomach. He grunts
and falls to the side, and I roll myself up to stand just as two
angels land next to me.

Light and night.
My family.



Callahan stands on my one side, Niall on my other, and
they both look murderous as they take in the situation.

“Now, boys, this is an unfair fight. You are all going to pay
for touching her,” Niall says, spinning a sword in his hand.
The angels look wary now, but they don’t run.

Callahan looks down at me. “Go.”

I don’t have to be told twice. I'm already running to the
castle, heading straight towards where I know the children are.
I skid across the castle floors, using the walls to pull myself
along, and convincing myself over and over that I have time to
get to them.

But the dread in my heart is enough to make me dizzy.
Gods, any gods, help them. Please help them.

I bang off the side of a wall and run, not caring about the
pain or anything but getting to them. I pass so many bodies in
the corridors, and tears fill my eyes at what Adira has done. I
should have stopped her sooner and not let her get inside. I've
failed them. Gods, I can’t lose my child. Please, no. I'm
running as fast as I can as I finally get to the right floor and
dive around a corner. I come to a grinding halt when I see a
body on the floor outside the room, blood pouring from her
shoulder.

Phim.

“NO!” T shout, running to her and pushing her onto her
back. When I feel a pulse, I breathe. She is very pale. Maybe
she was being drained of life, but she isn’t dead. For some
reason, she isn’t. I look up at the open doors of Dip’s room,
warm light pouring out.

Nothing in my life prepares me for the walk into her room,
scared of what ’'m going to find.

Adira is in the middle of the room, toys and furniture
pushed over and blood dripping on the carpet from a blade in
her hand. Phim’s blood.

Trey and Jesper are standing in front of Serendipity, who
stands on the bed at the back of the room, peering over their



shoulders. She does not look scared, and when she sees me,
she nods.

Adira looks back. “I’d never end this without you here.
When that sweet girl dies, I will spend my time torturing both
you and your sister. Both of you deserve a long death.”

That’s why she didn’t kill Phim.
That mortal hate is still there in whatever she 1s now.
“Get out, you monster!” Jesper bravely shouts.

Adira laughs, the sound vile. “I can take life so easily,
small wolf, but you are nothing.”

“Adira, get the hell away from my family,” I shout at her,
already building my power up. Vines are crawling out of my
back, lining the floor and waiting.

“Don’t even think about it, Persephone,” Adira says. The
fact she calls me that name at all makes me wonder if the
death god she talked about, who “helped her,” was an enemy
of Persephone’s. Either way, I’'m so done with gods and magic.
They all need to die, for real, and leave us alone. We deserve
our own life. Our own freedom.

We never chose to be bound to them.

My heart pounds as I watch every tiny movement Adira
makes, and judge how quickly I can get between her and the
children. I’'m going to get between them, even if it means
letting her attack me.

She lashes her hand out towards the children, but I'm
there. I scream, my power moving to block hers, but she slams
power into my chest, and I jolt backwards, stumbling. It’s all
the pause she needs. A scream rips from my throat as I realise
I can’t block the attack, and everything slows down in one
horrible moment I know I won’t forget.

I can only see my daughter’s terrified eyes as they slip
from green to a burning ember of fire.

Dip pushes the boys to the side, stronger than she should
be, and holds up her hands. She screams as her whole body
erupts on fire, and a wall of flames spreads out of her



fingertips into the room. I barely get a second to protect
myself with my power before I’'m flying across the room, and
I crash straight through a wall, out into the corridor. I swear I
see stars for a second, coughing out dust and ash as I struggle
to lift my head off the ground. I can’t see anything through the
dust until it starts to settle.

What the hell just happened?

I rush to the room, worried about Dip after seeing her on
fire, but she is fine, held in Trey’s arms. He looks at me with
wide eyes as I sigh, leaning against a piece of the wall that is
still burning. I stand up, dust falling off me, and touch the side
of my head where there is a nasty cut bleeding.

“Phim!” I shout, looking around for her, but I can’t see
anything under the dust and embers flickering around in the
air.

Adira stands, unnaturally so, fire burning away her hair,
but she doesn’t seem to care. I ignore the burns all the way
down my arms and on my cheeks as I leap to stand in front of
the children, blocking her view. Even while aware that my
daughter might be a serious threat to stand in front of right
now, I’'m going to defend her. This isn’t her fight anymore. I
pick up my sword off the floor and hold it out. I swear it
flashes with yellow light, like Chaitala is still here with me.

I hate her for betraying me.

But in this moment, I can only think of my mum holding
this sword against Cenwyn’s armies to defend me.

It’s been held twice now by a mother defending her child.

Hopefully, this will be the last time and this breaks the
cycle when I kill her with it.

Adira looks behind me. “So the dragon god still walks this
mortal realm. Oh, how interesting to some that information
might be to those who have hunted him for a million years.”

Dragon god?

“I don’t give a shit what you’re going on about, but you
can stay the hell away from my daughter,” I bite out.



I slam my power into her in full force, not waiting this
time. My green magic slithers around her entire body in
hundreds of vines that pull tight as I walk to her. She lashes
back out at me, fighting off my magic with her own, but I'm
stronger than whatever she is.

I’'m more determined. She is not touching my child.

I’ve always been stronger, even when I doubted it. My
alphas saw it. They always saw me, the real me that was
hidden by years of trauma. ’'m never going to be that scared
female again. Adira fights, screaming my name as a curse, as
my power smothers her, pushing her under as though it’s water
and she is a heavy stone.

She kneels on the floor in front of me, and I lean down. “If
only you bowed rather than hated me so much, Adira. We
could have been friends.”

Phim passes me in her wolf form, and she doesn’t even
pause before she jumps at Adira. I release my power just
before she crashes into Adira with nothing but sharp teeth. I
watch, never looking away as she brutally rips Adira to pieces.

When she 1s done, I look at my sister, feeling so relieved
she is okay and Adira is dead. “Burn the body, sister.”

She 1s death, and I don’t know if ripping her apart can even
stop her, but there is enough fire around her to make sure she
is gone. I turn around and run to the children, dashing to my
knees in front of Serendipity as Trey puts her down. I brush
some of the curls from her face, her skin feeling red hot.

She’s covered in dust and ash, but not burnt anywhere. She
was on fire, and she is somehow unhurt. I don’t understand
how it’s possible. Trey and Jesper sigh, sitting on the bed that
is little more than charred sheets.

“It’s over,” I tell them all, and myself. The war isn’t over,

but they are safe for now, and they need to hear it as much as |
do.

“You’re hurt, mama,” Serendipity says.

My heart stops for all the right reasons, and tears fill my
eyes. “I’m okay, baby. Only a little blood.”



I pat her shoulder and gulp. “How did you do that? Have
you always been able to do that?”

“No,” she replies, her voice so innocent. “He gave me the
power, and he’s coming to help you.”

“Who?” I ask, but I think I know.
“Draycian,” she sweetly replies. “He talks to me in here.”
Bastard.

Dragon god or not, we are going to have some words when
this is over. I don’t know if he is coming to help, but whatever
he did today was crossing a boundary...even if he saved us all
from Adira. I hate the bastard, but I have to thank him for this.

I look over my shoulder at Phim, who is shifted back and
limping to us. Turning back to Dip, I tell her, “I’m really proud
of you, and you’re such a brave girl. I have to go.” I pause and
look into her eyes. I don’t see any embers in them now. Just
green fire that has always been there. 1 kiss her on the
forehead. “Be brave. Listen to your aunt.”

She nods and grips my hand tightly for a second before I
have to let go. I turn to Trey and Jesper, such brave boys, who
stood ready to protect my daughter. My heart swells with love
and gratitude for them. “Boys, thank you for your bravery. It
won’t be forgotten.”

“How i1s it going out there?” Phim questions, limping to
me.

I look her up and down. “You need to sit down.”

She shakes her head, her eyes nothing but stubborn. I sigh.
“I don’t know, exactly. I need to go to them. Will you—can
you—stay here and protect them?”

I search through my bond, worried about the silence, but
feel nothing but anger and their wolves on the other side. They
must have shifted. I blocked them out so they wouldn’t be
worried about my emotions as they fight, but now I need them.
I have to leave.

“I can fight,” she tells me and lowers her voice. “Did you
know your daughter could do that? Maybe we all should be



worried about her instead of the army outside.”

“No,” I whisper back and hug her carefully, not wanting to
hurt her. “It was Draycian. Don’t let him near her until I’'m
back. Promise me. He isn’t gone.”

“I won’t. On my life, sister,” she whispers. “Go.”

I walk away, over the rubble and out into the corridor. I
rush down the corridor, almost bumping into Callahan and
Niall. They both have blood on their clothes, and Callahan
looks terrible. He has been fighting for a long time, and I hate
that I need to send him back into battle with me.

“I need you to fly me across the city,” I say as way of
hello.

“Dip?” Niall questions, looking me up and down.

“Fine... She did this.” I wave a hand at the destruction
behind me.

“What?” he questions, dumbfounded and likely wondering
if I hit my head too hard, and I blink.

“Go to her, we are leaving,” I tell him, patting his shoulder
and walking to Callahan. “Are you okay to fly?”

“I’ve fought my entire life, Mai. I’ve got you,” he replies
and frowns, stepping closer and looking at the side of my
head. “You’re injured, Mai.”

“A little cut won’t stop me. My wolf will heal me over
time,” I say. “Let’s go.”

Callahan grabs me around the waist before holding me
tight to his body and flying right down the corridor as I bury
my head in his chest. The cold air is welcome as we get
outside, and I look at the courtyard for a second to see the
bloodstained stone. We are flying across the forest outside the
castle when something inside me breaks. I clutch at my chest,
by my heart, as a scream rips out of my throat. Unimaginable
pain shoots right through my chest, and I can’t breathe or
focus as Callahan shouts my name. He shoots us down into the
trees to hide us and looks down at me.



“Mai!” He shakes me, but I can’t breathe. I can’t focus. I
soon realise the pain isn’t from me at all, but from the bond.
Henderson. He is dying, I can feel it.

“I love you. You were always the only one for my soul,
Mai,” Henderson whispers down our bond. A goodbye.

“Hens!” 1 scream down the bond. Silas, Ragnar, and
Valentine are in my mind in a second before they show
Callahan in his mind where to go.

“We are coming. Protect our mate, Callahan.” I hear an
echo of Silas’s voice. I can’t feel anything but Henderson’s
pain and the pure terror of my mate dying.

Gods, we can’t have fought all this to lose each other. I
can’t lose my mate. Callahan flies me straight out of the trees,
skimming between angels that try to attack him, but he is too
fast for them. We land on a rooftop, and I’'m running down the
stairs into the building from the side, or what’s left of it. I have
to jump off the top of the broken stairs into the rubble and
crawl across it before I start to pull some rocks back to find
Henderson under it all.

There’re dozens of dead angels in here, but something
went wrong. One of them got to him. There’s a spear going
straight through his stomach, into his heart.

“By the gods, Hens,” I cry, Callahan landing behind me
and protecting me. I shake Henderson’s shoulder, but he
doesn’t wake. His dark wolf is still, but his chest is moving,
even with a spear slammed right into the middle of it.

That was the pain I felt.
I can’t lose him.

“Let me help. Let me end this and save him,” Persephone
whispers to me, like she is right there at my side.

“Heal him, and I will let you in,” I reply in my mind, my
hands dug into Henderson’s fur.

“A deal is a deal,” she whispers back, a dark caress down
my mind.



Henderson starts to glow green, brighter than any power
I’ve called before, and I know it’s not mine. I don’t know how
she is healing him, but she is. Callahan roars as the ground
opens up under him, and he falls right into a crack in the earth.
I freeze, unable to move as Cenwyn stands in the broken
archway of the house in red armour.

We stare each other down.

I wonder if he knows just how much I’'m going to enjoy
seeing him die.

Callahan bursts out of the hole and goes right to Cenwyn,
who 1s smiling at me. Cenwyn’s hand fills with lightning, and
he slams Callahan into the wall with a whip of it. “Callahan!”

“Looks like we are alone once more, Mai,” Cenwyn says
as I pull my eyes from Callahan’s broken form on the ground.
I stand up and raise my head high. “Henderson didn’t quite see
my attack until it was too late. Shame he will die now and not
after he gets to witness me take you back. You’re coming with
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me.

I’m about to tell him to piss off when three massive black
wolves crash through the side of the building and surround me.

My alphas. I smile.

Cenwyn snarls, lightning crashing as rain starts to pour
from the skies outside.

He looks like a furious lightning god as he stands in front
of us.

But they are my Hades. In the fight between darkness and
light, I’'m always voting for the dark to win.

Cenwyn will die, because I’'m not going anywhere, and
they’d never allow me to be taken again. We will always fight
for each other. Until the end.

Henderson rises from the ground, his black fur sparkling
with my power still, and my knees weaken in relief.

“I’d love to stay and chat, Cenwyn, but I believe my mates
want you all to themselves,” I say as my alphas growl in
agreement. They step in front of me, and I smirk at Cenwyn.



“Burn in hell, Cenwyn, and remember that I will never, ever
care about you. No one will.”

My alphas turn the room into red shadows right before
they attack.
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VALENTINE



VALENTINE FALL

THERE IS nothing but shadows and darkness, and her.

Our mate.

We attack Cenwyn as one wolf, all four of us, becoming
what we have always been: Hades. The Dark God.

Cenwyn roars as our shadows smother him and the ground
cracks under our feet. We don’t let him do more than that,
though.

Silas reaches Cenwyn first, slamming into him with his
teeth bared and bites down hard on his shoulder. We keep the
shadows around us, blocking out the light as Silas throws
Cenwyn across the ground. He slides to a stop, clutching his
bloody shoulder as he rises up.

I shift back.

The shadows wrap around my body like a cloak. My
brothers stay at my side. “Valentine. I’'m surprised you are the
one they chose to talk to me.”

He looks around, cracking his knuckles. “Where is our Mai
darling? Have you hidden her from me?”

I don’t smile as white-hot rage fills my body. “You locked
up our brother with that monster, took his place, and lied to us
all. You touched our mate when she didn’t know who you
were. You broke her bones when she did know it was you and
didn’t want you back. You kidnapped her and got her mother
killed. You slaughtered our pack, killed half the world, and
broke so many people. Cenwyn, you are going to die for these
crimes. I believe in last words, do you have any?”

“Oh,” he laughs, straightening up. He stretches his hand
out. Lightning crashes through the darkness into his hand. “I
don’t think so, plus Mai loves me. She doesn’t admit it, but I



know she does. You are not the only male in her life, and she
will be mine!”

I tsk. “Our mate only belongs to herself, and the only parts
of her that belong to us are the parts she chooses to share. She
will never be yours.”

I’ve seen every memory Mai has of Cenwyn, everything
he put her through in the weeks we were apart, and I know that
every inch of pain he is going to suffer will be deserved. I
want to spend hours, days, ripping him apart slowly, but our
pack needs us. The war is not won yet, but we are turning the
tide to victory.

When their king dies, some of the angels will run from the
pack.

And we will do what wolves do best: chase.
“She won’t be your mate for long,” he sneers.
I chuckle low. “Wanna bet?”

With nothing but fury in his eyes, he throws a bolt of
sparkling blue lightning at me, and with a hand of shadows, I
catch the lightning and let it disappear into nothing. That trick
won’t work. Hades told us how to stop it. Shadows take out
any light, including lightning. Silas growls, stalking closer.

Cenwyn gulps, flickering his wings out. My shadows grab
hold of those horrible wings, holding him in place so he can’t
move. He can’t fly away.

“You’re a wolf, born in our old pack, and we are your
alphas,” I state, walking towards him. His eyes widen, fighting
what he knows deep down. He has never, not once, fought us
on even ground. I always wondered why he had to drug us and
chain us up before we woke up...because he can’t be around
us.

He can’t fight us.
We are his alpha, and no wolf can resist our command.

“Fall to your knees, king of the angels,” I demand. “Bow
to your kings, to your alphas.”



“Fuck off. You are not my alphas,” he shouts, fighting and
trying to shake off the shadows, trying to call his powers, but
they don’t work here. This is our home, our pack, and in the
darkness, only we rule.

I shift back into my wolf, and we all descend upon him,
cornering him into our darkness. The ground shakes, a tiny
inch of his power escaping, but it’s nothing on us.

This world 1s our shadow.

Cenwyn might have buried that wolf down in his soul,
turning him mad, but I can sense it. It’s broken, weak and
useless because of what Cenwyn has done to get rid of that
part of his soul. Oisean, his father, wanted him to have the
power of both races but to be only an angel to rule his world
because Oisean couldn’t. He wasn’t strong enough.

You can’t escape being a wolf.

Silas attacks first, ripping off Cenwyn’s wing, and he
howls in pain. His sharp wings might cut Silas’s mouth up, but
Silas doesn’t pause. I dig my claws into his other wing, like
the hundreds of angels, if not more, that I’ve killed today
already. Under the steel sharp tips, it’s just flesh and bone. My
wolf is coated in angel blood. Henderson and Ragnar jump on
Cenwyn and tear at him with their claws until there is very
little left but a bloody mess on the ground.

Still clinging on to life, Cenwyn looks up at me. “T-tell her
[ love—”

Silas rips his throat out before he can finish that sentence,
and he coughs the rest of the sentence out before the light
fades from his eyes. Dull and empty and gone. Gone for
fucking ever. Hell will burn his soul for his crimes. [ won’t be
telling our mate anything, and he doesn’t know how to love.

We love her.
We protect her.

All of us stare down at the broken king in the shadows
before pulling them back. The houses around us are nothing
but rubble, dust, and dead bodies.



The king dies as one of them, and he means nothing.
We leave him in the dust and look for our mate.

I shift back, grabbing trousers off the ground that ripped
slightly when I shifted, and pull them on. She doesn’t move,
doesn’t turn back. I run over and touch her shoulder, only to
feel a buzz of magic that stings.

“Mai...,” I say, realising too late that our magic is gone
from her. The binding magic on Persephone.

Mai looks at me, her eyes dark and empty, and it’s not her
at all.

I step back from her and growl. “Persephone.”

My brothers come to my side and shift back. They use
shadows to wrap cloaks around themselves like I did.

“I won’t be long...but you should go. Your pack needs
you,” she says, and in a flash, a green sphere of magic appears
around her and pushes us back. I slam my fists against it only
to be thrown away.

Henderson steps in front of us all. “Mai let her in. We have
to trust there was a reason for it. Persephone could have hurt
Mai at any time, but she didn’t. She helped us. She found the
seven for us. We need to end the war before we can get Mai
back.”

Silas growls and shakes his head. “This is crazy. That’s our
mate!”

