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        For all those who are promised a little bit of Karma.

        Good or bad.
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        My name is Karma, and I will do anything to save my family and my gods…even from myself.

        Karma isn't just my name, it's also my job

        Only, my job got me into a lot of trouble, which ended up with me in prison, and now no one can save me.

        Turns out, there are a few secrets that I didn’t know…

        Now all the secrets are out, and the world as I know it is changed forever.

        The higher gods take me as their prisoner, and it’s not just me they take to play games with.

        My family, my best friend, and my gods are all on the line. I’ve already lost one friend; I won’t lose another.

        If I don’t win the games, everyone I love dies.

        So I will not lose.

      

        

      
        My name is Karma Maria Kismet, and I am going to destroy the higher gods.

        I am going to get justice…no matter what it takes.
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      The skies are dark as I lay her down on the dust covered ground, her fiery red hair spilling across the stone, her pale skin such a contrast. She looks just like her mother. Beautiful, innocent and a deadly threat.

      “Karma must not know the truth. She must not know that it was me who saved her from the prison. No one must know, because I want to see who she is. If she is more a Kismet than anything else, it is pointless to keep her alive,” I state, pulling my gaze from her. Until she embraces her true power, she is nothing to me.

      “Of course,” he replies. I walk away, only for him to say one sentence to stop me in my tracks. “If she takes our family traits, she might be able to kill us.”

      “Then find a way to make sure she can’t. Break her, or find me someone that can.” I pull my hood up as I carry on walking, leaving my family alone to do what they do best. Destroy every part of Karma Kismet’s soul.

      Until then, I have a world to destroy and a new order to establish. I squeeze the girl’s charm necklace in my hand, but there is only one charm on it that matters. I stare at it as I walk away, lifting the charm into the moonlight. It’s time the world knew about the gods who rule it…
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      Something cold brushes against my cheek as I crack my eyes open and slowly stare up at the endless night sky above me. It’s an endless range of stars, with a few clouds floating their way past. It’s so beautiful, and I instantly remember how I really missed this. I could stare at the night sky for hours, counting every little star and wishing I could remember them all forever. Though it used to bring me peace, the night sky is now a cold reminder of the past. Of everything that happened to get me to this moment. My gods, my family, and my best friend need me. I can’t lie here and give up. I’m a Kismet, and we don’t give up.

      Every little inch of my body hurts as I try to sit up, forcing myself to be strong. I push past the pain long enough to stand and look around at the courtyard I am in the middle of. It’s a ruin, with parts of the walls broken and fallen down. Nature has taken some of it, covering it with vines, and some parts even have little flowers growing there now. The air is warm as it blows against my skin and pushes my dress around my legs, but as I look down, I see the blood on my dress. I see the blood on my hands as they shake.

      Jade is dead. She sacrificed her life to save the justice twins, and I couldn’t save her. The twins might be dead, too, for all I know. I never saw them get up, and I’m worried. Jade’s dead body just keeps flickering in my mind like a nasty picture. Even if the twins aren’t dead, they are trapped in that prison while I am stuck out here.

      “Are you going to play nice this time, little mouse?” someone says behind me, their voice sounding like the creepy murderer in a horror movie who tells the victim not to run. You never run if you hear that voice. It’s best to hide. I never did understand the victims’ logic in those movies though. I quickly turn around, eyeing the hooded figure standing very still in the courtyard. It’s the same arsehole that killed Jade, I know it, and he possibly killed the justice twins before knocking me out.

      I look down at my hands as green lightning flickers out of them. I turn my hands around, watching how the lightning moves like a wave but doesn’t hurt me. I have no feckin’ idea how to control it, but it might help me get out of this. I just need to find my family and disappear. I can then make a plan to get Storm and the twins out of prison somehow. My necklace full of charms might be able to help me.

      “That would be a massive nope, you feckin’ gobshite!” I starkly reply, crossing my arms and feeling for my charms, which are missing. Dammit. Plan B it is then. Except I don’t have a plan B, and I didn’t really have a solid plan A to start with. I still have that cool lightning, but he was too quick at throwing that back at me, so it clearly doesn’t work on him at all. I step back, digging my feet into the dirt as the wind blows my hair into my face. I knock it away, wanting to keep my eye on this guy. I don’t know who he is, but I suspect he isn’t my friend.

      “That kind of language does not suit your heritage, and it will not be allowed in my presence without punishment. Now—”

      I stop listening to him, deciding that running away is my best chance of survival. If you can’t fight it, run. That’s what my brother always told me, and it’s always my solid plan C. I turn and run straight towards the ruined part of the building nearest to me and the gap in the middle of it. That is until two women walk out the gap, standing together. I know who they are, and it stops me in my tracks. I skid to a stop, dirt puffing up like a cloud around my feet as I stare at them. My heart beats so loudly that it makes my ears ring as I watch the higher gods, the female twins that Storm told me about.

      They look just like they did in the painting he has. They wear matching red cloaks with red dresses under them by the look of it. Their skin is pale but in a smooth, picture-perfect way. They have thick black eyelashes, white eyes with tints of black in them and red lips. The only thing that is different about them is their hair. One has long black hair and the other’s hair is as white as snow.

      “Ah, sisters, you took your time,” the hooded man says, passing me and stopping in the middle of the twins. They look to him, and for a second, the black haired god looks my way and smiles, revealing sharp teeth that are pointed and stained with blood. I gulp because that is feckin’ creepy. Maybe I should just focus on the guy instead. He is clearly the boss man and less disgusting to look at. His black cloak is such a contrast to the red ones his sisters wear, and I can see now why everyone is frightened of them. Even when they don’t say a word, there is something about them that is downright terrifying.

      I know he is going to kill me; why else would I be here? I accidentally killed his brother, and now I’m going to pay for it. I just wish I got to say goodbye to Storm and the twins. I wish I got to say goodbye to my family and Mads while I’m at it. Maybe even Michael, but perhaps not Kit. I might get bitten for that. I’m sure the poor fecker is starving by now and biting Storm. The thought makes me smile.

      “It was an accident, you know that?” I say because, hell, I might as well try to talk my way out of this.

      “What was?” the man asks, tilting his head to the side.

      “Killing your brother,” I nervously answer, crossing my arms. Finally, the last higher god lowers his hood so I can get a good look at him and what I expected to see. Red hair, red eyes, and man, is he creepier than even Storm described him as. It’s like I can sense something is very feckin’ wrong with him somehow. He looks just like his brother I killed, but there is a cut on his eyebrow that stands out, mainly because it looks like a horn shape. If I drew two ball shapes at the end, it would look a lot like something else, and that is not a shape you want on your forehead.

      “I know you didn’t mean to kill your father on purpose. That isn’t in your nature, from what your family and friend have told me,” he replies, and so much about that one statement makes me step back, my hands dropping down. My family and I’m guessing Mads are here, which puts them in just as much danger as I am. Wait, did he say the dude I killed was my father? What crap is this higher god snorting?

      “I think you have the wrong person. He wasn’t my father,” I tell him, lifting my head and locking my eyes on his. The red is so much darker when you really look into his eyes. It’s endless, like a sea of blood. I imagine he has spilt enough blood in his lifetime that he could easily fill a sea. The higher gods aren’t as all powerful and knowing as they think they are; instead, they are cruel, and they are monsters that happen to rule. I wish Storm was out here with me. He could put them in their place.

      “Yes, he was. See, your powers can’t hurt me because I learnt long ago how to protect myself from my brother’s powers. Your powers come from him, so they are the same in some respect,” the creepy god tells me, his voice slow and almost like a purr of satisfaction.

      “You’re crazy,” I laugh. “A crazy feckin’ eegit.”