“And if the pack falls, so does she. Cenwyn might be dead,
but Oisean isn’t. Let’s go!” Ragnar demands with a growl
before shifting back. I look one more time at the green sphere
and growl under my breath before running to the nearest
building that is still standing. My brothers are running right
into the battle, but I want to have a look, see what is going on.
I feel down the pack bond and sense something is wrong
behind me. I turn in the direction of the change in the pack, in
the wolves, and see nothing but fire on one side of the city.

Gold wolves run through the fire, right into the city,
ripping apart red armoured angels on their way.



“Draycian’s wolves,” Silas growls in my mind, seeing
what ’'m showing him, even as he rips apart five angels with
nothing but his teeth and red shadows to hold them in place.
“If he thinks he 1s getting Dip for this, he is mistaken.”

“Oisean 1s running,” Henderson tells me, showing me
Oisean and a group of at least a thousand angels flying away.
An army of black crashes into him from the side, and I just
about spot Deimos in the crowd of angels that take them
down.

“Let’s end this war, brothers,” I state, looking at the bulk
of the angel army fighting us on the left side of the city.
Draycian has the right, and we have to trust him this once.

“For Mai and Fall Mountain Pack.”
I growl as I shift and run straight into the battle.



| FALL STRAIGHT into nothing but pure,

smouldering light for a second.

Just for one second, before I realise that I’'m kneeling on
the ground in front of the altar I made for the Wolven gods. 1
was in the city, and Henderson... I feel down my bond, which
feels like a distant thread, and sense them all alive, fighting
Cenwyn. Ending him.

“Why are we here?” I whisper into the wind, my lips not
moving as my body freezes. My hands shake as I feel
Persephone’s essence through my soul, through my body and
mind, like a puppet master tugging on strings. She’s let me out
of this cage, a cage I willingly threw myself into for saving
Henderson. I felt like I was locked away for only a second, but
it must have been longer. I’'m here, not in the darkness, but it’s
very much clear who’s still in control. I can’t move my body,
but I can think.

Even if it hurts with every thought. There was never
enough room in my mind for us both. My shaky hands move
of their own accord and wave over the flames, lighting them
again, this time with green flames.

Persephone’s voice fills my mind. “We are going to call
the Wolven gods, and they are going to set us free. Hades and
me. All the gods bound, even if their mortals are dead. They
will be reborn unless this ends today.”

“No!” I tell her, pushing against her control in my mind to
speak. “You can’t call them back. They will kill me, they told



me as much. They said I’d die.”

“Death 1sn’t so bad, Mai,” she smoothly replies without an
inch of guilt in her voice. “You will be free and with your
alphas as they follow you in death.”

“I don’t want us dead,” I bite out.

“You have to trust me and trust that I care for you,” she
whispers softly.

“I am done trusting gods or any ancient mortal spirits in
weapons or anything else to do with your world. All any of
you do is try to destroy my life. Don’t you think that we want
our own lives, our own freedoms? We didn’t choose to be
bound to you!”

Her calmness grates on my nerves as she doesn’t reply.
“You were created from mortals to protect your fellow
mortals, to protect your families, to protect us. And yet, what
you’re doing right now is far from what you were created to
do. I can see why the Wolven gods hated you so much in the
end, why they cursed you into this life.”

My body shakes, and pain laces into my mind. It feels like
it’s cracking. “The Wolven gods coerced us because they
wanted us to be like them. To be them, but without any
freedom. You’re right, we were mortals. I was born in that
forest, in a tiny little hut that is nothing but dust now. Demeter
was my mortal mother. Everyone was completely in love with
my mother, but she was extremely beautiful until one night she
was attacked. She never saw his face, never knew who’d done
it, but it left her pregnant with me. The village rallied around
her, protecting her, saying that the child would be brought up
as one of the children in the village and they would keep the
secret so Demeter could still keep her innocence and marry
when she was slightly older. She was young, only seventeen,
when she gave birth to me.”

The wind howls, and I can’t hear anything else but it as
Persephone fills my mind with images of her past. Memories.
The forest I got my powers in, unlocked her, and found my
wolf, but years ago. Two beautiful women, mother and
daughter. Happiness. “I was treasured in that village, like a



jewel, my beauty outshining even my mother’s. I made many
friends, many lovers, if you wish to know. But there was a
problem. Our village was cursed. I was the last child born to
anyone, and Demeter believed that my birth stopped the forest
from giving life altogether in punishment of whoever my
biological father was. No children were being born, not even
animals. Even pregnant women who came in the village would
lose their child before it could be born. They were dying.

“That’s when they came. The Wolven gods came to us,
walking the mortals’ land like they never had before.
Everywhere they stepped, it glowed with power under their
paws. They promised me immortality. They promised me
power, control, and the ability to hunt down who had hurt my
mother all those years ago. They promised my mother exactly
the same, and we took it, unaware of the binds that would
come with that kind of magic. We were made immortal. We
were gods to our families and friends. I only had to touch a
shoulder of a woman and she’d be pregnant that evening from
her male. I could make the land fertile beneath my feet so that
new deer ran in the forests and life burst into the world.

“The seasons were long gone, but my mother’s power
easily changed this. There was bright summer sunlight in the
grey world. There were the bright colours of autumn, the fresh
snow of winter, and early buds of spring. The winds turned
from summer to spring to winter to autumn, to whatever she
needed to help grow crops and fertilize the land for the
mortals. We were loved, admired, practically queens to them
as they grew. We soon realised we were not the only gods that
were created in each corner of the world to save it, but we hid
away from them. My mother was fearful of males, and she
didn’t want to risk a god finding us with the rumours we heard
of their cruelty to mortals.”

“Why tell me this?”

“In death, you deserve all of the truth, Mai,” she tells me. I
want tears to fall down my cheeks, but I only feel them in my
heart. She really is going to kill me. All of this...it’s going to
end in death. “Truthfully, I was trapped in that forest, in that
village. All the family and friends we knew died in their short



mortal lives, and we kept living on, kept helping, on and on it
went. I had lovers over the time, but then there was him.
Hades. He swept into the forest and took me away.”

The affection I hear in her voice, just from his name,
reminds me of how I speak about my alphas. “Hades promised
me freedom, promised to show me the world, and in exchange,
he wanted my love. I gladly gave him it. I loved him with all
of my heart and soul. He showed me every corner of the
worlds from heaven to hell to every inch of the mortal realms.
My mother was livid. She was so protective over me because
of how I was born, and we started a war that killed so many. In
truth, we probably did deserve the curse.”

“If I’m going to die...what is it like?”

I feel her make my face smile. “I do not know, not truly. I
am cursed. I love Hades, and I cannot touch him in death. I
can only feel him through a bond, from a mortal like you
before. There was just darkness, a darkness where we were
alive and aware, but never there in our souls. Never moving.
All of us gods, immortal but frozen.”

“Then Oisean—"

“Ah, the angel,” she muses. “We pushed into the mind of a
random angel who prayed to us, and told him exactly what to
do to get us out. It took many thousands of years to build up
that power to speak to him. We told him to gather pregnant
females and to make sure that he had the seven weapons. We
told him a spell to call them to him for a short time. We talked
him through the ceremony.”

He was a puppet for the gods, too. “But something went
wrong... He was broken by our touch. He created an eighth.
That was never the plan.

“Either way, we knew that the children would then be born
with a soul bond to us and that we’d finally be able to come
back to the real world and find each other. That’s what Hades
and I wanted. Zeus, on the other hand, he wanted the mortals
to pay. He thought he was a king to them, and he treated them
as slaves. Zeus couldn’t believe the mortals would simply stop
believing in him, forget him, and none of them tried to get him



back. They were happy he was gone, and for years, so many
years, he planned his revenge.”

Considering millions died, he got what he wanted in the
end. “It was different for us. I didn’t want to control your life,
but to guide you. I cared for you from the second I was bound
to your soul and born again. I was there in the shadows of your
mind the entire time throughout your life. I watched as you
grew up in the pack with the parts of Hades’s soul, falling in
love with them. I watched you suffer through the Ravensword
Pack all the time, right down to that mating pool you walked
into. It was me who pushed into the world through your
fingertips in that water and directed the bond straight towards
the alpha, making a fake connection. I hoped that it would
make you alpha female of the pack and that you’d have a
chance to kill him for what he did. But instead, it led you
straight back to Hades.”

“I nearly died,” I remind her.

“Yes, there is always such a price to pay for magic, but that
time worked well for you. The water didn’t take your life, 1
made sure of it,” she softly says. “I’m sorry that this is your
end, Mai. But we cannot be bound to your soul for the rest of
our lives.”

“Please don’t,” 1 whisper. “You say you care for me.
You’ve watched me grow up and watched over me...don’t kill

2

me.

“The curse must end,” she firmly replies, not a hint of
emotion in her voice. I don’t believe she cared about me at all.

I look at her blood sacrifice, a male angel’s body lying
broken in the circle, much bigger than the one I made, his
blood pouring onto the ground. I can’t smell anything but his
blood, and I can’t hear anything other than my pounding heart.
I suppose there were plenty of bodies for her to use.

“Alphas,” I cry down the bond, but I have no clue if they
hear my desperate cry for my mates.

Persephone starts to chant, speaking the ancient words out
of my own lips even while I try to resist, try to fight her power



over me. But she’s literally bound to my soul, controlling my
mind and body. I can’t stop her. She chants over and over
before I’'m suddenly swarmed by a familiar darkness blocking
out everything else. The darkness is different from the last
time. This time, the pool of water on the ground is white, soft,
and it does echo ripples as Persephone makes us face the
Wolven gods with a look of contempt. I feel them before they
appear, and this time they are angry, their anger like daggers
pressing on my soul as [ bow low.

“It’s been a long time since we’ve seen each other again,
Persephone.”

Their voice fills my mind.

“Take the Apple of Discord, the last of your power in the
mortal lands, and free us. End the curse,” she bluntly demands
from my mouth. “We’ve deserved our punishments, but we
both know you want the Apple of Discord back more than you
want to curse us forever. End this.”

“No, don’t,” I scream in my mind, but no noise comes out.
I feel so powerless.

“Does the mortal wolf queen know she will die alongside
the alphas that she loves so much?”

“I don’t want this!” I scream over and over, and if they
hear me, they don’t say anything. I know they can hear me, but
they don’t have the emotion to care. Not when Persephone is
offering them the crown. The crown held within my body,
latched onto her power. I wonder why they didn’t take it
before.

“We cannot take what is locked in a mortal heart,” one of
them says. “It must be freely offered.”

“And it 1s,” Persephone reassures. “There’s a high price for
freedom,” she replies. “Their pack is saved thanks to the
powers that we gave them that latched onto their souls.”

The wolf on the far right, his eyes warmer than the others,
looks directly at me. “I did warn you, if you called us again,
you would die. I never said it would be by our hand. May
death be kind to you all.”



“Please don’t, Persephone,” I plead with her. I feel her, a
dark caress across my soul.

“Trust me,” she whispers to me.

Something snaps, something hurts more than any pain I’ve
felt, and my soul literally sets on fire within me. I scream, the
darkness and Wolven gods fading away as I fall onto my back.
I gasp, the pain locking my body right as green light pours out
of my soul. It floats up into the darkness, and I can do nothing
but fade as my soul breaks.

1 feel like I'm floating under warm water, watching the colours
of a world just above the surface. Red, black, and gold. It all
shimmers softly and beautifully, as male hands reach into the
water and pull me out. I gasp for air, only receiving
punishingly hot air as I blink my eyes open at the male holding
me as he gently sets me down on the riverbank. On blistering
hot red stone.

Hadles.

The god of death...in the flesh. That can only mean one
thing.

“Am I dead?”

He nods, standing up, and he looks behind me. “They are
dying, as my soul leaves them, making me whole in hell once
more.”

“Please save them,” I plead, crawling to my feet, a white
dress clinging to my body. I look around at hell, which is far
more beautiful than I thought it would be. Walls of fire make
the borders, clifftops curl around the edges, and there is a
thick forest of trees with pomegranates hanging off the
branches. Within the forest, I see a sweet cottage made of red
stone.

At its door, Persephone stands, and she bows her head to
me.
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“I am sending you back, Mairin, as a gift for saving us,’
Hades tells me. My eyes widen, and he places his large hands
on my shoulders. “And I will not let them die. I control death,
after all. This is not your time. The Wolven gods always hated
that I controlled what they did not. I was death long before
they ever came to me. I promised my soul to them to find
Persephone, my true mate. My wife.”

“Th-thank you,” I whisper.

He darkly chuckles and looks at his wife and then back to
me. “No, thank you. Live your life freely, as it should have
always been.”

Hades shoves me hard into the water, and I gasp, falling
right into the depths and into a pitch darkness that welcomes
me.

I wheeze as I wake up on the rooftop garden, smoke high
in the dark sky, angels flying around within like sparkling
black stars. How long have I been gone? The noise of the
pack, the bond, all of it comes back at once as I sit up and look
across the garden. I feel for my mates, finding them just
outside the castle gates, running to me. I search the entire pack
bond and find we are winning the war. Cenwyn’s angels are
running from the city. I grin with mind-melting relief and
climb to my feet, running down the castle and out into the
courtyard, where my four wolves are waiting for me.

I fall to my knees, and they surround me, pressing against
me.

Death saved us in the end.



shtoore

MY BLACK DRESS floats across the floor as I

walk into the room, my alphas on either side of me and all of
us wearing black crowns. My bones ache from a long court
meeting to discuss a million different things, but I still smile
when I see Deimos and Niall waiting in the throne room with a
group of their people waiting on either side in small parties
with many, many suitcases and boxes.

“I presume you’re leaving us, then,” Henderson questions.

Deimos grins and bows his head where his own golden
crown sits. “It’s been two weeks, and it’s time. We are leaving
some of our kind here to heal and others to stay with females
they have taken a liking to.”

He wiggles his eyebrows, and we all laugh. Deimos walks
to me and takes my hands. He has a wicked, new, nasty scar
down the side of his face, but he is nothing but joyful. Behind
him, by the door, Indra stands with his two twin daughters. We
sent wolves and angels to destroy Cenwyn’s court, what was
left of it, the second that it was clear that we were winning the
war. They went to the castle and rescued the twins and brought
them back here unharmed. I watched a viscount fall to his
knees in front of his daughters and cry as they all held each
other, and we left them together for hours. The girls look
traumatised, which I suppose they would be after all those
years as prisoners of Cenwyn. But Deimos is going to take
them home, and time will heal. It will heal us all.



“I do hope we’re invited to the shores of Fenrir sometime
soon.”

“We will host a magnificent party on the beach, in your
honour, queen and alpha female of Fall Mountain Pack,” he
replies, inclining his head. “And its kings and alphas, too.”

“I look forward to it,” I say, feeling emotional. I will miss
him, oddly enough. I know my alphas will too.

“A party would be a good break, well needed in the next
years to come,” Ragnar agrees.

Deimos looks me in the eye. “You can all come and see the
developments we’re going to make. Freeing all the humans is
our first law, and helping them build cities again will be the
next.”

The amount of joy I feel from that sentence is hard to even
think about. I think of those humans that I saw on the streets of
Fenrir, in the world, who are suffering. For them to have their
own freedoms, to get a bit back of the world they lost, is
something to celebrate.

I push his hands aside and give him a tight hug instead,
which makes Valentine growl low. Deimos chuckles and holds
me tightly before letting me go. “Which one of you overly
possessive bastards growled, then?”

“Me, you fucker,” Valentine states and then pats Deimos’s
shoulder with a friendly smile. “I don’t like males touching
her. Not even you.”

Possessive bastards.
I kind of like it. Okay, I love it.

Deimos talks with my alphas as I head to Niall, who is
waiting. He doesn’t want the title of king of his court, but his
people gave him it, anyway. We need new rulers with pure
hearts and good leadership, which he has in swarms even if he
doesn’t think so. I glance at my old maid, who has packed and
is ready to go with Niall. Turns out he was busier than I
thought during these last two weeks as we’ve buried our dead,
secured our city limits, and sent out our wolves into the world
to hunt down any angels that ran. They will die just like



Cenwyn, his body destroyed, thrown into the pit of darkness at
the bottom of the waterfall, alongside all the angels who died
fighting for him.

And the dust of the Levi with them. Good riddance. I hope
Hades shows them exactly what hell is like for monsters.

“Feels wrong to be leaving,” he tells me, placing his hands
on my shoulders. “But you’re a queen, a mate, a mother and
alpha female who rules a damn big pack. I know you don’t
need me.”

“A part of me will always need you. You’re my dad,” I tell
him. His eyes go glassy, and he tugs me into a tight hug.

“Always, Maiy,” he promises as | hold him just as tightly.
My alphas don’t growl when Niall hugs me. “I will be back
soon. Like I said, the king title really isn’t for me. I’ll find a
good leader, someone who will definitely deserve it, and live
here with you and Dip.”

“I’d love that,” I tell him. “You are very welcome here
with us. With your family.”

“My job in your court is one I won’t be giving away,” he
replies with a wink. Our court is growing. Adding angels
wasn’t taken as badly as we thought by the wolves. Many of
them actually thanked Niall and Callahan when they came in.
I’m absolutely certain that we are going to change the world
with the laws that we’re going to put in place to protect
wolves, angels, and humans. We are fighting for true freedom
and safety for everyone, and before I die, many, many years in
the future, I want that for the world.

“Have a good flight,” I tell him, stepping back. He nods
and waves to the alphas before leaving Deimos and his party
not far behind him.

“Phim and Dip will be here soon. What do you want to do
for the evening?” Henderson questions, nodding at the guards
to shut the doors.

Valentine wraps his arm around my waist, and I sink into
his touch, pondering Hens’s question. “We could grab some
food, curl up with a book and just rest.”



“I was thinking about training but—"

The throne room doors are pushed open, our guards
smacking across the room and crashing into the steps. My
smile drops as I look down, seeing Phim in the pile of guards,
and all of them are sleeping. Not dead, but hurt.

My alphas all growl, the sound deafening as we brace
ourselves. Valentine pushes me behind him, and I peer over his
shoulder.

Draycian strolls into the room with Serendipity resting on
his shoulder, fast asleep in her pink pyjamas, a pink blanket
tucked around her. She doesn’t stir at the noise, and fear
crawls up my throat. I knew he hadn’t gone, but since he came
to help us in the war, he has been silent. Apparently, he was
waiting until our allies had gone before taking her.

We shouldn’t have left her. Even with Phim. This day was
always coming, and if we have to take him down, we will. We
aren’t powerless; our power from Persephone and Hades is
still here but dimmed. Not as strong as before.

“She is fine,” Draycian tells me, directly me, like he can
see my panic. But she isn’t fine. He has her. I freeze, not
knowing what to do. I can’t exactly attack him.

“Give her back, or it’s your head,” Silas warns.

“No,” Draycian smoothly replies. “It’s time. A deal is a
deal. You agreed to the price, and you have your reward. You
have your pack.”

“No,” I shout, stepping forward from behind Valentine.

“She didn’t even know Dip was alive when she made the
deal, and it’s fucking madness. You can’t steal her child,”
Ragnar demands.

“It’s wrong,” Henderson flatly states. “What the fuck is
wrong with you? Why could you possibly want her, anyway?”

Silas is nothing but fury held within a wolf. “She is ours,
and you’re not taking her anywhere. We don’t even know
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you.



“You don’t have a choice,” Draycian flatly replies. “I am
one of the last dragon gods that walk this earth. I was born at
the same time as the Wolven gods, and they know I am their
only weakness. They are mine too. Thanks to you and
Serendipity being in danger, they are aware I still walk the
mortal lands.”

“That sounds like a you problem,” Valentine states, but my
eyes never stray from my daughter. This all doesn’t feel real.

I can almost feel what he is going to say before he says it.
“She is my mate.”

The sentence echoes around the room that feels too big,
too loud. I nearly stumble back in shock. Valentine holds me
up, and my mate’s strength keeps me together for a little while
longer. If they are mates, he will protect her no matter what.
He’s not going to hurt her, and that’s why he was able to send
his power to her and she was able to use it. That’s why she was
completely covered in flames, because she was a dragon god’s
mate. My daughter.

“She’s a child,” I say. “Even if she is your mate, she will
not forgive you for taking her from her mother. From me.
What are you going to tell her when she’s older? That you
stole her from her mother, from her pack? That you stole her
away and broke everyone’s hearts?”

“We are all that she knows,” Ragnar says. “It would hurt
her, and if she is your mate, why would you want that? Don’t
you want what is best for her?”

“Do you want her to grow up without a mother?”

His jaw ticks, and he looks down at her. “She doesn’t have
a choice, and I don’t like doing this, despite what you may
think. The Wolven gods are going to hunt me, and her, for the
rest of her time. My city is hidden from them, and they won’t
find us there. She will be able to exist in peace.”

“We can protect her,” Silas says, but in the back of my
mind...I doubt it.

I can feel the slight doubt from Silas, too. He would try, so
would I, but they are the Wolven gods. Their power...it felt



capable of destroying the world in the blink of an eye. And if
Draycian is a threat to them, then how powerful must he be?

“I will not let them hurt her, but I need her in my city,
where I can keep an eye on her and protect her, even if she
doesn’t choose me as her mate. I will not force her,” he tells
me, especially me. “In the end, it matters only that she’s safe.
That 1s a mother’s job, correct?”

“You tricked me,” I bite out.

“Yes,” he replies, not a hint of guilt in his voice. “I knew
the minute she was born into this world, but I couldn’t quite
find her. The sword of the seven was blocking my powers.
When I met you, I knew instantly that you’d had her. |
wondered whether you just hid her away to keep her safe or
simply didn’t want to be her mother. I knew that you’d bring
her back eventually, or I hoped. The deal was there to make
sure of it. I saw into the future and knew you’d meet her.”

My voice breaks. “Please...don’t take her. I can’t lose her.”

“A deal is a deal,” he replies, his jaw tight as tears fall
down my cheeks. “The laws of magic are twisted. If you try to
stop me from claiming the deal, magic will make you pay a
heavy price. It might even hurt her.”

“You’re a fucking bastard, Draycian,” Silas growls. “Your
mate 1s going to hate you for this.”

“So be it,” he shrugs. “She will be alive.”
We all go silent, and my heart cracks, cutting deep.

Breelyn and Callahan walk into the silent room, looking
between us. Her concerned eyes find mine, Callahan’s too, and
I shake my head softly.

We can’t fight this.
I don’t think we should.

From my mates’ silence, I think they agree. None of us
want to say the words out loud. It would be so real.

“You called,” Breelyn says, her voice full of sarcasm.



He doesn’t even look at her. “We’re leaving. You still have
time to play out our deal. The time here doesn’t count.”

“Bite me,” she snaps and turns to Callahan, having a
private moment that Draycian seems to let her have.

I look at my daughter and slowly walk across the room.
Draycian doesn’t move as [ come up closer.

I brush some curls away from her cheek. “I think I knew,
when her eyes turned to embers, that she was destined for a
life I can’t give her.”

I look up at him. “But know, if you let her be harmed,
there isn’t any world you can hide in that I won’t find you and
kill you.”

“I will always protect her,” he claims. I hate that I believe
him. Tears fill my eyes as I nod.

The second time my daughter is going to be taken from
me, and both times, it’s been to protect her. This time, I won’t
forget.

Draycian’s voice is almost soft. “She will have a good
life.”

“With no family,” I whisper. “With only old gods with a
claim to her.”

He doesn’t say anything. “Let me come to your city and
see her often. Please. She won’t be alone that way and still
safe.”

“If you come too often, they will follow,” he responds. “I
cannot allow it.”

“She needs her mother. She will need to know she is
loved,” I tell her. “And you are cold. You won’t give her that.”

I stroke her cheek one more time. “I know you don’t think
I’'m much of a mother because I wasn’t there all of the time,
but I always loved her. I had no choice but to give her away,
and I did it to protect her. I’'m giving her to you to protect her;
doesn’t that say enough about how much I love her? She needs
that love. She needs to know she isn’t alone.” My voice



cracks. “Don’t take that from her, Draycian. If no one teaches
her to love, then she can never possibly love you.”

His voice is cold. “Once a year. There 1s a time when you
cannot be followed. Just once, and you are not allowed to tell
her about the deal. You will tell her that you wished for her to
live in the city and not why.”

I nod, relief pouring into my bones even when it’s a deal
with a tricky price of lying on top. It’s something. Anything. I
won’t lose her completely.

“I’m coming with you,” Aunt Reine states, walking into
the room, her heels clicking on the floor. She was clearly
eavesdropping from outside. I look over at her, and it’s still
hard after everything that happened with Erin, even if she did
save the pack. Erin is still dead.

Draycian looks at her up and down. “You will not be able
to leave my city. Ever.”

“I am aware, trickster,” she coldly responds.

“You will die there,” he warns her. “You will bow to me
and only me.”

“And I will care for her,” she says sharply, looking at Dip.
“She needs a female role model there all of the time.”

“Then welcome,” Draycian agrees.

My heart pounds as I feel Ragnar’s and Henderson’s hearts
sadden. They won’t see their mother again. Maybe never.
Reine walks to her sons and Silas and Valentine. I hear every
word. “I was dragged back here when I wanted to leave, and
this was the true reason. Let me go. I cannot be here any
longer without him.”

“We understand, mum,” Ragnar says, his heart hurting
more than it already was. I wipe my wet cheeks as Reine hugs
them all.

I look at Draycian. “Can I hold her for a moment?”

“A minute,” Draycian replies, handing her to me. I hold
her close and go to my mates. They circle around me as | say
goodbye. For now. Not forever. Tears run down my cheeks as I



kiss her head and breathe in her scent one more time. My
mates take their turn, lifting her hand, kissing her head gently.
They know it’s the right thing to do as much as I do, but it
hurts. It hurts so much. Their voices fill my mind. “We have to
do whatever we can to protect her, and she will come back to
us one day.”

“Her home i1s always going to be in Fall Mountain Pack.”

Every step to Draycian, to hand over my daughter, feels
like a sword in my back.

He looks me in the eye. “I was wrong. You are a very good
mother.”

“Protect her,” I whisper, my voice breaking on a sob.

“Breelyn, come,” Draycian calls as he turns and walks out,
Aunt Reine nodding to me and leaving with him. I wish I got a
moment to speak to her...but I know it’s best this way.
Callahan whispers words to a crying Breelyn, the necklaces
around their necks flashing in the light. They are the same
necklaces I wore as a spy. They will be able to speak to each
other while they are apart.

Breelyn breaks away from Callahan and walks out.
Draycian, Aunt Reine, Breelyn and my sweet Serendipity
disappear in a flash of gold light.

My heart drops as I sink to the floor, bursting into tears.

My alphas hold me, all of them, in the moment of pure
pain I feel cut through me. I know I did the right thing, but
either way, it completely breaks my heart to let her go.






11 YEARS LATER



11 YEARS LATER

WOLVES' howls echo behind me as T race straight

through the forest, wet wind and leaves brushing through my
fur. I spin around the corner, following the scents on the damp
ground to exactly where I want to lead the wolves for chasing
me. There’s four of them out there. My wolves. I led them
here, knowing they’d chase me anywhere. I skid around a
corner of a tree and come out right before a stone throne, an
old place that everyone knows is ours. I turn around, warm
autumn leaves rushing into the air.

In my wake, four gigantic black wolves jump into the
clearing, and I shift back in front of them, letting them stare at
every inch of me as I rise up off the ground.

I can’t help my smile.

Silas shifts back, kneeling before me. “I like when you
kneel,” I tell him.

He flashes me a wicked smirk. “I know.”

My other mates shift back until all four of my alphas are in
front of me, and I breathe in their scents. I hate being away
from them, but this time, it’s an exact twenty-four hours that I
count down the days to. To the day I get with my beautiful
daughter, once a year, and I get to see the amazing female she
1s growing into. I guess part of me always feared how much of
her father might be in her, but like Jesper, she 1s good and
kind, and that darkness is only a shadow I see in the corner of
her eyes. In Jesper’s too.

“We’ve missed you,” Henderson growls, stepping forward.
All thoughts of yesterday disappear as I face my mates, and
my body clenches.

I tilt my head to the side. “What are you going to do about
it?”



Valentine answers, walking across the clearing. He falls to
his knees before me. “Bow to our queen.”

Before I can blink, his warm lips press against my bare
core, and I gasp. He groans. “You smell divine. I know you
will taste like heaven. Are you ready, Mai?”

“For you?” I murmur, digging my hands into his hair. I tug
on his hair so he looks up at me, a smile on my lips just as
wicked as any Silas does. “Always.”

His growl sends shivers through me as he goes back to my
core and parts my thighs before licking my clit, my echoing
cry shaking the surrounding trees as he drags me down off my
knees to lie back.

Silas and Ragnar watch, silent but hard as they stroke their
cocks. Henderson moves to our side, kissing me deeply as
Valentine takes less than a few minutes to lick me into an
orgasm. My body is shaking with pleasure as Valentine flips
me over, taking me in his favourite position and thrusting deep
within me.

His growl shakes the leaves on the ground around us.

My tender nipples brush against the leaves with every
thrust, and it reminds me why I love making love to my mates
in our forest.

Henderson kneels in front of me, and I open my mouth for
him. His eyes flash. “Good queen.”

I would smile, but his cock slides into my mouth, and I
moan around him.

Silas and Ragnar kneel either side of me, all of our moans
and groans echoing. 1 feel another orgasm rising just as
Valentine starts to thicken, Henderson alongside him. Our
mating bond lets us feel each other’s pleasure, and at the same
time, we all crash into our finish. I barely feel anything but the
pleasure as Valentine picks me up and holds me on his lap, our
breathless pants filling the brisk air.

This 1s a routine for us. A chase through the forest, a
mating, and then we talk. Ragnar and Silas grab the clothes we
have stashed here, and we all get changed. Once I’'m in my



soft shirt, leggings, and boots, I sit tucked up to Ragnar, with
Silas building a small fire to keep us warm. Valentine grabs
wood and various things he needs while Henderson gets us
some drinks out of the storage box we keep here.

I sip on the flavoured water, enjoying the warm buzz of the
fire.

“How 1s Serendipity?” Ragnar questions, running his gaze
over me, searching for any sign that I’'m not okay. In the first
few years after I let Serendipity go to live with Draycian,
visiting was torture. I wanted to take her away, never leave her
side again, and she was slowly forgetting who I was to her. It
was harder because Niall wasn’t speaking to me, not after
what happened, as he thought I'd made a mistake. I
understood his anger, but it made everything so hard to
process. I’d cry for days when I came back, and my mates held
me the entire time. Seraphim and Breelyn came in one day,
after the third year of visiting, and told me enough is enough.
That Serendipity was happy and safe, that she was alive, and
that should be something to celebrate. They kicked my ass in
training, got me drunk and reminded me that one day,
Serendipity will come back to us. It helps that Aunt Reine tells
me she is doing well and is a very happy child, at least she did.
I haven’t seen Aunt Reine in a few years, but Dip says she is
well, in the strange accent that she has now that must come
from the city she lives in. The city I’'m never allowed to see.
Dip comes with a male, who claims to be her guard, and we
stay in a small house in a dark cave. “Serendipity is fine,
nothing unusual except she has learnt sarcasm, and she is a
little bossy, but I guess that is normal for thirteen-year-olds,” I
chuckle, and they smile with me, albeit sadly. I open my mind
and show them the memory of her.

The gold light flashes away, revealing a gold-walled
cavern and a small fire burning within the centre, in a metal
sphere structure. There are two beds, a cabinet and food in the
boxes in front of it. The same as always. The gold light flashes
once more, and this time, two people walk out of it.

But there is only one I care about.

Serendipity.



She 1s even more beautiful than I remember her, all dark
golden locks of hair and bright green eyes. Her hair is longer,
down to her waist now, and she has her fringe braided back on
either side. A floor-length red dress shimmers as she runs to
me, arms stretched wide. I catch her and hug her tightly,
breathing in her scent as her male guard moves to stand by the
wall. A spy for Draycian, no doubt.

The bastard.

The only thing that makes me not curse his name to the
wind is that I never scent him on her. Never. Maybe he isn’t
involved in her upbringing.

“I’ve missed you, mama,” she tells me, holding me longer
than usual. I let her hug me for as long as she needs, because I
always need more. [ will always want more time with her.

I let the memory fade. Everything else can be shown later,
and it hurts to think about her already, knowing it’s going to be
a year before I get to see her again.

“I’m happy to see her so healthy and well,” Henderson
says, but there is that hint of sadness in his voice, that we
didn’t get to bring her up. Couldn’t.

She is happy, healthy and safe. I shouldn’t worry, but
there’s something in her eyes that always makes me worry. A
spark of something. She knows the dragon god 1s her mate, but
other than that, she’s not allowed to talk to me about him. I’ve
never seen him since that day he walked out with her, back to
his city. He always sends a golden wolf to take me to a cave
outside the pack borders. Instead of worrying my mates with
this, and they already know, I tell them all about the paintings
she showed me that she did.

“She’s significantly better than she was when she was four
years old,” I tell them out loud, needing to hear a sound other
than the fire. Dip was very skilled at painting from about
seven, but now her paintings are nothing short of masterpieces.

“Does she like the magical blades that I sent with you?”
Valentine questions. They worked on the knives for months of
this year, getting the magic just right so that they can sense



danger to her alone, if she is going to be hurt or someone is
going to kill her. I hope it gives her some warning if anyone
dares to touch her.

I know Draycian would kill anyone who did, but a backup
isn’t a terrible thing.

I nod with a small but sad smile.
“Do they even train her to fight?” Silas ponders.

“Apparently so. She seemed quite familiar with it when I
gave it to her, held them in a way only someone trained
could,” I respond. I won’t mention that she threw one of them
across the cavern, and it narrowly missed the side of her
guard’s ear.

He simply stayed still, no reaction, no nothing. Dip just
laughed.

“She said it was a great birthday present either way,” I
finish off. We don’t get to see her on her birthday, but we take
present anyway, and Christmas ones too.

“Even the book?” Silas questions, meaning the book
Ragnar gifted her on advanced human mechanics that he
borrowed from the humans on our last visit to the America
lands. I was glad the book didn’t get lost in the new garages
built in the city, which Ragnar has filled with cars and car
parts. Enough to last him several lifetimes. We go once a year,
or send Callahan, Breelyn or Seraphim, to what is left of the
human lands to make trade deals and to open up our
boundaries now that the Levi are gone. But humans don’t trust
easily, and our treaty with them is precarious at best, at worst
one inch away from war. None of us want a war again, not
after the last, not after how many dead we had. The humans
don’t like wolves or magic of any kind, and angels are actively
hunted. Most of America is now divided into what we call
cults, but they call them sections. It’s not a great place to be,
but we all need to trade with each other to survive.

To have a future, we need to open the metaphorical gates.

We did a lot of that, helping Deimos and Niall in building
five new cities across the world, all a mixture of all races that



live within them and rule themselves. There is a new king
ruling over the Styx, chosen by Niall himself after we made up
and he decided to come and live here. He even has a young
daughter and beautiful mate, who live in the castle with us. It’s
certainly big enough.

As for me and my alphas, it took a long time to get our
pack back to a sense of normal, or at least a bit of normal
before the war that will always haunt our souls. We honour the
dead by living, though, and that’s what I’ve told many, many
wolves over the years. We lost a lot of people that day, but
they aren’t forgotten, and they never will be.

Silas and Ragnar are bickering over the mechanics book as
I look over at Valentine, and he softly smiles at me.

I reach into his mind. “How is your cousin?”’

I know he goes to see him when I leave to see Serendipity,
mostly to keep himself busy and a little in part to make sure |
don’t go with him. He doesn’t want me around his cousin after
how we met, and I’m not rushing to go with him. His cousin
has stopped drinking after the war, and Valentine will never
forgive him completely, but he is family.

“We had a meal. He is courting a female,” he tells me,
speaking out loud over the argument.

“Good,” I tell him. We continue talking for a bit longer as
the fire burns into embers before we shift and run back up to
the castle over the lovely grassy fields, past the ruins of the old
houses that were destroyed in the war. None of us have
decided to rebuild them, not yet anyway. We run straight into
the castle doors, and right in the doorway stands a little boy.

Our little boy.

Who always misses me as much as I miss him when I go to
see his sister. He wants to meet her and protect her as a brother
would do, but we struggle to explain why he can’t. One day.
One day, they will meet.

I shift back, dropping the clothes in my mouth on the floor
and pulling them back on me before going over and picking up



my beautiful son. I spin him around, making him giggle, and I
tuck his dark curls behind his ear.

Seraphim leans against the door, smiling at me. “He
always knows when you’re back, and you’re lucky I guessed
where he went as I’m too fat to chase him now.”

She pats her large bump of a stomach. I look down at my
son. “Have you been causing Auntie Seraphim trouble,
Kendric?”

He gives me a toothy grin, even missing a tooth that he lost
last week biting into an apple. He cried for an hour straight
until Silas explained that a missing tooth makes him a wolf
warrior, and gave him another sharp dagger—which I hid later
with the rest of them. I look at my sister as my mates walk
over, finished getting changed. “Thank you.”

She laughs. “I’'m going to get my mate to rub my swollen
feet until I feel better, and don’t expect to see me for the
night.”

“Say hello from me!” I shout as she waddles away. That
baby is due any day, and I can’t wait to be an auntie. None of
us expected Seraphim to come out with the shocking news that
she was pregnant, over a normal breakfast, right between a
conversation over a new training building and whether Jesper
was old enough to train with our army, which he wants to join.
We all scented it when she walked in, and that was enough to
silence the conversation for me at least. Apparently, she met a
male wolf in the America lands, and that was that. I didn’t
even know she liked males...but she told me one night that she
liked him. Just him and that other males are still useless to her.
But he didn’t want to have anything to do with Phim the next
morning. It was a one-night stand.