      “Oh, you poor little mouse, you really didn’t know?” he asks, tilting his head to the side and smiling, though his words suggest sympathy. His sisters laugh like this is all some big joke as I take a step back, shaking my head. Could it be true? Everything he said? Did I kill my father without even knowing it was him? My mother wouldn’t have cheated on my dad. No way. This must be all lies. Some part of my heart hurts though as my eyes water with tears. A deep part of me thinks it is true, no matter how much I try to hush that part. Memories come rushing back to me of times I’ve overheard my parents arguing, saying that mum had to tell me something because I was getting older. I always brushed it off as them arguing who was going to give me the sex talk or something. I never thought it was serious…at least most of me didn’t. Not until this moment. “Oh, you really didn’t have a clue, did you? How very sad to live a life not knowing where and who you came from.”

      “I’m not who you think I am. My mother is—”

      “Is dead. Your aunt brought you up as hers, hiding you away like a little pet. I suppose she must have always wanted a girl with that many boys,” he replies, his answer cold and cruel. I’m not a pet to my mum. She loves me; that I don’t doubt. If what he is saying is true, one of my dead aunts is my mother. Which one? I don’t know hardly anything about them. Maybe that is why mum never wanted to talk about the past and my aunts, because it hurt too much.

      “No,” I mutter, shaking my head and taking another step back. Tears fall from my eyes this time, and they make everything so real. The warm wind blowing against me, the night sky with the millions of stars that watch us all, knowing the truth. The salty air I can almost taste with every breath, and the distant sound of waves, washing against the sand. I don’t know the truth or who to believe. I hate that a deep part of me believes him straightaway and desperately wants to know more.

      “Yes. My brother had a thing for Irish women, and I believe I met your mother once. She was actually in love with him, while he never loved anyone that wasn’t his family,” the light haired twin softly says, her voice sounding like what I’d imagine angels sound like. Though I imagine she is an angel of death, and her voice is only sweet to lull poor victims into her trap.

      “I don’t understand,” I mumble.

      “You are a child of a higher god, the only one still alive, I believe. Neritous went on a killing spree after a seer god told him his child would murder his family and rewrite the world as we know it. You can see how we wouldn’t want that; we do like to rule,” the man says with a frown. “Honestly, I think he was overdramatic. I’ve never known a seer to be right.”

      “So you are going to kill me? Not that I believe a single word you are saying,” I spit out, feeling more than frustrated as I shake with anger and shock. It can’t be friggin’ true. “I know who my parents are, and I’m not a child of a higher god.”

      “The only way a higher god can be killed is with the power of the higher gods. You couldn’t have killed him if what I’ve told you were a lie,” he tells me.

      “Then what do you want?” I ask, and I wipe the tears on my cheeks away. I’m not sure what they are falling for. The truth, Jade being gone, or the fact they are going to kill me. I won’t ever get to see Storm or the justice twins again, and that really hurts. I’ve grown attached to the assholes. I will never get to see my family or Mads again. Or hell, even Michael or Kit.

      “We lost a brother, and we need a replacement. Welcome to the family, Karma Maria Cyncus.”
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      “I-I don’t believe you,” I stutter, shaking my head as his words roll around my mind and won’t leave. Karma Maria Cyncus. A child of a higher god. My family lied to me if this is true, and my mum is no liar. Neither is my dad...but something about this rings true deep down in my soul, and I friggin’ hate that. My head drops as I stare at the ground, my tears dropping from my cheeks onto the sand, and I do nothing but count each one as I try to process everything. The power I had in the prison was like nothing I’ve ever experienced in my life. It was strong and overwhelming...and it was me. There was no charm, and karma gods don’t have those kind of powers. My breath hitches when I remember what Jade said as she died. The charm boosts power, it doesn’t create it. It was all me.