Three months later, she found her mate. A beautiful female
wolf healer who came for an audience with us to discuss new
healing techniques after she was prompted to the head healer
for one of the plazas. They found out they were true mates that
night. Her mate was delighted to hear about the pregnancy,
and they plan to bring the baby up together in the castle. I
know my sister is healing from deep wounds, from the first



baby she had sadly lost. This is the right thing for her, and I
know she’s happy. Her fears will fade when she holds her
child.

“Five years old and you’re already stealing my mate,”
Silas playfully grumbles, poking at Kendric’s stomach, and he
giggles louder.

“My mama,” he replies, holding my neck tightly. He’s
lucky he is so gorgeous. I tickle him as we head inside to the
warmth as winter slowly creeps up, chilling the air.

“Dadda, when do I get to shift?” he asks Henderson as
Ragnar and Valentine close the doors. He asks this question
every day now, and my mates believe it’s his awareness of his
wolf that 1s prompting the questions. Silas swoops him out of
my arms and spins him around in the air.

“Soon, son,” Henderson says and kisses the top of his
head.

“I want to run with you,” he tells us. He speaks so well for
a young one.

“You’ll never be able to run as fast as us,” Ragnar
challenges. Ragnar sprints down the castle, much slower than
he can actually run.

Kendric wiggles out of Silas’s arms and starts running after
him. “I can!”

Henderson runs after them both, chuckling.

The castle walls groan, but I know the castle secretly loves
having so many children running about. It’s alive with joy.

Valentine kisses the top of my head. “I’'m going to have a
shower. Join me?”

The promise in his words makes me shiver.
“I—" Silas starts, but Callahan’s voice interrupts.

“Do you want to say goodbye to us before you disappear
for the night?”

I turn to look down the corridor as Callahan and Breelyn
walk down to us, their beautiful little girl holding hands



between them, her black wings ruffling in the air. She’s half
wolf, half angel. But she’s all angel in our eyes because she
looks exactly like Callahan, except for the wings being so
dark. Callahan picks his daughter up as she reaches for me,
helping her. She’s only two and a half years old, and I'm
definitely the favourite auntie.

I press kisses all over her cheeks. “Are you excited,
Frida?”

She nods. “Come, too?”’

I shake my head. “Not this time. You’ll have fun with your
mum and dad though. I’'m sure King Deimos will make a fuss.
He always does when anyone comes to visit.”

I know they’re travelling to the Fenrir Kingdom today,
taking a few things from us but mostly for a holiday, which is
what Deimos’s kingdom is well-known for. The Fenrir
Kingdom, renamed by King Deimos, is nicknamed the
pleasure world.

“I can’t wait to take her to the beach,” Breelyn tells me,
taking Frida from my arms.

“I think you’ll love it,” I reply with a smile.
“How did it go?”” Callahan questions, his voice kind.

“Normal,” 1T reply. There isn’t much else to say, but I
appreciate that he and Breelyn came to check on me before
they left.

“Enjoy yourselves,” Silas says, patting Callahan’s shoulder
and smiling at Breelyn.

“Are you going to come back with another surprise this
time?” Valentine questions, eyeing the toddler, who was the
surprise they came back with from a previous trip.

“I will try my best,” Callahan teases.

Breelyn’s cheeks burn as she gently whacks his arm. “Let’s
go before I change my mind.”

“I love you too, my little wolf,” he tells her.

She winks at him, and they head out the doors.



I rest my head on Silas’s shoulder, watching Callahan fly
his family into the skies, the sun setting above our pack.

There was once a rejected wolf...

And she became the queen of the wolves.

The End.

Want to read Serendipit), s story?


https://geni.us/Emberone

I was trained to be the dragon king’s mate. His pure,
blessed by the gods, fire queen.

But my fate was never to be his.

My name is Serendipity Fall, and I’'m one of the only wolf
shifters living with a bunch of immortal dragon shifters in a
city I can never leave. I’'m the fated mate of the dragon king—
Draycian of the house of Mnemosyne—and on the first full
moon after my nineteenth birthday, I will be bound to him in a
mating ceremony.

But I don’t want a mate.

I don’t want the dragon king god who rules my hometown
from his golden castle. I don’t even know what he looks like.
All T know is, anytime I mention his name, everyone blanches
in fear.

He 1s a monster.

I have a plan to escape from his city and find my real family.
To be free.

I won’t be his fire queen, because in the darkness of the
embers, I found him:

The dark wolf I crave.

We will be together, even if our love is going to destroy
everything.

Even if it brings the Wolven gods down upon us all.






ARAWN OF THE VANIR.

"THERE WILL COME A DAY, torturer of the

Vanir, that you will regret this.”

My words echo around the dark walls of my new prison.
The only other sound is the dripping water down the wall and
the squeaks of the rats running into their holes. I know I will
be here a very, very long time.

Time is nothing in the flames.

His gold hair shines like our creator as he steps into the
light, looking down on me. He has always looked down on me
like dirt. He looks down on everyone who wasn’t her.

Or his dead betrothed.

How sad that was, when her blood spilled on my hands
right before I turned her to ash. I smile at him, at the
memories.

“I will not kill you, Arawn of the house of Mnemosyne, as
rotting in here is a suitable punishment for what you have
done,” he growls, embers flickering out of his lips. His body
shakes, the only sign I’ve truly destroyed him by killing her.
By killing all of his family and everyone he has ever loved.

I rise, smirking in the darkness. “I will be freed, and you
will never, ever escape me. This is temporary.”

“May the Wolven gods find you,” he curses me, his eyes
flashing gold. “Because no one else in this world is ever going
to help you escape.”



I watch as he walks away, his gold wings spreading out
before he takes off, and the room goes dark. No matter where
he hides, I will find him.

I curl myself into the embers in my soul, letting the room
burn with my fire until I can only see flames. In the flames, I
see a female wolf with a coat of ice-cold snow and a fiery
heart that could burn even the coldest winter into summer.

One day she will free me.

Together, we are going to turn this world into nothing but
ash and ice.



schoerloir

A GLIMMERING GOLD blade presses against

the soft skin of my neck, and I grin. “Should I be impressed
that your immortal old ass actually won this time?”

Nakoa growls as he lowers his blade, and I turn to face
him. Nakoa 1s my guard, promised to the old gods themselves
to protect me from any threat, which according to him, is my
own clumsiness more than anything else. He might be right. In
every aspect except this. I’'m good in a fight. Usually. Sweat
pours down my back, my forehead, and literally everywhere as
I pick up my dust-covered sword my guard knocked from my
hand. The gold metal glistens in the daylight shining in from
high above the city, highlighting every bit of silver, gold and
diamond crystals littered around the tops of the buildings.
When | was a kid, I thought they were stars. I soon learnt that
the real stars are in the sky outside—somewhere 1 will never
be able to go if /e gets his way.

“Coming from the pure, blessed by the gods, fire queen,
who always leaves her right side open and therefore would die
if a real enemy attacked,” Nakoa replies. Cocky immortal
dragon shifter.

Pure.
Blessed by the gods.
The dragon king s fated mate.

I hate every single one of those titles, and he knows it.
They control my life and make every action of mine heavily
judged. I just want to be free. I want to see the stars, breathe



the fresh air and find out what the world is really like. If
Nakoa can see the betraying thoughts going through my mind,
he doesn’t comment on it. “Talk to me, Serendipity.”

“You only use my full name when I’m in trouble,” I
counter, and he laughs. Nakoa is my best friend, even if he
would deny it.

I look up at the sunlight, watching how it highlights
everything in our city. The city of Mnemosyne. Hidden away
from the world, with me locked in here with it. The cavern
ceiling is tall, suggesting we are inside an enormous mountain,
and it has hundreds of large and small holes that pour in the
sunlight. The spiralling tower buildings stretch up from the
slums of the city, like diamond pillars with the mirrors lining
the sandstone to reflect light.

The city is beautiful in the day, but it’s not when the city is
at its best. This isn’t my favourite time to view it. It’s at night,
when the stars hang high above the sky like beams of light,
shining silver beams down onto the buildings, reflecting their
silver light everywhere. Every building, house and structure
was designed to make the most of the starlight, and it is my
favourite part of my home. The city that burns starlight.

“I love my home, Nakoa, but...I want to know what is out
there,” I whisper.

Nakoa places his large hand on my shoulder, and I look up
into his dark, mud brown eyes. Nakoa is a handsome shifter.
There 1s no doubt about it, with his tanned skin, muscular
form, and long black hair that is shiny even in the darkest of
rooms. | remember Nakoa always training me, teaching me to
fight, looking after me. He’s not the only one in my life, but
he’s my best friend, and I know I wouldn’t be the person I am
without his guidance. Once, a few years ago, I realised I had a
crush on him, but I soon realised that he wasn’t going to feel
that way about me, so I pushed those feelings down as far as |
could. The dragon shifters are waiting for their mates, and they
don’t date; they don’t do anything but exist.

Personally, I think it’s a giant waste. A city full of sexy
dragon shifters with no females to claim as their own.



“Death 1s out there. It waits for you, Serei,” he gently
replies. “It’s not... The people out there are not like us. We
live in peace.”

“My mama—"

“Yes, but she is the queen of millions of wolves. Don’t
think that one day a year really gives you a good look into her
life. There is a reason you are here,” he tells me. I shake my
head, but he steps in front of me, placing his hands on my
shoulders. “I know you have a million questions, like any
normal nineteen-year-old would have, but just wait a little
longer. Our king will tell you everything.”

I resist the urge to pull a face at the affection in his tone for
his king. I glance at the castle that is at the top of the city,
looking over all of us with its tall glass windows and
dauntingly high towers. Home sweet home.

It’s also his home. The dragon king...my fated mate and
the male I’ve never met. At least I can’t remember meeting.
Aunt Reine and Nakoa claim I did meet him when I was a
young child and that he saved my life.

Before stealing me from my mother and leaving me in this
city while he disappeared off to the old gods know where.

“This 1s all about the ceremony tomorrow, isn’t it?”

“You’re excited, but I am not. I am—" I pause, looking for
the right word. “Frightened, Nakoa. I don’t know him.”

He smiles at me. “Serei, you are wild and fierce and
powerful in ways you don’t even know yet. You face the males
in this city with your head held high, when most people would
fear a thousand-odd male dragon shifters. You’ve always been
so brave, taking no shit from anyone. Tomorrow will be no
different.”

“They are all big teddy bears,” I say, waving off his grip
and walking to the edge of the sandpit we use for training.

Nakoa laughs deeply. “I’ll tell Aedh and Morcant that,
shall 177



I roll my eyes, but my lips twitch. Aedh and Morcant are
the biggest males I’ve ever met, twins, and they are built like
rocks. With scary attitudes to boot.

We go silent as I watch my home. I do love this place
despite my fears about the ceremony tomorrow. I’ve known
about the ceremony since Aunt Reine told me on my eighth
birthday. I’'m the fated mate of the dragon king—Draycian of
the house of Mnemosyne—and on the first full moon after my
nineteenth birthday, I will be bound to him in a mating
ceremony. What I didn’t realise at eight was, when [ got
older...I’d want a choice.

I don’t care what the old gods chose for me. I don’t care
that he has waited thousands of years to find me.

I just want to make my own choice.

“He’s a good male, and you are both well suited, in my
opinion,” Nakoa claims. “Stubborn and, well, more stubborn.
Perfect match.”

“Asshole.”
“Language,” he replies with a smirk.

“Now you sound like Aunt Reine,” I tease, and he knocks
my shoulder with his, making his necklace bounce, the fire-red
symbol catching my eye. Nakoa can say whatever he likes, but
I’ve never met this dragon king, and I have absolutely no
interest in becoming his mate tomorrow.

“You told me once that Mnemosyne was a goddess, and on
her deathbed, she unleashed her magic into the world to make
the first dragon shifter,” I say.

Nakoa nods. “Yes. I am one of the youngest shifters, as
you know, but that is in our history books. You’d know more if
you read those over the books your mum brings you.”

“Mama has taste and brings me fantasy books,” I reply.
“Fantasy is just what I need to escape sometimes.”

“Why did you ask about our goddess?”

“I want to know something. Why I would be destined for a
dragon shifter when I’'m a full-blooded wolf?”” I hedge. “Why



me?”
And how do I get out of it?

“Fate wove our stories before we ever existed, Serei,” he
softly replies. “You can’t fight it.”

Like hell I can’t.

I lift my sword up in the air. “Come on. I’'m bored and we
have another two hours until the sun sets.”

“No,” Nakoa firmly replies. “You have a big day to get
ready for tomorrow, and I promised Reine that I’d send you
back early. I don’t want to get in her bad books, not even for
you, Serei.”

I pout. “There 1s no way I’'m going to be able to convince
you, is there?”

He winks at me. “Your Aunt Reine 1s more frightening
than you.”

I chuckle. Yes. Yes, she is.

Aunt Reine is the mother of two of my mama’s mates, and
an aunt to her growing up. When I came to live here, she came
too. Aunt Reine told me that a city full of stubborn, immortal
dragon shifters wasn’t all that different from her old pack.
That male shifters are the same, be it dragons or wolves.

Somehow, she has all these mighty dragon shifters doing
her bidding. It likely has to do with the fact she and I are the
only females in the city. There used to be two older females
who lived here, but they died when I was young. Other than
Breelyn, my godmother who visited for a year when I was a
child, it’s always been just Aunt Reine and me.

“I’m half tempted to go and hide in the city just so you get
in trouble,” I reply, making him laugh.

“I’d find you. I always do,” Nakoa replies. He might be
cool, but he is still an overprotective male at heart. I put my
sword back on the metal holder with the other weapons and
pull on my brown leather boots. My dark red dress falls to my
lower knees, cut at the sides for easy movement and stitched
with gold thread. It shimmers in the light when I move, and it



has the brilliant magical ability to block any attack. All my
clothes are made of the same material and created by Torrix.
He has amazing design skills, though it took me years of
begging to convince him to make me some leggings and tops.
The dragon king’s mate should only wear dresses, he used to
say, until I proved him wrong. Or annoyed him enough to give
in.

I quickly retie the end of my braid, which has come loose,
and push it over my shoulder where it falls to the middle of my
back. Strings of gold are braided into my hair, gifts from
Nakoa for my birthdays over the years. Each thin string of
gold is meant to give me luck. He said it was an old tradition
of the dragons.

Grabbing my gold cloak, I pull it around my shoulders and
brush off some of the sand on my dress before heading back
up the path to where Nakoa is waiting for me. I eye his red and
black leather laced with gold string. I want to wear leather one
day.

“So, when are you heading out?”” I question. Nakoa leaves
the city once every few months, and I don’t get to know what
he does, but he always comes back with something new for
me. “Because...some of that lovely vermillion paint would be
appreciated.”

He looks down at me. “With the mating ceremony
tomorrow, I won’t be leaving anytime soon. We will need to be
on guard more than ever before.”

¢ CWhy?’ b

He looks away from me. “It’s best King Draycian explains
this to you.”

I wave as we pass seven shifters doing run drills around
the edges of the city, and they all incline their head back to me
before running past and down the steps. The sand-covered
stairs eventually flatten into a space right under the gold
archway made of two dragon tails wrapped around each other
in the middle. The heads of the dragons lie at either side of the
stairs, their giant wings spreading out across the stone cliff. I



touch the head of the gold dragon on the left, like I always do,
and Nakoa smiles at me.

Despite this being a city full of dragon shifters, I rarely see
them actually fully shift. Most of them prefer to shift their
golden wings to make it easy to travel around the city, but I
know they can fully shift their entire bodies into dragons that
are the size of a building. They can also change their forms
into any animal they have met, and most prefer to change into
wolves when they are around me. I’ve always guessed it’s
their way of trying to make me feel better and to give my wolf
a pack.

But I'm a white wolfin a pack of gold.
I will always stand out.

We wind through the silver stone streets, past the
sandstone houses that shimmer in the light so brightly it hurts
my eyes at times. The city is silent, as usual, and I wave at a
few males in the windows as I pass. | know them all, mostly,
but many don’t speak to me. Nakoa explained it isn’t that they
don’t like me, but they know I belong to their king, and they
don’t dare anger him.

We pass through the triple silver gates, the entrance to the
castle, which are left open, until we come to the larger gate
right in front of the towering castle.

“Fire to you, Miss Serendipity and Guard Nakoa,”
Vercintx greets, bowing low. Vercintx is very old but still as
handsome as any male I’ve seen. His hair is white, clipped
back with a gold clip shaped like a bird. He wears the
traditional leathers like Nakoa, but unlike Nakoa, he speaks to
me only like a queen on a throne and not a real person.

“How are you, Vercintx?” I question with a kind smile.

He starts opening the lock on the gate. “You need not
worry yourself with my needs, Miss Serendipity. Have a fire
blessed evening.”

“Fire to you,” I say, inclining my head in respect. Fire to
you. The ancient saying of respect for the dragon shifters has
never made much sense to me.



“I will be back tonight, Serei,” Nakoa tells me. “Don’t piss
your aunt off too much.”

I flash him a wickedly sweet smile. “Why would I ever do
that?”

He sighs as I waggle my fingers at him and head through
the gate to open the wooden door to the entrance hall. My
home always smells like a mixture of delicious food and
jasmine, thanks to the jasmine plants climbing the walls in
nearly every corridor. The warmth of the castle settles into my
blood as I close the door behind me. Dumping my cloak and
boots in the entrance hall by the storage box, I follow the
amazing smell of food until I find myself in the kitchen. Aunt
Reine is leaning over a pot of something that smells delicious,
maybe chicken stew, and she looks over her shoulder as I step
into the room.

Aunt Reine is older than I am, but very young to the
immortal shifters in this city. In looks, she would pass as a
thirty-year-old human, with her midnight black hair and
stormy eyes, if it weren’t for the supernatural glow in her eyes,
her swift movements and how beautiful she is along with the
moon marks on her forehead. My mama has similar markings.
I wonder if Reine’s two sons look like their mother. Reine’s
sons and two others are my mama’s mates. I can’t remember
them, but I feel like I know them from their gifts, letters and
stories I have been told. I often wonder if my little brother
looks like me or them. I know none of them are my biological
father because he is dead, which is the most anyone has ever
told me, except apparently, I have an uncle from my father’s
side—Jesper Ravensword. But no one else.

I hope to meet him one day too.

“You smell like sweat and dragons,” she states in place of
a greeting. There is a smile on her face as she says it, and
while I might not be the pure fire queen that this city wants me
to be, I know I’m enough. Reine tells me about it every time I
falter. She reminds me that I come from a powerful line of
wolves, and no matter what my fate is, I choose the ending.

It’s one of the reasons I love her so much.