      I look up, and I feckin’ hate the smirk he has on his face. Twins one and two are emotionless, but they keep watch. I have no doubt if I attacked him, then I’d be facing all three of them. I don’t have anyone to back me up. The only men that might have done are locked up. My family can’t help me fight the higher gods. They don’t have that kind of power.

      “You do believe me, my pretty little niece. My name is Xur, and I promise you are welcome in our family if you wish it. Now come here,” he says and holds a hand out for me to take. In this moment, I know I will never accept his hand. I don’t know who my parents are that gave me life, but I sure as heck know who brought me up. I know who my family is. These are the higher gods and if—a big if—I’m related to them, then it would be nothing other than an embarrassment. They are murderers and coldhearted bastards. I don’t want anything to do with their family or their offer to let me join.

      “I have a family, so thanks but no thanks. If you’re not going to kill me, I have things to do,” I sarcastically reply, crossing my arms and lifting my head high. My hair falls around me, and the red curly waves just remind me of my Irish heritage. Everything I am is from who brought me up. I am nothing like them.

      “Are you rejecting me?” Xur growls, and my eyes widen as I watch him. Red lightning flickers around his arms and chest, burning parts of the cloak. Why is his lightning red and not green anymore? I step back as Xur is suddenly right in front of me, and before I can move, he grabs my arm. I scream from the pain as he cuts my arm with his nail, dragging a long line down my wrist, and blood pours out. My new powers flicker green lightning all around me, but it only bounces off Xur like it’s nothing more than an annoyance, though it burns his cloak and arm in places. I struggle to pull my arm away from him just before he does something utterly crazy and pulls my arm to his mouth. He only touches the cut to his lips for a second before dropping me to the floor. I instantly grab my arm as I lean up, glaring up at him as I try to stop the bleeding and pain. Xur mutters words I don’t understand under his breath before he glows red for just a moment. When he opens his eyes, he crosses his arms and steps back into the gap between his sisters.

      “It will heal, but now you can’t escape your family,” Xur says, looking like he just won something as he licks his lips. I look at my arm, which is still bleeding a little, but the cut isn’t that deep, and I can ignore it for now.

      “You are feckin’ crazy! Storm told me you were, but he was seriously right about you lot!” I snap, and Xur smiles at me, but it’s not he who speaks next.

      “My name is Eenta Cyncus, and I am glad to meet you. Storm knew us when we were but children, and we made many mistakes. I do hope you can decide to judge us for who we are now and not then. Storm wasn’t always an angel, and yet it seems you like him very much now,” the sweet sounding twin speaks, the one with pure white hair, and she literally looks like an angel except for the creepy eyes that give her away. I don’t trust anyone who talks that sweetly.

      “How do you know who I like?” I retort. “You don’t know me at all.”

      “Storm never has shown emotion like how he did when I took you. It was interesting, to say the least, and I tell my sisters every little secret. If you join us, it would be the same for us,” Xur states with a smile, “though perhaps it is because Storm knew you are immortal like him, and there is a true chance of you having a future together.”

      “Storm didn’t know about me,” I exclaim. I know that because he would have told me the truth. Hell, I don’t even believe it yet. I won’t until my mum says it. If she tells me it’s true, then I will have to face it.

      “Are you sure?” Eenta enquires, her voice is so overly sweet and gentle that I want to look around for the child that spoke and not the woman who actually said it. It’s weird. “Isn’t it strange that he got so close to the first woman he could actually be with? Except for us, of course.” I instantly bristle at her suggestion, and I know it’s jealousy. Storm wouldn’t be interested in those two for so many reasons. It still makes me want to stab the bitch because she even suggested it.

      “He sees you three as his brother and sisters, even though you aren’t actually blood related at all. In fact, you don’t act like family one bit,” I sneer and then humourlessly laugh. “Family doesn’t lock each other up and throw away the key!”