“You smell like chicken stew,” I say, walking to her side
and attempting to steal the spoon for a taste, but she bats me
away.

“Get away, you,” she shoos. “You’re not eating until
you’re in a new dress and had a bath. Plus, it is not ready yet.”

“Fine, fine,” I say, feeling a little tired. I eye the comfy
chair by the fireplace and sit down, picking at the worn orange
fabric, remembering every little part of the fairy-tale stories
Aunt Reine told me on this chair. She told me stories of the
pack, of wolves, of her dead mate and of my mother, but it was
always the fairy-tale parts without the real truth.

No one tells me the truth, because they treat me like |
couldn’t handle it.

“How was training with Nakoa?”

I turn to look at Aunt Reine as she wipes her hands on a
towel, and I answer, “I still need to work on my defence. He
got me this time. Again. I know for certain he has been going
easy on me until this last year.”

“He 1s still going easy on you, sweetheart,” Aunt Reine
says with a frown. “I saw the dragons, as wolves, rip through
angels on a battlefield. He 1s a warrior, and you don’t ever
want to feel the full force of him attacking you.”

“You never talk about the war...,” 1 gently start. “You
came here after it was over, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” she replies, looking down. Looking submissive in a
way [’ve rarely seen her. “I did what I had to for my people...
but sometimes you can’t face your home when the dust settles
and the moment 1s over.”

My heart races. “Will you ever go back?”

She looks at the plants on the window sill, at the new
exotic bright pink flowers that I don’t know the name of. “Yes.
When you need me no more and it is the right time.”

“After tomorrow, that might be sooner than you think,” I
say, turning away from her as my heart clenches along with
my hands. I dig my nails into the armchair.



“Are you ready for tomorrow, Serei?”

Her question echoes in the room. Aunt Reine doesn’t often
talk to me about the ceremony, but every time she does, I can
see it: the look in her eyes, the disagreement. But she never
voices it. Never steps in to save me.

I look away into the dark flames flickering inside the
fireplace. Every secret I’ve got is hidden within these flames,
and even if she won’t save me, I will save myself with
someone else’s help. My secret.

This 1s the only fireplace in the entire building because
somehow my home keeps itself warm. But this room, these
kitchens, they allow this fire to burn all day and night. The
dragon shifters breathe fire, but oddly enough, they don’t have
any fires lit anywhere else.

“Of course I’'m not ready. I’ve told you more than once
that I don’t want to do it,” I tell her, but she isn’t looking at me
anymore.

She rests her hands on the countertop. “Serei—"

“Don’t say ‘This is your fate, and you will feel better
soon,”” I interrupt. “If you were being forced into a mating
ceremony with some stranger, you’d fight it too!”

I blow out an angry breath, and she comes over to me.
Aunt Reine pulls one of the wooden chairs over from the table
and sits opposite me, leaning back in the seat and crossing her
long legs. “I met my fated mate and lost him. I saw him killed
in front of me, and there was nothing I could do to stop it.
Now half of my soul is gone, because that is what a fated mate
is. Your soul mate. A part of you no one else could ever be.
Give him a chance, Serei. I am not a fan of his or sworn to
protect him, but I cannot deny what the old gods have chosen
for you. You are his and he is yours.”

“I do not want him,” I bite out, a low growl escaping my
throat. “When do I get to choose?”

“Serei—"

I get up, 1ignoring her, and walk to the door.



“He protected you from everything.”

“I never asked him too,” I remind her before I leave the
room, suddenly not hungry at all. I might be selfish to say that,
but I shouldn’t owe this dragon my entire life because he
decided to step in and save me. I don’t even know how he
saved me, considering no one will talk about it.

I head up the spiral staircase to my room, closing the oak
door behind me. My room is quite spacious, circular, with a
large oval bed in the middle, but at this moment it feels like a
tiny prison. Beautiful gold sheets cover the bed, matching the
wallpaper with jasmine flowers. All of it so pretty and perfect.
Like they want me to be. The ceiling is pure sandstone,
smoothed into circular shapes, with a diamond chandelier
hanging in the centre. There’s a small bathroom to the one
side, and an area filled with canvas, with hundreds of my
paintings looking back at me. A big portion of them are of
eyes in the flames.

My last hope.

My secret in the dark, who has whispered to me for years.
[ don’t care what Aunt Reine and Nakoa say. I am not
becoming the dragon king’s mate tomorrow. I pick up the
nearest canvas and run my fingers over the glowing black eyes
in the flames, my heart racing. This is the way I’m going to
escape my fate. This is how I’m going to escape him.

The dragon king.






NAKOA OF THE HOUSE OF MNEMOSYNE

| SPREAD MY WINGS OUT, gliding easily

over the city. Over my home, one I know so well. Anytime I
leave the city, leave her, [ miss it. I hope Serei will see some of
the incredible world after tomorrow. The vibrant cities that are
full of wolves, humans, and angels. The beaches, the oceans,
and forests. She deserves to see it all.

Even if it’s not with me.

I land in the middle of the main street, near the many small
shops within the old stone buildings. Most sell weapons, food,
or drinks—the three main things any dragon shifter could
want. Many of my brothers are walking around, returning to
their homes as I sense the sun setting above us, while others,
like me, are heading into their favourite pub for a drink. Most
of my brothers keep to themselves and have done since I’ve
known them. As the youngest one born to the dragons, I don’t
have the deep connections many of them do to others. I’'m an
outsider, but I like it that way at times. Especially with my
position as Serei’s guard and so many of the shifters interested
in what their queen is like. I’ve let one too many people close,
and I am still struggling to figure out how to deal with it.

I head into the rugged pub in front of me, a sign post
hanging outside with the list of special drinks they have on
tonight. The pub is nearly empty, a few males sitting at various
tables in the shadows, but the bar has no one else sitting at it.
Perfect. I head straight up to the counter, sit on an old stool,
and nod at the barkeeper, Aedh. Aedh and his brother,



Morcant, run this pub and can drink anyone under the bar. I’ve
learnt that the bad way.

He quickly brings me over my favourite drink, and I slide
some gold coins across the bar to him. Aedh picks up the coins
and pockets them. “How is our queen today?”

“Nervous,” I tell him. There isn’t any point hiding it. Many
watch our morning and afternoon practices, and they all know
she is out of her game recently. Usually there are bets on how
quickly she learns certain moves and how quickly she will
give up. When she finds out about those bets, she will make
them all regret doing the bets at all.

“Shame that. She will soon be fine, and send her my well
wishes,” he tells me, nodding my way and leaving me to it. I
want to tell him that she is going to be fine, but I’'m falling
apart day by day, knowing that she’s got to go and mate with
someone else tomorrow. Every time I see her beautiful green
eyes, my heart stops straight and I can’t think. Her scent has
me hard in moments, ever since last year, and it only gets
worse with every day that passes. My trips out of the city don’t
help, and I can’t focus on anything but her.

She is my best friend, a female I would die for, and I am in
love with her.

How to mess up your guard job: fall in love with the
queen. Check.

“You must be excited that the king is finally mating,”
Aedh states as I take a long drink of the whiskey, an old brand
I’ve enjoyed for years, and let it burn my throat. “Perhaps then
we can all find our own females. I want a family, and I suspect
many do.”

“Yes, we do,” Apollon agrees, moving to sit on the stool at
my side and patting my back. “My normal, friend.”

“Good to see you,” Aedh tells him, turning to make his
drink.

Apollon takes one look at me and sighs. He knows what is
on my mind, and there isn’t any point in hiding it from him.
He has been my friend for too long and knows me better.



Apollon first guessed when he found me drunk in the middle
of the street and helped me home, and after he threw water on
my face, I told him everything. I expected to wake up in the
prisons under the castle, but instead, Apollon sorted me out a
coffee and never asked me about it again unless I brought it
up. Apollon is one of the king’s five personal guards, and they
live in the castle with the king. In battle, he is lethal, and he
has taught me much.

Aedh passes him his drink. “On the house.”

“Fucker, his 1s free and not mine?” I question with a low
chuckle.

He laughs. “When you’re promoted to a personal guard,
then you get a free drink.”

Apollon smirks and takes a long drink. “Fire to you,
Aedh.”

He inclines his head before leaving to serve someone else
at the other end of the bar. I pick up my whiskey, taking a long
sip, hoping the burn will block out some of the pain in my
chest. “You look like shit, mate.”

I glance over at him, his white hair perfect, and there isn’t
a stain on his uniform. “You don’t.”

“You know what I am implying, Nakoa,” he quietly states.
“Have you found a way to deal with it yet?”

I know he means the crush on Serei, which has developed
into more than a crush; it’s a full-blown i1ssue where she has
taken my heart unknowingly and I’m in serious shit. Having
pressed against her today, holding that knife to her throat was
torture. But every training session is, and sometimes I can’t
focus on anything but the sweat gliding down her neck.

Fuck.

It’s more torture to lie to her and say nothing so I don’t
fuck up her future. She’ll be happy. I keep telling myself it as I
continue to drink.

She will be happy, even if it’s going to destroy me. I’ve
worked out it’s better to just have her close, and if I tell her the



truth, there is every chance I’ll fuck up the friendship and she
won’t speak to me again.

“No,” I eventually reply. I don’t have a long, detailed
answer for him. He’s loyal to the dragon king first, like we all
are, but what he doesn’t know won’t kill him. The king would
kill me if he knew how I felt about his queen, his intended
mate.

“Have you thought more about my offer?” he questions.
His tone 1s kind but firm, because he believes his offer is the
best solution to my problem. He wants me to go and work in
the pack lands, with Serei’s mother, and be a spy of sorts. One
the queen would know is there, though. “It’ll get you out of
the city and away from her.”

He speaks so quietly that I barely pick it up, but no one
else would be able to hear what he said. Working on speaking
quietly is something we have all gotten used to after living in a
city full of eavesdropping dragon shifters that can hear for
miles.

And have boring lives.

“I have thought about it, but I don’t know that leaving
would be great for her right now. She’s in a strange place,” |
say. Strange place 1s an understatement of how she is at the
moment. I know it’s nerves, and I wish I could explain it’s just
a blood binding and then she will have more freedom.

But I don’t know the king all that well.

I can’t promise her anything, but I can stay. I can be her
friend when she needs me, no matter how much it tears me
apart inside.

“Sometimes you must place yourself first. If you break
yourself to fix her, what will be left of you?”

“I forget how old you are until you say shit like that,” I
say.

He laughs. “You’re right. So am I, though.”

I grunt before I continue to drink my whiskey until it’s all
gone. ’'m tempted to order more and get so drunk that I barely



remember going home. That way, I barely have seconds to
think about her before I pass out in my bed.

The only reason I don’t buy the bottle of whiskey is that
she needs me tomorrow.

“You must not interfere,” Apollon quietly reminds me.
“The king...I would not be able to intervene even though you
are my friend.”

I push my empty glass away. “l have no intention of
interfering.”

Apollon searches my eyes, seeing what he needs and
believing me because it’s true. [ won’t ruin this for her.

I want her to be queen, to have the world at her fingertips
and be protected from the cruelty of the world. The king can
offer her that, and I can’t.

“You could be so much more, Nakoa. You’re smart, a
damn good fighter, and you did a good job guarding her and
training her,” he states, clutching his drink. “You could be a
king’s guard one day. You have the skills.”

“Thanks, mate,” I tell him.

“Don’t let this ruin you,” he tells me. “Your mate will
come, and you won’t even look at the queen again.”

A part of me wishes that were true, but I couldn’t imagine
feeling even an inch about someone else like I do her. I never
saw her as anything other than a friend until she turned
eighteen, and then it was like a fire began to burn. Her scent
wrapped around my soul. My dragon demanded she was ours,
and I struggled to even be around her. She isn’t my mate, but
how I feel about her is stronger than a mating bond. I know it.

Apollon places his hand on my shoulder. “The curse will
end, and the fire will burn. Fire be with you, my dear friend.”

“And with you,” I reply. Hearing the curse even spoken
out loud is a strange event in this city, but I know what
Apollon is trying to do. He wants me to think further, away
from Serei and to the hope her mating could bring to our
people.



But I can’t.

The idea of her mating with anyone cuts me deep down in
my soul, lash after lash, until my heart bleeds.

I stand up off my seat. “I should be going.”

“Nakoa, take my offer after tomorrow is over. Trust me
and let me help you with this,” he responds, turning to face
me. | look at the gold symbol of a dragon on his chest. The
king’s symbol.

“Maybe I will,” T say, and he smiles, looking pleased. I
walk away straight out of the door and into the empty streets,
taking a deep breath. My leathers around my neck feel tighter
than before, and I tug at them before spreading my wings out
and flying high above the towers. I fly straight down to my
quarters by the castle, through the blue fabric door on the
outside into the entrance hall. T kick off my shoes before
opening my wooden door to my quarters, the only place I’ve
called home.

My room is smaller than most, with a double bed, a small
kitchenette area and a table where I work on weapons. A crate
holds all my leathers at the end of my bed, and I tug off the
leathers I’'m wearing and pull on a softer shirt created by
humans. I like human creations. The few treasures I have
around my home show off this. I pick up a football and spin it
on my finger, a trick a human boy taught me when I stayed in
the Fenrir Court years ago. I kick the ball into the corner of my
room and look over at my table where my weapons are
covered. After I create a few flame lights to hover around the
room, | sit on the chair and prop my elbows on the table,
running my hands through my hair a few times.

She is taking her mate tomorrow.
I have to stop loving her.

I pull back a white sheet covering, revealing a beautiful
gold and silver sword in the middle of the table. It’s delicate,
made for a female to wield, and I’ve been making it for many,
many years. Serei will need her own weapon when she is
queen, and I’m sure the king could give her any number of



weapons she wanted. I hope she will like this one. If I'm going
to leave, which I most likely will need to, I’'m going to make
sure she’s safe before I do.

Loving her is going to destroy everything about me, and
the truth 1s she’ll never love me back.

I’m her guard, and I am not enough for a queen.



WrseeZoorw

| WAIT IN THE DARKNESS, counting the

seconds like the drops of water dripping down the stone wall
outside my window. Only the sound of my own breathing
keeps me company in my room, in my prison. A part of me
wonders if ’'m being selfish in all of this. My life isn’t so bad,
I’'m looked after and safe...but I’ve never felt like I had a
choice. My life was selected for me, by fate or by him, I don’t
know. But I am certain I want my own choice. My own fate.

Releasing a long breath, I hear the ancient grandfather
clock mark midnight, its deep chimes echoing around the
castle. I wait another ten minutes, listening for any sounds that
aren’t the normal ones like the guards outside or the mice
running around the basement, before I move. I climb out of
bed and go to my other side of the room, slowly and carefully
keeping my footsteps light. I feel my wolf in my mind,
pushing me to shift into her and run off the nervous energy,
but I manage to ignore her the best I can. Quietly, I push my
wooden cabinet aside to reveal a small cubby hole decorated
with white symbols that look like they were carved with chalk.
I tried washing them off, but they just reappeared. I don’t
know what this tunnel was used for, but I found 1t when I was
nine. It’s also when I found my dark shadow in the fire, when
he first called to me and became my friend. He told me about
this tunnel, and he gave me hope when no one else did. I pull
open the wooden latch before crawling through the tight space.

“This was much easier when I was nine,” I quietly mutter
to myself, pushing away cobwebs and dust. The tunnel leads



me down to the bottom floor before I come out inside a
kitchen cupboard, behind a box of pasta. I move the pasta and
crawl out of the cabinet, closing the door behind me.

The flames in the fire flicker and burn brighter as he
appears, and I smile.

He speaks to me with his deep, enchanting voice before I
even have a chance to call him. “You are scared, my wolf.”

“Yes,” I answer. He is my friend, and I tell him everything;
I always have, and he has always known me. I told him about
my mating ceremony when I was ten, and he promised to save
me. [ loved him for that moment, for being the only one in my
life to offer me something different.

“Trust me, my wolf. It all begins and ends tomorrow, and
you will be safe with me. You will rule this city, as it always
shall be, and he will be gone. I promise this,” he replies as I
walk over to the flames. The room is always so much warmer
when he is 1n it, pushing away the cold. When I was eleven, he
asked me if I wanted to be queen. Not the dragon king’s
queen, but rule on my own. At that point, I had seen the deep
sadness in Nakoa’s eyes and in so many of the males. They
can never find their mates if they are stuck in here forever,
following their king’s rule. He is punishing them, and I want to
free them. I told my shadow that I wanted to be queen, and he
promised it was my future. If [ were queen, I could change so
many things. I could breathe life into this city and make the
fire grow.

“I wish you’d tell me some of what you have planned for
us tomorrow,” I inquire. I move the chair so that I'm looking
directly into the flames. The flames look normal, dark and
splintering, burning orange and bright yellows, the occasional
flicker of pinks. But right in the centre are dark eyes. They
look like shadows, almost, that’s why I gave him the nickname
my shadow. He told me he doesn’t have a name, not one
spoken for many thousands of years. Shadow will do until we
meet. Sometimes, when I look at his dark eyes, a shape of a
face appears. A male with breathtakingly handsome features,
but then it’s gone.



“My wolf, at the ceremony before it begins, a portal will
be opened for you. I will deal with everything else. You only
need to walk through the portal, and I will find you,” he
whispers to me. Dark promises in the flames.

“A portal to where?”” I question.

“Somewhere temporary. We will need an army to destroy
the dragon king, and I will find us one there,” he breathes out.

Army? We never discussed this.

I slowly nod and clear my throat. “Okay. If that’s what it
takes...but we won’t kill any of the dragons, right? They
brought me up, and they are my family, my pack. I want to
rule this city and make it better for them, not kill them.”

My stomach drops. “War comes at a cost, my wolf, for
those loyal to the dragon king. But, if you wish it, we will kill
none. There are other ways.”

Relief flows through me. “Okay. Will you be on the other
side?”

“No, but I will find you once I-—" He pauses. “I will come
for you, Serendipity.”

“I can’t wait to really meet you,” I say.

“Neither can 1,” he replies, his tone affectionate. “There’s
no one in the world that I can’t find once you leave the city.”

“Tomorrow,” I whisper.

I always wonder whether he can fully see me through the
flames from wherever he is, if he can feel what I feel for him.
I’ve had a crush on the male in the fire, my shadow, since I
was thirteen. He 1s what I can choose. He is my freedom and
future. I don’t want whatever else fate has lined up for me if it
means a dragon king I’ve never met nor wanted.

“You will be free soon. You can go to see your mum and
have a life you choose,” he whispers back. “Meet your half-
brother and uncle. Your family.”

“I missed speaking to you this week. I came every night to
the fire, but you didn’t come,” I say, rubbing my hands



together. “I thought you might have abandoned me.”

“Never,” he smoothly replies. “I am here. How did your
training with Nakoa proceed?”