      “As I said before, we made small mistakes. You will come to see us as family soon. I’m positive of it,” Eenta says with a big smile, like locking Storm and everyone who ever did anything to piss them off is a minor mistake. At least she doesn’t have sharp creepy teeth like her sister who hasn’t spoken at all. If she is anything like her brother and sister, I’m gathering we wouldn’t get along.

      “I highly feckin’ doubt it,” I reply, stepping back once more and knowing I’m going to have to figure something out soon. They aren’t going to be this chatty forever. Before I can decide if I’m going to run or not, the oddest thing happens. A few feet away from me, a black energy appears in the middle of the air just before I see the back and butt of Kit floating in the middle of it. I’m relieved to see Kit…but not like this.

      “Kit?” I whisper, completely confused why I’m looking at Kit’s butt floating in a black energy which is getting bigger, stretching. Suddenly a dresser flies out of the black energy, and my clothes from inside the prison are thrown all across the dirt in front of us. I look between the higher gods, who look just as confused, and back to the black energy which I’m guessing is some sort of portal. Not like any portal I’ve seen before though. Nor did I have a clue Kit could do magic like this. I assumed he was just a greedy little fecker.

      “Did you miss me, little one?” Storm’s grumble makes me shiver as he steps out of the black energy, and his eyes lock onto mine. My heart feels nothing but relief and happiness as I see him, and until now, I didn’t realise how much I like having Storm near me. I feel incomplete without him. I grin at him as I run my eyes over his long hair, which is down, falling around his face, and his purple eyes look much darker than when we last saw each other. He still looks like he has the galaxy in his eyes, though this time I feel like he wants revenge now, and it has made his world a little darker. His very presence makes me shiver, let alone his voice. The higher gods make me nervous and afraid because their energy is wrong. It’s horrid. Storm…well, his energy makes me want to bow my head and serve him forever. Not that he should ever know that. He already has a big head.

      “Very much,” is all I can find to say with a cracked voice, and it’s not enough to explain how happy I am to see him. We both don’t need to say anything. The way we left things was complicated to say the least. I know he is mourning Neritous or, at least, the child version of him that he loved. Despite everything, I don’t think it will matter to him now. I can see that. When you just want to be around someone, it’s crazy the things you simply forget for love. Not that I love him. I don’t think anyway. A few moments later, Killian steps out of the black energy, with Seth close behind him, and my heart beats that much harder.

      “You’re alive,” I whisper, knowing they can’t hear me as I take a step closer to them. They look tired, wearing white shirts and joggers that ride low on their hips because they don’t fit well. Neither of them has shaved in a while, making them almost look like a wild pair of hot twin guys. Not that you find those in the wild, because I’m damn sure women would be out hunting all day if you did. The blond twins never have looked at me like they are right now. I meet Killian’s gold eyes first, and the usual light I find in them isn’t all there. He looks just as lost as Storm. When I turn to see Seth, I watch how his hands are tightened into fists and how tense his whole body is as he looks into my eyes. Seth’s eyes have always been dark, lost and cold…but this time, I see a little bit of light in them. It’s not much, and it doesn’t one bit help me understand Seth any more than I do—or don’t. That guy is an enigma to me, one I’m attracted to and want to find out more about. I’m not admitting that out loud though. It’s good to at least think about all the things I’ve been avoiding before, well, whatever is going to happen. I really hope Storm is here to help me escape and stop his family. I don’t know if he could kill them though. I know somewhere deep down he loves them.

      “Karma, are you okay?” Killian asks, his eyes drifting to my arm that I’m holding and the blood dripping down it. Before I answer, I see Seth hand Storm his axe out of the corner of my eye.

      “I thought you guys were dead, and it nearly broke me,” I explain, my voice cracking. “You guys gave me a friggin’ heart attack.”

      “We're not yet,” Seth coldly replies, and I look to him, nodding a few times.