I love when he takes an interest in my life, when it’s not us
talking about ruling and running away. “I did lose a fight with
Nakoa, but I was distracted today. I couldn’t focus and he
knew it. He cut our training short, ignored my concerns about
the ceremony, and walked me home. My morning was the
same as usual, I know that was your next question. Lessons in
English, history and science. Lessons in magic, even when I
don’t have any, and lunch in the cafe where I tried peanut
butter for the first time in a sandwich.”

“A human food, no?”
“Yes,” [ reply with a smile. “Have you tried it?”

“No,” he says. “But there was someone...with me who
did, and I saw.”

“You saw?”’

He goes quiet, the flames flickering. “We all have powers,
my wolf. When you get your true powers, you will equal only
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me.

I sigh. Not this discussion again. “I’'m a wolf. I don’t get
powers.”

“I’ve told you more than once, Serendipity of the house of
Mnemosyne, that you are not just a wolf. Yes, your parents are
both born wolves. That is true. But your mother was a goddess
of spring and hell. Your bloodline is blessed by the Wolven
gods. You will never just be a wolf. You are a queen. A queen
who deserves to rule all the world and watch them bow.”

I don’t plan to rule all the worlds, but he does. He talks
about it regularly. Sometimes I think it’s just a turn of phrase
that he uses, because I only want this city to rule. Nothing else.

“I feel like you’ve been my secret for so long. Tell me
what you look like,” I all but beg.

His laugh sends the hair on the back of my neck rising. “I
am tall.”



“Tell me more,” I tease.

“Soon,” he whispers back. “Sleep well, my wolf.
Tomorrow is the day we have planned in secret. Everything
changes then. Our prisons end.”

“Our pris—"

“Before I leave, I need to make a connection between us,”
he interrupts.

“Why?” T ask, still a little dazed from his interruption and
the change in his tone. He sounds...urgent.

His voice echoes around me. “Where I’'m coming from is
difficult to leave due to the magic laced into the walls of my
home. I do not leave often, but I will come to save you, my
wolf. To set me free and to give you a promise of a portal sent
out, we can make a deal woven into the flames. A promise
between our fires within our souls. Put your wrist into the
flames, and I promise you, the deal will be made.”

I know I shouldn’t. Deals are something I was taught about
as a child here. Magical deals, something woven in words that
are marked on the soul and skin, should not be taken lightly,
even in wolves. Dragons use deals to get their own way, to
always win. The deal always falls in their favour, and it’s a
regular joke between the males here to make deals, get new
tattooed markings, and see who wins. Marks mean power in
this world, and they are forever. There isn’t a mark on my skin
anywhere, but I’ve seen the ones on Reine and my mama. I’ve
seen the markings down Nakoa’s back that he told me every
single dragon has and I will receive tomorrow, binding me to
this pack forever.

I don’t want that.
This is my choice.

“I trust you,” I tell him, because I do. He’s been there, he’s
always been there for me and listened to me, not told me who I
should be and what I should be. After pushing up my sleeve, |
put my arm into the fire without looking back. Fires have
never hurt me. I don’t burn, and I like touching the flames. But
this, it feels different. A cold feeling laces up my arm, stinging



like ice burning into my skin. I try to move, but the flames feel
like ropes, getting tighter the more I struggle.

“It hurts,” I whisper, struggling to pull my arm out. I slam
my other hand over my mouth to stop the scream leaving my
lips as the pain intensifies. Suddenly, the flames settle, and I
pull my arm out, gasping for air. I look down at my wrist, and
in the middle of it 1s a marking made of black swirling ink that
settles into my skin. It’s like a dragon, but not what I’ve seen
before. It’s longer, fiercer, has sharper teeth lining its mouth
and swirls colouring its body. It almost seems to move on its
own.

“It’s a Wolven,” he tells me. “We will see each other
tomorrow, my wolf.”

“Wait,” I say, but he’s gone. The flames flicker back to
normal. I hear footsteps in the distance, and I run across the
kitchen, pulling my sleeve down, and open the cupboard door
right before Aunt Reine walks in. I put on my best innocent

expression as I turn to her, and she frowns, shutting the door
behind her.

“Shouldn’t you be sleeping?”’
“Shouldn’t you?” I counter.

She smiles at me. “You’re so much like your mother,
always countering a question with another question. Always
thinking ahead. Too intelligent for your own good. Beautiful
and yet so very unsure of herself.”

“My mum was unsure of herself?” I ask. The idea is
almost laughable to me. My mama, the queen of the wolves
and a literal goddess reborn, was unsure of herself. I know my
mother—at least I think I do—and I can’t imagine her ever
faltering.

“I know your mother had been through hell and back by
the time she was your age, and it made her question so much
of her life,” she tells me, looking over at the flames.
“Tomorrow, she will be there and tell you everything. It’s
time...but I need you to promise me something.”



“Mum is going to be at the mating ceremony?” | quietly
say.

“Yes, it was agreed upon years ago. After tomorrow, you
will be able to see her whenever you wish. Your brother and
my sons too,” she softly explains. My eyes fill with tears
because it’s something I want, something I’ve wished for...but
it comes at a price [ won’t pay. [ won’t be mated to a stranger.

A monster, for all I know.
“Promise what, Reine?”

She looks at me, her eyes dead set on mine. “When you
find out the truth, don’t let it change you. You are kind,
brilliant, and will be a queen this world fears as much as it
loves. Your blood, your past, cannot change your future. Do
you understand me?”

“Yes, Aunt Reine,” I reply, wondering what the hell she is
going on about. What could I find out that would make me
rethink everything? I suppose it doesn’t matter, because after
tomorrow, everything is going to change, anyway.

“Can you tell me some of my past now?”

She sighs and nods once. “Let me make us hot chocolates
first.”

I watch her as she breezes around the kitchen, boiling
water on the stove and pouring in the chocolate powder before
adding cream and a dash of chocolate sprinkles on top. Aunt
Reine hands me mine, and I snuggle into the chair as she sits
down.

“As you know, I was an aunt to your mother when she was
growing up. I was best friends with her dear mother. Your
grandmother.”

“What was she like?” I know she passed away, but no one
told me how.

“She was my best friend for a reason. When I met her, she
was kicking the ass of two seven-year-olds who started to try
to bully her. We were both only six at the time, and since that
moment, I knew she would have my back and I hers,” she



fondly says. “Your grandmother was born with fire in her
veins, as was your mother and as were you.”

“How did she die then?”

Aunt Reine’s eyes radiate sadness. “Our pack was attacked
by angels in the wars, well before you were born. It was a bad
time, and no one escaped unscathed from that. We were pretty
much slaughtered, and I escaped with the few that I could and
my sons with me. But there weren’t many of us, and we lost a
lot that day. A hell of a lot, including your grandmother and
your mother.”

“My mama disappeared?”

“Yes, she just disappeared. No one knew where she’d
gone. What we didn’t know at the time, and we knew later on,
is that your grandmother had an angel friend, someone she
grew up with. It’s complicated, but he took your mum away
and put her in a pack where the angels could never find her.
The Ravensword Pack.”

“I’ve heard that name before. That’s Jesper’s last name,” I
say, remembering his letters to me that are in my room. I
thought it was odd he is the only one who didn’t take the last
name of Fall, when he is part of my mama’s pack.

“Yes, it was your mother’s last name for a while. Her
memories were all taken from her, and she did not know
anything. That’s all I wanted to tell you for now. Only that she
found her way to my sons, and they’d loved each other since
they were children,” she softly tells me. “Fated mates always
find each other.”

I try to ignore the dig at fated mates and the very thing I
am trying to escape.

I take a deep drink for courage. “Who is my father?”

I see her eyes darken for a second. “All I can tell you is
that he is dead, and you must ask your mother for more
information on that.”

“Okay, but what or who killed him? Did he know about
me? Did I ever meet him?” I question.



Aunt Reine looks away. “You should ask your mother.”

“I can’t because I only see her once a year!” I say. “She
never talks about the past, about her story or how I even ended
up here and not with her!”

“That’s because she can’t!” Aunt Reine snaps. Her eyes
slowly widen as I freeze. “I...I can’t tell you why, but she
can’t tell you. Neither can [.”

I furrow my brow. “Does the dragon king have something
to do with this?”

She doesn’t say anything, and that is an answer enough.
Aunt Reine gets up and places her hot chocolate on the side.
“You should get some sleep.”

“None of you are doing anything to stop this, are you?” I
quietly ask. “I hoped—no, prayed—that one of my family
would stop this. That they would give me a choice, but you
won’t. None of you will.”

“Serei—"

“No. I’'m tired of wishing that one of you would set me
free from this life. You can call me a spoilt brat, and in some
ways, | probably am, because you’re right, I’'m safe here, but
being safe isn’t worth a life tied to a male who forces my
family not to tell me the truth. He is a monster.”

“He isn’t a monster, even if he pretends to be,” she softly
says. “I’ve known real monsters, Serei, and I pray every day to
the old gods that you never do.”

I leave my hot chocolate on the side and walk out, ignoring
Aunt Reine calling for me as I go. They won’t save me from
this, but he will.



THE THICK COTTON-WHITE dress hangs

off me into a puddle on the floor, but the lace back makes me
feel like I can’t breathe.

I feel like a caged wolf, and there is no escaping this. My
chest feels tight, and the familiar sense of panic takes over,
numbing everything out around me until I can only focus on
my breathing. Panic attacks are not a rare thing for me, but
usually Nakoa or Reine can calm me down, talk me out of
whatever it is that has freaked me out, but this time, I don’t
think that 1s going to happen.

Reine finishes doing my long hair into a complicated
mixture of braids tied together, with my gold strands shining
in the light, and I try to focus on her. My aunt who loves me,
who wouldn’t put me in danger. My chest only feels tighter.

“I’ll give you some time alone,” Aunt Reine says, kissing
the top of my head and leaving me in the chair, facing the
mirror and struggling to control every breath out of my mouth.
Struggling to make myself calm down.

Focus, Serei.
This isn’t my fate.

I blow out a long breath and remember what I need to do. I
head over to my bed and pull up my skirts to strap on one of
the daggers that Valentine, one of my mother’s mates, had
made for me. I leave the second one in my nightstand, with a
note on top to say it’s for Nakoa. My final gift to him. I pull
the leather straps tight around my thigh, admiring the gold and



red blade. It glows when there is danger, and it might give me
some protection wherever I’'m going. Five throwing blades go
into my boots, hidden under my dress, and I only wish I could
find somewhere to hide my sword...

I look at myself one more time in the mirror, barely
recognising myself anymore. Who am I if I’'m not his queen?
Who am I when I am free?

Today, I find out.

I glance at my arm, the Wolven marking hidden by thick
cotton-white gloves that go up to my elbow. My freedom. I
know I couldn’t walk out of this room without knowing he
will be there and he will help me.

He will save me.
My shadow in the flames.

The door is knocked twice, and Nakoa walks in after I call.
“You look really...nice.”

I glower at him, and he tries to hide his smirk, but in all his
immortal years, he hasn’t learnt that any woman can see right
through him. “Ready, Serei?”

“Never,” 1 reply, eyeing his ceremony outfit. Leather,
similar to their fighting clothes, but this is red and black, all
the way up to his neck. Two swords hang off his back, the gold
blades reflecting the light coming through the window. 1 will
be sad to leave this city, even for a short time. They are my
family, but family shouldn’t force you into a situation you
can’t escape.

“I can hear your heart beating a million times a minute,”
Nakoa claims, leaning against the door. “Today should be a
celebration.”

“For you,” I snap.

He tenses and straightens, his eyes flashing with a flicker
of hurt. “He is ready for you. We should leave.”

“I'm sorry,” I whisper. “I didn’t mean to snap at you...I
just—"



“I know you’re scared, Serei, but I hate that you don’t trust
me enough to know I’d never do anything to hurt you. That I’d
never let him anywhere near you if I thought for a second he
would hurt you,” he says, coming closer. “Trust me, Serei?”

I turn away and try to pretend I can’t sense how much I’ve
upset him already. When I leave later on, he is going to be
much more upset.

“Come, Serel.”

I turn and link my arm through his waiting arm, letting him
walk me out of my childhood room. I glance at it one more
time and sadly wonder how long it will be before I get to come
home. Was this ever my home if it’s a prison?

I swallow down my sadness and nerves before holding my
head high.

I’m Serendipity Fall, and I have fire in my veins, just like
my mother and my grandmother, and I will choose my fate.

The short walk feels longer, the echo of every step on the
stone filling my ears, along with my racing heart. Nakoa was
right about that, if nothing else.

Aunt Reine 1s waiting outside the door in a satin red dress
with twirling leather straps on her shoulders and a sweeping
blood-red cloak hanging off her back.

Aunt Reine looks like a queen.
I can’t see how she can look at me and see the same thing.

Behind her waits a row of dragon shifters in two lines, one
on either side of a red fabric pathway leading to the ceremony.
The rows of them, all in red and black leather, make me feel
like there 1s no escape.

None at all.

“Breathe,” Nakoa whispers to me as Aunt Reine comes to
my other side, and they both step back to walk behind me.

I’m on my own.

I gulp and start walking down the pathway, looking up at
the beams of light coming through the gaps in the mountain



and to the bright sun outside. Soon I will see it. Soon I will see
the sun and the stars, and pray to the gods as a free wolf.

My wolf howls in my chest, agreeing with me.

I feel like there isn’t enough air in my lungs as I carry on
walking, feeling the eyes of every shifter 1 pass. Their
judgment.

The pathway leads up the castle, through gates that have
always been locked with magic and through courtyards filled
with old moss-covered statues and towering pillars with sharp
diamond-shaped crystals on the tips of them. We come to
massive steel doors shaped like dragon teeth with fire blowing
out from behind the teeth. I watch the doors slowly open, my
heart racing faster with every second before there is silence
and we continue walking. My feet stop as I suddenly can’t
breathe.

He 1s 1n there.

Right behind another pair of gates is the main entrance to
the castle, and I can sense him.

I can sense my mother too and so many other wolves and
dragons.

“Serei, are you okay?” Aunt Reine asks.

Everything slows down as I look up at the door and see the
dark shadow of a man appearing, gold light radiating off the
edges of him.

The dragon king.

I watch as he steps into the light, and he takes my breath
away.

If males could be described as beautiful, it isn’t enough of
a word for him.

He takes the air from my lungs, crushing my soul and heart
in the process. His blond hair is short, with golden tresses
falling onto his forehead. He has sharp features, high
cheekbones, wide lips and bright gold eyes that remind me of
the bright light in the world. His skin is tanned, like he has
spent the last twenty years sunbathing, and black markings



curl up his neck from under his leather. He has muscular
shoulders, corded muscular arms, and gods above, he looks
built to be the most handsome male in this world. Gold wings
stretch out of his back, resting on either side of him, and they
are the biggest wings I’ve seen a dragon shifter have before.

Why couldn’t he be ugly?

The dragon king pauses on the top step, sliding his hands
into his pockets and watching me with a cold, guarded
expression.

One I mimic.

He tilts his head to the side, like a predator wondering why
his prey isn’t running from him, and every instinct in me
wants me to run.

Run as fast as I can from this male.

“Serei...,” Aunt Reine whispers, and only then do I notice
I’m the only one standing. Every shifter, including Aunt Reine
and Nakoa are on their knees, head bent. “Bow.”

[ make sure I’'m looking right at the dragon king as I reply.
“NO.”

He smirks, a smile that is breathtaking in itself.
Just then, I feel it.

My soul burns and I willingly let it. Flames spreading out
from under my feet, swirling around like a tornado, and the
mark on my wrist lights up under the glove, burning a deep
blue like the flames around me.

“SEREI, STOP!” I hear Nakoa shout, but the fire explodes
before I can stop it. Roars and shouts fill my ears as my legs
go weak, and I start to fall backwards, into the flames behind
me, and the world goes black for a few moments before I'm
falling in the air.

I smack onto a hard, cold floor and gasp from the impact. I
groan, slowing down my racing heart as I breathe in ice cold
air, and my skin prickles.

It’s cold.



I’m outside the city.

A smile tilts my lips up until I remember the flames
spreading out of me and hitting everyone I love. They
shouldn’t be hurt, right?

I hope not. I never wanted to hurt them. The guilt feels like
a weight on my chest as I stand up, brushing off dirt from my
hands onto my dress. I pull off my gloves and slam them onto
the dirty floor before having a real look at where I am. It’s a
rotting building, stinking of damp, and there is little silver
light pouring in from outside. I stumble around in the dark,
ignoring the sound of rats scurrying nearby, and find a door,
which is padlocked. I grab the lock and pull hard, using my
shifter strength. It snaps and I pull the door open. Flickering
yellow light beams into my eyes from a light on a tall metal
stick nearby. It flickers on and off occasionally, and it gives
me a chance to look up at the many tall city buildings around
me, the stretch of broken road that I’m stood on, and the shell
of a car nearby that looks like it was caught in a fire.

“Where the fires am 1?” 1 mutter just as I look up and
freeze.

The night sky shines bright, a million or more stars
decorating the sky, with the moon looming in the middle of
them all.

The stars I’ve prayed to see for so many years.

My smile is bigger than the moon as I spin around in a
circle, joy filling my heart. I’'m free. It’s the stars and me until
my shadow finds me.

But for now, I need to find somewhere safe. I’'m not sure
where this is, but judging from the night sky, it’s far away
from the city and the pack.

Picking up the ends of my dress, I start walking down the
road, looking up at the gigantic buildings and trying to pick up
what the unusual scent is. It’s not shifter...but what is it?

It has to be a human scent, if [ was going to guess, but I'm
not sure. I’ve scented humans on things Nakoa has brought me
in the past, but it has always been faint. Humans aren’t that



much of a danger, anyway. My wolf could destroy them in
seconds, but I’d rather not shift and lose my weapons and
clothes unless I have to.

I come to the end of the street and have a quick glance
down at the bigger road. This one is filled with cars that all
look old and destroyed. Rubbish of all kinds is littered across
the street, and it’s silent other than the odd animals 1 hear
running about. Going still, my wolf’s hearing picks up on a
voice, and I turn to look behind me, pausing when I see a
male.

Black hair hidden under a grey hat, dull blue eyes, pale
skin, a nasty scar across his neck, and his features are anything
but handsome. Definitely human.

My senses tell me as much, even though I’ve never met
one before, and he really, really smells like shit.

“The boss will never believe we found a shifter bitch just
wandering about,” he remarks in a strange accent, and two
more humans step out of the shadows, both holding some kind
of weapon. It’s black and long and smells like fire.

I take a step back, and the human in the middle only
smiles. “Run if you want. It’s more fun that way.”

“I don’t run from a fight,” I growl low, pulling out my
dagger. I’ve never seen it glow before, and now the red glow
radiates between us.

The human nods at one of his friends, and there is a loud,
sharp noise right before something slams into my lower leg. 1
cry out in pain, shocked, as I look down to see blood pouring
from a small wound in my leg.