      “Come here. We aren’t going anywhere without you, Karma,” Killian firmly tells me as he holds a hand out for me to take. The moment I try to step towards them, two hands slam onto my shoulders, stopping me as they dig their nails into my bare skin. The twin sisters stand on either side of me, making it clear I can’t go anywhere, as Xur moves to stand slightly in front of us all.

      “Let her go. Now.” Storm’s statement is cold, emotionless and downright scary as it makes me shiver. I can’t see him, but I can guess he doesn’t look one bit impressed at seeing his family again. “You only get one warning.” The sky instantly starts to get dark as it feels like the air gets tenser, making it hard to breath. It’s like that feeling you get right before a storm, except this time Storm really is here and far more deadly than anyone else in the world.

      “Make me,” Xur replies like it is some big joke, which is a little bit of a surprise because, if anyone, he should fear Storm. I mean, he locked him away because he was scared he would kill him and his sisters. In a blur, Storm is in front of Xur and tightly grabbing him by the throat. He lifts him high in the air as the sky goes even darker than it was a second ago. Rain pours down on us a moment later, and lightning flashes across the sky. I cry out as it feels like my throat is being closed and crushed. I fall to my knees, the world going blurry as I gasp and claw at my throat to stop it. I gasp for air, a cry leaving my lips as nothing else comes out. I’m dying, and I don’t even know why or how. There is nothing there. As the real panic begins to settle in, I hear Storm’s voice.

      “What have you done?” Storm roars, and the feeling soon stops. Moments later, Storm picks me up, holding me to his chest with his axe pressed to my back. His other hand goes to my cheek, his thumb wiping a tear away as he examines me. I try to speak, but my voice is cracked and doesn’t sound right. My throat burns from the pain that is still there, even as it is fading.

      “I’ve made sure my niece is safe for good. We have a blood bond, an unbreakable one that means if you hurt me, you hurt your precious ‘little one’. You wouldn’t want to do that, now would you?” Xur comments with a raspy voice, but he is still laughing. He linked us, so whatever happens to him, it happens to me too. That means he can’t be killed unless I’m dead too. The thought just makes me want to panic. I turn my head to meet Xur’s eyes, and see the smile there on his stupid lips. How the heck am I meant to get revenge without killing myself in the process now?

      “You feckin’ eegit! This is why you are bat shit crazy!” I say, though my voice is strained and raspy, but it still gets my point across.

      “I will find a way to break it,” Storm promises me, looking furious. The justice twins come to each side of us as Storm lets me go but takes my hand to keep me close. Storm points the axe at Xur and the girls.

      “I will have my revenge for everything. Nothing has changed,” Storm growls loudly, and Xur for a second shows some fear. Eenta just smiles like we are discussing having a family barbeque and not murdering each other. I don’t even bother looking her sister’s way, knowing she likely is enjoying this.

      “Everything has changed, though,” Xur smugly replies, and his eyes go to me as he makes that point. I’ve made Storm weak, and now he isn’t a threat to them. That’s what he is saying without actually saying it. Storm has wanted nothing more than to escape that prison, and the second he does, I’ve stopped him from actually being able to do anything. Not without losing me, which he thankfully doesn’t want to do. I look up at him, how strong he appears to be, and I know I need to be strong too.

      “I want the bond broken. Now,” Storm demands, and the very weather around us gets worse. The rain falls harder, the skies get darker, and it is becoming more difficult to breathe from the pressure. I look to Seth, who is watching everything and everyone so closely. The higher gods haven’t even acknowledged their existence yet, but I doubt they see them as a threat. After all, they executed the justice twins’ father without a second thought or a struggle at all.

      “How about a game?” Eenta suggests, clapping her hands. “I do love a game to keep us all entertained.”