Fuck.

Without thinking about it, I try to run away, but I only
manage to limp a few steps before there is a bright, white light
in my eyes as a car slams right into my chest, and the world
flickers into darkness.
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THE SCORCHING FLAMES BUILD
HIGHER

around her until she is hidden within them, and for the second
time in my immortal life, I can’t stop this. Sending out my
own flames, I get seconds to protect my people before the
flames explode. My shield holds, even if the power hits me
harder than I expected, and when the flames vanish,
Serendipity is gone.

“Fuck!” 1 roar, my wings spreading out around me.
Running to the spot where she stood, I touch the boiling hot
ground and pick up the black ash I find, running it through my
fingers. “Bastard.”

“Sere1? SEREI!” Reine shouts behind me, searching for
her ward.

My mate isn’t here. She isn’t in this city anymore.

“I gave you one fucking job!” I growl, straightening up,
eyeing the wolf. “To watch her until I returned.”

“I did watch her! I love her like my own!” Reine growls
right back at me. She seems to realise who she is shouting at a
second too slowly, and she bows her head, along with my
dragons. “I don’t know how she could have done this.”

“She didn’t do this alone,” I snap, looking for the guard I
assigned to her. Nakoa rises as I stop in front of him. “Tell me
she can protect herself. That you taught her as well as I taught
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you.



Panic and fear are old friends of mine, emotions I haven’t
felt in a long time. Now they are back, and until I see my mate
safe, I doubt I will stop feeling them.

If she had my flames, my power, she would be safe. I
would give her all my strength and power to keep her alive,
and that’s what the ceremony was about. A blood binding so
she can access my power and be a powerful queen that all
would fear. No one would ever touch her, and I could go back
to being the silent protector.

She never had to choose me.
I didn’t expect her to.

I’m a monster, but I will protect her. I will protect my
people.

I tighten my hands into fists as Nakoa answers me. “She
can fight, and she is fast. Faster than most shifters. As for the
flames, I see flickers in her eyes at times of anger but never
more.”

“Then she is in danger,” I retort.

I spread out my wings, and I fly straight into the air, diving
through the warm air to her quarters. I hear Serendipity’s
mother and her mates flooding out into the courtyard, shouting
and asking where she is, but they can wait. Everything can
wait until I find out where she is.

I won’t lose her before I’ve even truly met her.

The castle doors are open when I land outside, the ground
shaking from my power. I head to her bedroom, hoping to find
some clue to where she’s gone. Her sweet scent overwhelms
me, turning me on and making my leathers tight. She smells
like lily blossoms and midnight fires. Fuck. I adjust myself
and look around for any clues, praying to the fire that I don’t
find what I suspect I will.

What I suspect I saw in the flames.

There’s only one person I know who can call blue flames
like that, and I won’t believe it. I go completely and utterly



still, and I’'m shocked for the first time in a thousand fucking
years by a painting.

In the corner of the room lies a painting, simple but
elegantly done. Dark blue flames with black eyes in the
middle. Eyes I know well. I spent years hunting him, and he
spent years destroying everything good in my life until there
was little left. Together, we destroyed everything around us
before I locked him in that prison. A rage builds in my chest,
and my fire explodes out of me, burning everything in the
room, leaving it on fire as I walk out. I head straight into the
courtyard where my five closest guards are waiting. Nakoa
stands with them, and despite my urge to hang him off my
chandelier for missing the clues that something was wrong
with Serendipity, I decide to let him come.

She trusts him, from what I’ve seen.

“Is it him?” Apollon questions, and I nod. Each of my
guards straightens, knowing what it means. What we will be
walking into. My guards have been alive nearly as long as I
have, and they remember the destruction caused so many years
past.

The Queen of the Wolves and her four mates come running
into the courtyard. “Where is my daughter?”

I eye Queen Mairin and her mates. “Gone. Isn’t that
clear?”

“Where?” she demands.

“You might be queen in your pack, but here, I rule,” I
growl at her. Her mates growl right back, moving to her side.
“As you’re her mother, I will allow that behaviour. Don’t test
me a second time.”

“Where is my daughter?” she repeats, green flames
flickering from her fingers.

“You need to go and check your city, the prisons. You’re
going to find that someone’s missing,” I say coldly. “Someone
very dangerous. I put him in there a very fucking long time
ago, and the wolves were meant to protect the prison.”



She blanches, and Alpha Valentine steps forward. “Careful
of your judgment of us, dragon. There’s no one missing. We
would have heard of it.”

“He’s definitely missing, because he took her!” I roar.
“And now we are all in danger. Especially her.”

“Then we find her,” Silas suggests. “We send out every
shifter to every inch of the world to find her.”

“No, ’'m going to find her. I can track her because she is
mine.”

No one argues with that comment until Queen Mairin
speaks. “Maybe she ran away with him because you locked
her in here! You told her nothing, disappeared—as we recently
found out—and let me only see her once a year and still tell
her nothing. Maybe you are the reason she trusted a stranger!”

Anger builds in my chest, and she holds my stare. “Arawn
has taken her. She would not go willingly.”

“We will search with you,” Ragnar says, interrupting. “All
that matters 1s making sure Dip is safe.”

“This is work for dragons, and you will slow us down,” 1
reply. “And if Arawn finds you first, you will die. All of you
will.”

“What is he?” Queen Mairin demands.
“A fallen god,” I state. “My brother, in a sense.”

“Find her,” Queen Mairin demands. “And we will make
sure the prison is secure for when you lock Arawn back in
there.”

“This time, I'm going to kill him,” I reply and shoot up
into the skies, letting my guards and Nakoa follow me. I shoot
out one of the holes in the top of the mountain and into the
burning sunlight. I let it shine on me for a second before I
search for her.

She is a part of me, and I will always find her.

I will bring her home and crown her my queen.



JvenTy— St

"WHERE THE FUCK ARE YOU,
SERENDIPITY?"

I spin around at the dark voice, echoing around the stone-
walled bedroom. There, sitting on an imposing bed made for a
king, Draycian has his head bowed.

“You're not real,” I say, taking a step back. The stone
walls start to crack, and I flinch.

Draycian lifts his head, surprise lighting up his eyes as he
looks right at me, and he smirks. The smile is nothing short of
wicked. “Ah, we can dream walk, I see.”

He stands up and I take another step back, and the wall
cracks further as I plaster my back to it. Draycian leaves no
space between us as he dominates the room with his essence.
He scents like the brightest sunshine, dark forests, and burning
flames right before they dim out. “Tell me where you are.”

“Fuck no,” I growl.

His hand snaps out and softly grabs my chin, arching my
face up to his. 1 have no choice but to look into his eyes.
“You're in danger, little wolf.”

“From you. Yes, I've always been,” I remark.

His laugh is seductive, and I clench my thighs together,
hating how my body reacts to him. He takes a deep breath, his
eyes flashing gold. “I was never your enemy. I was never your
monster.”’



“You took me away from my family!” I shout, but I don't
move. I try not to notice the large bulge pushing into my
stomach and every other inch of him I can feel.

“Listen to me, Serendipity—"

“No, " I bite out. “I don 't care that you claim we are mates.
I want to be free, and I want someone else. You're just going to
have to get used to that.”

He leans down, the sound of the cracks in the wall
deafening, but I still hear him as clear as the night sky in
summer. “Stop fooling yourself. You've been mine from the
start, and [’ve been yours. When I save your beautifully
stubborn ass, I expect you to thank me.”

Bastard. Bastard. Bastard.

The cracks in the walls suddenly give, and the room
explodes around us, but we don't move, and I glare at him
until there is nothing but darkness.

“I’'m not a fucking doctor, Sophie! I don’t know what to
do,” a foggy female voice floats around the room, and warm
hands press down on my shoulders. “We can wrap it up to stop
the bleeding, but—"

“That’ll just make more of a mess,” another voice
interrupts. “The bullet has to come out before we stitch it. I’1l
deal with this.”

The arguing voices fade in and out before there’s more
pain and a deep pulling feeling on my leg that makes me want
to scream if I had the strength to even open my eyes. The
darkness pulls me back under, and for a while, there is nothing
but a feeling of warmness surrounding me. The next time I
become aware of the female voices, there is a new voice. “She
has a fever.”

“Of course she does. They poison the bullets to slow
shifters down,” another says. “Don’t you remember, or have
you been here that long?”

“Don’t be a bitch. How can we help her?”



“We don’t. She lives or she doesn’t,” the voice replies
before everything fades once again, and the last thing I feel is
someone softly stroking my arm.

I’m not sure how much time passes before I wake up
again, and this time, I open my eyes and try not to panic as I
search for my wolf and find nothing. Just an emptiness where
she used to be. I place a hand on my chest, pushing down a
cry, and touch the soft yellow blanket thrown over me. My lips
are dry and cracked as I part them and turn on the bed,
flinching in pain.

I feel weak, like everything is in a haze, and I can’t focus
for a few minutes. My head spins as I force my shaky hands
onto the mattress and push myself up. I look over to see the
outline of a girl lying on a bed opposite me, curled up into a
ball and snoring. Loudly. She’s fast asleep, but who in the fires
is she?

The room is pretty dim except for a plain lamp on a worn
wooden cabinet between our beds, and it smells like humans
and shifters in here. Wolf shifters, not dragon. I try to move
my legs out of the bed and flinch in pain from my leg, a small
cry leaving my lips. I pull off the quilt and have a look at my
leg after pulling up the white dress I'm in. Not my mating
ceremony dress, but something new. I hate that someone has
undressed me, and sickness crawls up my throat at the thought.
I push it aside to focus on my leg, where that weapon struck
me. Bullet. | remember someone talking about a bullet in my
leg. It’s been taken out of my leg by the looks of it, and it’s
been stitched up. It will heal in a week or so. Hopefully. I’ve
never really been injured before or had a chance to heal. The
worst thing I ever did was cut my arm with a sword, and even
then, 1t was a small cut.

“It still looks red, and saw you had a bit of an infection
from the poison-coated bullets,” a soft, melodic voice says. I
look up to see the girl from the other bed standing next to me.
I never even heard her move out of the bed, let alone come this
close. She has curly red hair that falls to her knees, with two
thin braids hanging on either side of her face. Her eyes are
silver, and she is very pretty in a supernatural way most are. I



don’t recognise the marking on her chest, but it looks like four
circles with a wolf in the middle.

A white gown hangs off her shoulders, and I notice it’s the
same kind of white gown I’'m wearing. I also notice she looks
about the same age as me, and she’s definitely a wolf shifter.
“Can I si1t?”

I nod once, not feeling any bad vibes from her. She sits
down on the edge of the bed, careful not to touch me, and I
move my legs as far away as possible.

“Who are you?” I demand.

Her brow furrows. “You have such a strange accent. Who
are you?”’

“I asked first,” I say. She has the same accent as the males
who shot me and ran me over.

She crosses her arms. “My name is Nimue Windshire, but
my friends call me Nimmy. You can too.”

“My name 1s Serendipity Fall. Serei for short,” I decide to
say. [ need to find out where I am and how to get out, and this
wolf might be able to help me.

We look at each other for a moment, and she finally
speaks. “It was touch and go for a bit there, even for us wolves
and our healing. I have to say I was quite surprised to see you
turn up here. Shifters are rare these days, and I’ve been the
only full-blooded wolf for three years.”

“Shifters are rare?” I ask, confused. I cough a few times,
the left side of my body hurting like my ribs are broken or at
least bruised. “Where is here?”

Nimmy walks across the room past two beds, with two
other females sleeping in them, and pours me a glass of water
from a sink in the corner of the room and brings it back. She
hands me the drink, and my hand shakes as I take it. “Drink
slowly.”

I nod and pace myself as I drink the water, enjoying it like
I haven’t had a sip for days. “How long have I been asleep?”



“So your question has a complicated answer. I don’t know
exactly where we are, but it’s outside of old New York. I’ve
been here for years, and we don’t go outside often, and when
we do, it’s been night, so | haven’t seen much else but trees
and fields,” she explains. “As for why we are here, we all have
been captured by a human gang called Rox. They own pretty
much all of what’s left of New York and deal with slaves.
They used to trade with the angel king years ago, but when he
died, all trade was stopped and they looked inwards.”

“Humans? Why don’t you shift and rip them to pieces?” I
inquire.

“They drug our food and inject us if we just pretend to
eat,” she softly explains, and I see the flicker of pain in her
eyes. “It’s not a great life, and I gave up hope a long time ago
that [ will ever get out of here.”

My heart shatters for her, for the pain and hopelessness I
hear in her voice. I can’t stop myself as I take her hand and
hold it tightly. “I am going to get us out of here.”

She laughs lightly and takes her hand from mine. “No, you
can’t. Thanks though, Serei. All you need to know is that
humans are cruel. All males are cruel, for that matter, and I’'m
S0, so sorry you are here.”

I ignore the fear lacing around my heart and refuse to
become as hopeless as she has become. I am going to get us
out of here and destroy this place when I’'m done. Somehow. I
just need a plan. I change the subject for a second and nod at
the other two beds. “Who are they?”

“Sophie, a half wolf shifter and Devika, a human. They
both have been here about two years,” she tells me. “They’re
given drugs earlier because it was their night out there with the
males. It’s our night tomorrow, and now that you’re awake,
there’s no way they’ll let you off. I’'m sorry.”

“What do they do with us, then?”” I say.

“We are their amusement, in any way that our boss wants.
Sometimes it’s simply dancing and drinking with them as they
touch us like dolls. Those are the good nights. Other times it’s



private,” she whispers at the end, and I gulp at what she
means. A sense of horror fills me as I realise what she’s
saying, and it’s soon replaced with pure anger.

“I’'m so sorry,” I tell her. “I can’t even imagine.”

“You won’t have to soon, and I am the one who is sorry,”
she replies, wiping tears from her eyes. “So, whereabouts were
you hiding for so long? I didn’t know many wolf shifters were
left on these lands. Most of them emigrated over, found a boat
or something, and escaped. My aunt and cousin did that, and
they went to a big pack over there. I always hoped to find
them.”

“Fall Mountain Pack?” I question.

She shrugs. “I don’t know. But anyway, where are you
from?”

Telling her the truth would be a long explanation, and I
carefully skirt the answer. “Where are you from?”

Nimmy'’s red eyebrows pull down, but she answers me. “I
grew up here in New York with my aunt and cousin, but there
was a street war between the gangs when I was fourteen.
That’s how I missed the boat and lost my aunt and cousin. I
couldn’t find another boat, and I was left on the streets like
many kids were. I first shifted when I was seven, so I mostly
stayed in wolf form and managed to hide for a year before I
got caught by this bastard gang and brought here. That was
four years ago.”

By the fires, her life sounds awful.

She looks at me, expectant and waiting. “I’'m not from
here, and it’s complicated. I shouldn’t be here.”

“None of us should. It’s okay, you can tell me more when
you’re good and ready,” she softly says. I don’t know if |
could be as kind as she 1s if my life was like hers. Still, being
kind when your life is in darkness is a true miracle.

It feels weird to have a girl to talk to who isn’t my mother
or aunt. Part of me likes it, but most of me is terrified of what
situation I’ve gotten myself into. My entire body hurts, but I’'m
not too weak to get the hell out of this place. Hopefully, before



Draycian finds me. He sounded pissed in my dream and yet, it
might not be real anyway. It could have just been a dream
about his stupidly handsome face.

I hate that I’'m even thinking about him.

By the fires, I need to focus on getting out of here. My
shadow should come for me soon. He knows where I am, and
he won’t let these humans hurt me. I hate that I left one prison
only to be thrown right back into another one. A worse one.

My life choices aren’t looking great right at this moment.

I push my legs off the bed, and Nimmy stands up, shaking
her head. She lowers her voice. “Don’t do anything stupid.
They will pour gas into the room, and it only makes you
weaker. Trust me, Serei1.”

“I don’t know you, and I can’t just sit here, Nimmy,” I tell
her. I don’t mean it in a harsh way, but there is no mistaking
the flicker of pain in her eyes.

“Fine,” she frustratedly sighs. “But they sell troublemakers
to their clients, and trust me, I can’t imagine that is a nice life.
Or they kill them. That’s the only way out of here, and
honestly, I’d like to see you stay alive.”

I look at her and the door, running her warnings over in my
mind. I know I should sit down and rest, build my strength and
take them by surprise, but the reckless side of me wants to
bang the door down until they knock me out with gas.

“Alright,” 1 say, sitting down and choosing to take a
breather. “But you’ve been here a long time, you must have
thought of a way to escape. A plan. Just something, Nimmy.”

She moves closer, lowering her voice further. “There have
been sixteen girls here I’ve met, and one of them was an angel,
and she got out somehow at a garden party outside this
mansion. | watched her fly through the clouds, and it was like
she came alive. I can’t even remember what it’s like to run as a
wolf anymore, but I imagine it was like that. She flew for a bit
before they shot her down, and they dragged her back for the
men to...well, make sure she died. It was horrible to watch.
When they were done, | was allowed to sit with her, and she



told me there was a parking lot full of cars in the forest right
before she died. My only plan is to get to the forest and get a
car. One of them will work.”

If I didn’t feel sick before, I do now. The poor angel. Every
bastard in this mansion needs to die, and they will do. I'm
going to kill them. For Nimmy, for the other girls, and for
myself. I assume “shot” is the word for what happened to my
leg. That bullet hurt. I’ve never killed anyone before, but I
think these monsters are a good place to start.

“Can you drive?”
She looks down. “No, you?”

I shrug. “I read a lot about driving but never actually tried.
What about those two?”

“I’ll ask them. Sophie is friendly, but Devika is more
difficult,” she softly states. “But she pulled the bullet out of
your leg, stitched you up, and watched you for four nights in a
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“I owe you all my life,” I say.
She shrugs. “Don’t worry about it. Get some sleep, yeah?”

I nod, watching as she goes back to her bed and curls up
into a ball, pulling the blanket over her small, way too thin
frame.

Lying back down, I look up at the ceiling and try to ignore
the sense of fear trickling into the back of my throat. I know
that my shadow didn’t mean for this to happen to me. He
would never put me in this position, in this much danger. He’s
my friend. But where is he? I lift my arm into the air and look
at the mark on my wrist. It’s not glowing anymore, nor is it
moving, but it’s like a new part of me that I’'m aware of. I feel
weaker by the second, and I hate it. It must have been the
poison and the car, and maybe Nimmy is right. Some rest will
heal me.

I soon drift back into a sleep, my soul searching for
someone. This time, instead of Draycian, I see dark eyes
looking back at me, and I hear one single word.



“Mine.”



Jovery—Slsee

WARM HANDS SHAKE my shoulders with an

urgency that has me jolting up, my heart racing. For some
reason, | expected to see Draycian leaning over me, furious at
me. But I soon realise that isn’t real, and I’m still here, a slave
to humans. At least for now. Nimmy is leaning over me, her
eyes wide with fear. I blink from the bright light in the room,
beaming from spotlights on the ceiling and showcasing the
sorry state of the damp, aged room. The walls are peeling from
the water dripping down them, and now that I’'m not so sick, |
can smell it.