      “You are not bonded to her. I think I should play a game of killing you and your sister, Gestune. Then Xur, because he needs to watch you two die first,” Storm replies like he has it all planned out, and lightning flashes across the sky as he speaks. The rain is now settling into my dress and every bit of my skin it can find, making me shiver. It’s seriously cold. My arm aches as much as my throat does, but I have to stay strong. Even when I’m in pain and scared, being here with Storm and the twins makes things a little better. Killian’s or Seth’s hand moves to rest on the middle of my back like they could sense I need comfort, that this has been all too much for me, for anyone, to cope with. I’m not even sure what is real and what isn’t.

      “One move to harm my sisters, and I will stab myself. Repeatedly. Now, I will heal, but Karma has only half of the strength I have. She would die from that,” he replies. “And there is nothing on this earth that could hold me down or stop my friends from helping me kill myself. If I go down, or my sisters do, I’m taking Karma with me.”

      “What game?” I interrupt, placing my hand on Storm’s hand holding the axe and lowering it. I don’t fancy being stabbed a few times right in this moment, and threatening them isn’t working. I’ve always heard rumours about how the higher gods like games and challenges. Every year, they invite people onto the island for a challenge, which no one ever comes back from.

      “I’m suggesting five games to celebrate there now being five higher gods on earth! If you win them all, then Xur will break the bond,” Eenta says, placing her hand on her brother’s arm after he glares down at her. They share some understanding, because when he looks to me, he is smiling.

      “I promise, if you win, I will break the bond,” Xur claims.

      “No, don—” Seth tries to stop me, but before Killian and Storm can protest with him, I speak.

      “Then let’s play,” I say, interrupting Seth before he could finish that sentence. I doubt we are going to get another chance to break the bond, and fighting our way out isn’t going to work. The guys look at me like I’ve betrayed them somehow, but I just know there isn’t another way. I don’t want to be bonded to that lunatic anymore.

      “Perfect. While the games commence, you are welcome here at our home, and we would prefer it that way. Your family and your friend are already here, Karma. They do love the castle and the island,” Xur says, and I tighten my fists. If they have hurt one hair on their heads, I will lose it. My hands flicker green, and I have to take a deep breath to make it stop.

      “Where are they?” I tightly ask through gritted teeth.

      “In the guest quarters, and I have treated them like they are my own family, which in a distant way they are. I’m sure Storm remembers where the guest quarters are,” Xur says, but I won’t believe him until I see them for myself, especially given how he’s treated his own family. “It has been updated for a more modern appearance now.”

      “I do remember, considering I helped my parents build the castle,” Storm tightly replies.

      “Brilliant. We have many things to prepare. Do excuse us,” Xur happily replies, bowing his head to us with a big smile I just want to knock off his feckin’ mouth. What an utter gobshite.

      “This isn’t over between us, Xur. Death will find you by my hand,” Storm vows. Xur locks eyes with Storm before walking away with the sisters.

      “What now?” Killian asks into the silence that is between us all. I wipe some tears off my face and straighten my back as I look between my gods.

      “I need to talk to my mum. I need to know the truth.” I might need to know it, but I sure as heck don’t want to know. The truth usually isn’t all pretty and nice. My mum must have hidden the truth for a long time for a reason, and now I just need to know it.

      I want to know who I am.
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      “Okay, let’s go,” Storm says, holding a hand out for me. I slide my hand into his and look at the justice twins as Storm turns my hand over to exam the cut on my wrist. In the blink of an eye, Killian rips the bottom of his shirt and comes over to stand next to us. He wraps the cut before tying it, and I smile thankfully at him. My lips feel like they are burning from the memory of that kiss, a kiss I so want to repeat again and again. And perhaps find out what it’s like to more than kiss Killian. Though I feel the same way about Storm, and my eyes betray me by flickering to Seth as well. I’ve never been this confused in my entire life.

      “Thank you for coming for me. All of you,” I say, because it needed to be said. “I know you could have gone anywhere and not stayed here to defend me.”

      “We should go and check in with people. Find out what has been going on,” Seth says to Killian, stepping to his side, though his eyes linger on the wrapped up cut and my hand in Storm's as I lower it.