“You need to wake up. They’re coming earlier than usual,”
she quickly tells me, pulling off my quilt.

“How can you tell?” I groggily question, pointing at the
closed door.

“You can always hear them. Their boots on the creaky
wooden steps down the hall,” she hurriedly tells me. Sure
enough, when I focus, I can just about hear them, the echo of
footsteps coming closer, and I know if my wolf senses weren’t
dulled, I’d hear them a mile off. “Can you stand on it yet?”

Oh right, the leg. Nimmy helps me stand, albeit a little
shakily, but I nod to her. It’s going to hurt to stand on it for a
while, but I can deal with it. Nimmy waits to make sure I don’t
fall over before nodding at the space by the wall at the head of
my bed.

“They will want you to wait there.”

My eyes widen. “I—”



“Please just do it,” she asks of me. Every part of me wants
to tell her no and fight her on it, but the look in her eyes stops
me. She is desperate, and | swear...there is worry in her eyes.
True worry.

“Why do you care so much?” I question. “You barely
know me.”

“My wolf isn’t all gone, you know. I can sense what you
are, and we haven’t seen your kind in a long time. It took me a
while to realise what I was scenting, what my wolf was telling
me. You can’t die in here,” she firmly states, looking so much
stronger than I’ve seen her before. It surprises me. Maybe she
has a little fire behind her eyes, too. “I will keep you alive,
Serei.”

I take a step forward, my hair falling over my shoulders.
“What are you talking about?”

She furrows her brow. “You’re an—"

The sound of locks clicking makes her pause, and she bolts
across the room, her footsteps silent. Wow, I want to learn to
move like that. Nakoa would be amazed. He is always telling
me off for my heavy footsteps in training. I manage to limp
over to the wall, copying Nimmy’s stance as she plasters her
back to the damp wall. Glancing over, the other two girls in
the room are already out of their beds, backs against the wall
and neither looking my way. Three men walk in after pushing
the door open, and I faintly hear the sound of music behind
them. The men must be brothers or relatives of some kind, as
they all look like each other, in similar plain and really strange
clothing. They have beefy arms, big stomachs, and bald heads,
with a mixture of markings on their arms and necks. But they
aren’t magical markings. They look like a faded pen drew
them on.

The one in the middle throws two sparkling wine-red
dresses on the ground at his feet and points at them. “Get
dressed. Now. The boss wants you to hurry.”

No one speaks or moves as they look at me. I hold the
middle one’s eyes, and he bares his solid gold teeth at me in a
sneer. “It’s going to be a fun night, boys.”



“Ten hundred dollars on the bitch being sold before the
end of the night,” the one on the right laughs.

“Nah, we need new bitches. These are boring,” the middle
one replies before they all walk out, and only then do I
unclench my fists. Bastards.

I glance over at the other two females, Sophie and Devika.
They’re both looking forward, completely quiet as the door
shuts, and Devika turns her cobalt blue eyes on me. Nimmy is
across the room in seconds, picking up the dresses and
walking back to me, handing me one, but I don’t take it and
push it back into her hands. “I’m not wearing that.”

“You have to, Serei. They will forcibly dress you
otherwise,” she warns me and leaves the dress in my hands.
She starts pulling off her own dress, and I flinch at the marks
on her body. So many little cuts that haven’t healed right mark
her legs, stomach and back. I swear some of them look like
initials have been carved into her skin. Sickness rises in my
throat, and I try to hide it from her as she turns back to me,
pulling the dress on.

Needing to look away from Nimmy for a second to
compose myself before I cry for her, I find Devika still
watching me. Assessing me, I suspect. Devika might be
human, but there is something very strange about her. She has
long black hair that’s pulled up into a tight ponytail, and her
eyes are nothing short of a force of nature. I’ve never met an
absolutely stunning human that could pass for a supernatural,
but she could. Easily. She is very thin like Nimmy, and there
are several whoppers of bruises all down her arms. I don’t
want to know what other bruises are under her white dress.

The other girl, Sophie, is as quiet as a mouse, and her head
is bowed like the human males are still in the room. I can
barely see her face under the mop of curly black hair, but I can
sense a hint of wolf from her scent. It’s just buried, hidden,
maybe what a half wolf must be like. I’ve never ever met one
of those before, and I wonder if she can shift at all.

“Put it on, stubborn girl, for your own good,” Devika
suggests. Her tone is cold and full of judgment.



“No,” I respond. “I’m not a fucking doll for them to dress.
None of you are.”

“You just don’t want to get on their bad side on day one,
Sere1,” Nimmy adds in, looking between us. “Do you want to
die?”

“I’ve got the feeling saving your big spoilt-princess ass
was a waste of my time and resources,” Devika snaps, “if
you’re going to throw your life away over a dress.”

I grit my teeth for a moment as I watch her. “Thank you
for saving my life.”

“Put the dress on then,” she retorts. “Or not. I don’t give a
fuck anymore.”

I have a feeling she does care, or she wouldn’t have
bothered to say a word. She is right, despite the fact I hate she
is, and I pull my white dress off without thinking on it
anymore. Stepping into the red dress, I start tugging on it and
flinching from the pain shooting up from my leg. The sequins
and the rough material scratch against all my bare skin, itching
like crazy as I pull it up and run up the zip on the side. The
dress is tight enough to make me feel like it’s suffocating me. I
search for my wolf in my mind on instinct, as she hates being
contained in anything, but my soul feels empty. Gone. |
remind myself it’s the drugs and not real.

I’m stronger than this, and my wolf is part of me forever.
We won’t ever leave each other until death takes us to the
flames.

The matching red dress hangs off Nimmy’s thin frame.
“Do any of you eat?” I blurt out.

Nimmy goes silent, but Devika answers me, walking up to
me. She eyes me up and down. “What the hell’s up with you?
Everyone I’ve ever known is thin. We don’t have food. No one
does. We fight and die for scraps. There hasn’t been food here
for years. Over fifty years, so I’ve been told. The whole of
America was going downhill way before with food storages
thanks to the crazy weather, way before the angel king came
and destroyed half our world.”



“So this 1s normal for you?” I question.

“I’ve seen humans starve in the streets, and counted myself
lucky that I was pretty enough to be kept alive for one bastard
or another,” she sneers. “We all grew up starving, and yet you
walk in here and look like you’ve been brought up like royalty,
princess. Have you ever struggled for food? Where the fuck
did you come from, because it wasn’t here?”

Even Sophie lifts her head to look at me, with Nimmy and
Devika, for that answer.

How the hell do I tell them I appeared in a portal and I’'m
from across the sea?

When I don’t answer, Devika looks at Nimmy. “She can’t
be trusted. Something is wrong about her.”
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“You’re too kind for your own good, Nimmy. She is going
to get us all killed,” Devika snaps.

“I will tell you everything, if you want, but not yet. Trust is
something you earn, but I’'m no one’s slave, and I’'m going to
get us out of here. Alive,” I state.

She smiles, spreading her large lips. “I tell you what, if
you manage to get us out, you’ll have my loyalty for a
lifetime. That is a vow I make.”

She laughs as she walks away, but I swear I feel an electric
kind of magic in the air from her words, like they meant more
than just words and someone heard them.

Sophie’s sweet voice fills the room. “If you get a chance to
escape, leave. Don’t risk yourself for us. Run.”

“I don’t run from my vows, and I would never leave you
here. Any of you,” I tell her, but she is already looking down
at the floor, and it’s clear she doesn’t want to talk to me.

Nimmy places her hand on my shoulder. “It’s most likely
going to be a dance in the cage tonight because you’re new.
They’re going to use you as the star attraction. Show you off.
Raise up bids for you...to have first. It will be an easy night.”



“First what?”’ I question, even if the answer is screaming in
my head.

Her face goes pale. “Males have no souls.”

We all hear the footsteps again as Nimmy runs back to her
wall, and seconds later, several locks are unlatched on the door
from the other side, and the door is pushed open. The men
trudge inside, and one grabs hold of my arm, pulling me along
without even blinking at my resistance. I hit out and scratch
the man, but he shakes me, and I end up crying out from my
leg as it slams into the wall. The pain makes the room spin and
my stomach turn to water as I’'m dragged along a corridor with
a creaking wooden floor. I know humans aren’t meant to be
this strong, but in my weak state, they’re definitely stronger
than I am right now, even as a shifter. I can barely resist or dig
my foot into the floor as they yank me along. We go up a set of
creaky wooden stairs that feel like they’re about to give in at
any moment, and every step jolts my leg, which is now
throbbing, before we come to a thick black door.

The door is pushed open, and loud music floods into my
ears, along with the sounds of laughter and chatter. The
warmness of the room settles into my skin, along with the soft
yellow lighting, and I breathe in the mixture of scents in the
room. Most of the people in here are human, but there’s
definitely an angel or wolf mixed in here somewhere, hidden
well, I expect. Or maybe they are rich, and they wouldn’t be
dragged around as slaves.

The fact they are here makes me want to shift and rip them
to shreds for betraying their own kind.

No one even blinks as they see us being dragged in, but
more than one pair of male eyes look at me in a way that
makes me want to puke on them. The room is full of laughter,
both female and male, to my surprise. They all wear black
suits, and the women have a mixture of grey, white, and black
dresses to fit a theme. They all make the beautifully decorated
room look dull. T glance up at the gigantic dome ceiling and
spiral oak staircases that go off in three different directions to
different floors. A massive glass chandelier hangs from the
middle of the room, its crystals appearing fake compared to



the real diamonds I’ve seen in my city. The floors are like a
black and white pattern, polished to make them shiny, and in
the centre of the room is a table with a fountain. The fountain
doesn’t have water in it, but instead, red wine.

Nimmy’s eyes meet mine as she turns and 1s guided up the
staircase to the left, her back straight, and I swear I can almost
scent her fear like it’s dancing with my own. My hands shake
as | force myself not to be frightened, not to be scared. I won’t
die with fear in my eyes, but with blazing fire instead.

As the humans drag me up the stairs, my leg smacks into
every step, and the pain makes everything around me turn into
a blur of colours, and I hear the fabric of my dress ripping as it
gets caught on the steps. It turns out my mating dress wasn’t
the worst dress I was ever going to wear. This is definitely the
worst. Heaving through the pain, I lift my head as I’'m stopped,
and my legs press against the cold stone, which is a relief for a
second. Red velvet double doors are pulled open from the
inside, and I’'m dragged into a dark room with little light other
than a beam of white light shining down on a cage on what
looks like a stage.

Five males sit on chairs in the middle of the room, a few of
them sipping on brown drinks in small glasses. Behind them
are several glass windows, filled with people watching,
drinking, laughing, and seated right behind the glass.

All of them go quiet to look at me.

The male in the middle stands up, and I recognize him as
the human who caught me that night, the one with the scar.
“Ah, lovely surprise. I have to say, the white dress you wore
when we met fit you better.”

I stand my ground, looking him up and down, noticing my
dagger strapped to the side of his thigh. “Glad to see you’re
keeping my dagger close. I will need it when I kill you.”

He smiles before laughing hard. He walks up to me,
nodding at my guards, who let me go and step back. I struggle
to hold my weight on my leg, but I refuse to back down. “I’'m
your master now, bitch.”



“Is she for sale tonight, David?” one of the other males
questions.

David grabs my cheek tightly and, in the same movement,
punches me hard in the stomach. I gasp in pain and shock,
wanting to fall to my knees, but his grip on my chin holds me
up as I heave out air. David tightens his grip until I can hear
my jaw crunching under the pressure. The pain makes the
room spin. “Don’t talk back to me, or I’ll use that pretty little
dagger of yours to carve my name into your skin until you
scream for me to stop. Then I’ll show you much worse.”

I look into his eyes, so dull yet full of pure evil. “When
you die, I hope you scream.”

He laughs and the others laugh with him, making jokes
about how much of a stupid little shifter bitch I am. By the
fires, I hate them all. David, clearly bored with me now, drags
me along and throws me into the cage, slamming the door
behind me. I roll across the ground before standing up as
quickly as I can, my leg fighting the idea entirely. Music starts
playing, not loud but slow melodic music for slow dancing,
and goose bumps skate over my skin. I look around at the
humans, marking their faces, remembering them, because one
day I am coming back for revenge. One day, they’re all going
to pay. Every single one of them. I don’t care how long it takes
me.

“Dance,” David commands, clicking his fingers at me. “Or
make our night very interesting and don’t. But it’s going to
hurt.”

I cross my arms. “Try it then. I’'m not dancing for a bunch
of weak, pathetic humans.”

I instantly regret the words when a buzzing sound fills my
ears, and the floor shakes, feeling like a thousand bolts of
lightning slam into me. Screaming in pure horror and endless
pain, I fall to the ground, which only makes every bit of skin
that touches the metal base feel like it’s burning. I scream until
my throat feels raw, and yet all I can sense around me 1s the
desire coming from the sick humans.



I scream and scream until it stops, and I don’t have a clue
how long it lasted. I taste my blood in my mouth, my nose full
of it, too, as I cough and cough the blood onto the floor. My
arms shake as I lift myself up, and I wonder if I look wild as I
face David. “Is that all you’ve got? Pathetic.”

I’d rather die than be their toy.

I expect David to set the buzzer off, but instead, there is
silence for a moment. “Do you like pain?”

I neglect to answer him, which only makes him smirk at
me. “Aren’t you a rare slave, then? Because really, there’s not
many of the girls that like pain. They become my slave for life
if I do that once. I was going to sell you tonight. I’ve had some
high bids already, but alas, I'm definitely going to keep you.
Show you to my boss once I’ve broken you. You could be very
interesting, as beautiful as you are, as untouched as you are.”

I slowly look him up and down and humourlessly laugh.
“Does hurting females make up for the fact you can’t get any
female to even touch you?”

His eyes flash with anger, his face turning red. “You want
pain, bitch? You got it.”

This time the buzzer goes off, and the lightning is tenfold.
I feel myself screaming and screaming as everything turns to
black, and my body shakes on the floor. I can taste nothing but
my blood and ash on my tongue. I feel every part of my body
go numb right before I’'m pitched into blackness. I slowly
become aware I’m dreaming because everything’s hazy, and I
blink my eyes open to see bright sunlight shining through a
window nearby the bed. Draycian is in the window, looking
out at the city. For some reason, I wonder if he is lonely. He
looks it in this moment. A lonely king. There’s a painting of a
beautiful woman with long black hair, rosy lips, and bright
cheeks next to the window, and I walk up to it. She’s smiling,
and the painting is old, but the painter has done a good job of
capturing how beautiful she is. “Who is this?”

“The most painful part of my past,” he resentfully replies.
“She 1s dead now.”



“I’'m sorry. Was she your family?” I question. He doesn’t
look back at me, his back tense and his thick muscles pressing
against his leather. I sigh, and even in the dream, I can feel the
pain in my body as the room sways. I barely blink before I am
in Draycian’s arms, his warm chest pressed against mine and
his arms tight around my back.

“Someone’s hurt you,” he growls, his voice terrifying. The
fury in his eyes is enough to make me want to run away, but he
is holding me, and it doesn’t feel as frightening as I thought it
should be.

His body perfectly moulds against mine, and I have trouble
not focusing on that fact. “Yes. A human.”

“Then all humans die,” he bites out.

I wait for him to say he is joking, but when he looks at me
with the same scorching stubbornness I’ve seen twice now, I
have a feeling he is not.

“You can’t kill all humans,” I flatly tell him.

He tilts his head to the side and slowly runs his large hand
up to the back of my neck. I shiver and clench my legs
together, praying for my body to stop reacting to him like a cat
in heat. He runs his hands through my hair and grips the back
of my neck. “I can. I will. No one will ever hurt you and
survive.”

The protectiveness of his voice makes my heart race. The
sheer promise in his voice marks my soul.

“This 1s a dream, and you aren’t really here,” I reply,
needing it to be true.

“Is this not real?”” he questions, running his hand down my
spine, slowly. His hand smooths around my hip, and his long
fingers trace over my core, making me gasp in pleasure from
the light touch. His eyes blaze with desire, the air thick with it,
but I’'m not sure who is worse. By the fires, there isn’t a bit of
me that doesn’t feel like it’s burning now. He leans down, his
lips inches from mine. “If I kissed you now, it would be real. I
can scent how much you want me. This is all real, Serei.”



I push away from him, and he lets me go. He leans against
the side of the window, crossing his arms and looking too
smug. “It’s not real.”

“You know it is,” he replies. “We are fated. You will never
feel anything close to how you feel when I’'m close. When I
fuck you, little wolf, you’ll be addicted to me.”

“You think mighty of yourself, don’t you?” I snort.
He shrugs. “I’m that good. Want to see?”’

His eyes flicker to the bed, and my cheeks burn as I look
away. “Tell me how you escaped? Who helped you with that
portal?”

“It’s someone I care deeply for,” I reply. “A male who has
always been there for me. Unlike you.”

His eyes burn like golden flames. “You are mine.”

“No, that’s exactly your problem. You think I’'m yours
because magic says so. You never gave me a chance to live
and to choose my own life. Why would I ever choose you,
anyway? You are the cold, smug dragon king who lives up in a
castle and disappeared for my entire life. Where did you go?
Why couldn’t I live with my mother?”

“You want many answers when you are throwing around
untruthful facts,” he retorts.

I sarcastically laugh. “When you come to get me, are you
going to force me into a mating ceremony?”’

“You were never going to be forced into anything,” he
growls out, coming over to me. He pins me against the
window, and I flinch, feeling the pain from my body even
here. I want to leave. Deep cracks appear all the way across
the walls, sharper and harsher than last time. Like they’re not
giving us as much time. I wonder who causes the cracks, me
or him? I know it’s one of us. “You were never going to be
forced into anything. I did not want that.”

“Then what did you want?”

He roars at me. “For you to be free and safe from the only
threats I can’t save you from, Serendipity. That’s all I’ve ever



wanted!”
“Who?”

“The Wolven gods,” he replies, cupping my cheek with his
hand. “You’re my mate, Serendipity, and the mistakes of my
past will get you killed. They will be coming for you.”

“Then get here first,” 1 ask of him, cracks bursting the
walls into pieces that float around us in a black, endless world.

“I will.”

His soft lips press to my forehead as the world goes black,
and even though I hate him, I don’t hate the feeling of his lips
on my skin all that much.
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SCREAMS ECHO AROUND ME,  along

with pleas for mercy that shatter my heart. The screams get
louder until I feel like they are coming from me, and I can't
stop. High-pitched and piercing screams that instantly make
me want to scream back at them to stop.

“STOP!” I scream, slamming my hands to my ears, but it
does nothing to block out 