      “You will both come back to me, right?” I quietly ask. I don’t like second guessing myself, but they somehow have this effect on me.

      “They will,” Storm coldly answers before either of them can say anything. I still remember how Killian kissed me and how mad Storm was. Now he wants to keep them around. Feckin’ hell, I don’t understand guys. I need a manual or something.

      “We always will come back to you, Karma,” Seth gently tells me, and to my surprise, my cheeks feel red as a flush of emotion fills me. Seth actually just said something nice and very surprising.

      “Good to know, goldipops,” I say with a small smile, and to my surprise, Seth smiles back at me. A real smile that is very strange on his face because you don’t see them often. I think I like it. Hell, even Storm and Killian are furrowing their brows as they look between us. Seth makes a gold portal appear before he steps into it, and Killian looks at me once more before following him through it, and it disappears. The clouds of rain have long left, leaving us cold and wet outside in the warm air. I look around at the dresser on the floor, where Kit is sitting on top of it.

      “How did you escape the prison?” I ask Storm as I lead him over to the dresser. I pick up Kit, who for once does not bite me like I fully expect him to. He just points at his chest, and I’m pretty sure he is grinning, though he looks very tired, and his eyes are almost closed as he looks at me.

      “What do you know about goblins, Karma?” Storm asks me.

      “Only that everyone thinks they are bad luck, and actually they aren’t all that bad,” I answer. Kit climbs up my arm and climbs onto my shoulder before hiding himself in my hair. He has never done that before, and I stay so still until I realise he isn’t going to bite my ear or something. Maybe the little bugger missed me.

      “Goblins are powerful creatures, even as children like yours is, and they take a long time to age. Back in the time when I was a child, there were many of them who freely wandered the earth, making friends with gods. They would bind themselves to powerful gods or goddesses and protect them however they could, but only one. A goblin can only bind itself to one goddess, and it will never betray them. Goblins can never be separated from their goddess by any magic as they are stronger than anything on earth,” he explains to me. I’m pretty sure my mouth is gaping open at this new information. “Breaking past the prison magic was nothing more than a walk in the park for Kit. I hate that I couldn’t get all my people out, but I can do more for them out here than trapped in there.”

      “Holy cow, I thought he was just a greedy fecker that lived under my bed that I put up with because…” I stop. “Well, he is cute at times.”

      “They eat a lot to gain power, and then they sleep it off,” Storm explains. “Goblins only bond to goddesses that they sense are powerful. Goblins have a sad history in some respect; they can only be created by the deaths of their parents. They are immortal unless they have a child, which is the only way they can die. I always liked them, but I never was chosen by them for any reason. My mother had a goblin, that is how I know so much about them, but she died when she had her child.”

      “So Kit is alone in this world?” I whisper, actually feeling sorry for him.

      “I understand what he felt like...that is until I met you,” Storm softly says, though his words catch my attention like he screamed them at me. “Seems me and Kit have a lot in common.”

      “Did you know who I was?” I quietly ask him. “That I’m immortal and would never leave you?”

      “Not until you told me you killed Neritous. I swear it. I liked you because you told it to me straight, and your cute sassy attitude is addictive. I realised when you told me at the party, because only a higher god or a child with higher god power could have done that,” he explains to me, and I’m relieved. A deeper part of me doesn’t want Storm to like me just because we are so similar and both immortal. “You ran away, and I was chasing you to tell you. To stop you before the higher gods found you. Then I saw Jade…”

      “Jade is really dead,” I say, but the words are so hard to say that I can’t help but cry as I say them. I can’t believe I’m not going to see her smile again or to laugh the way only she could make me. I wish I could give Coxen a hug and tell him how sorry I am. “She died to save the twins. I don’t understand why she would do that; she didn’t even like them much.”

      “But she loved you, and she knew how you felt for them,” Storm soothingly tells me. “You will always miss her, but she died in an honourable way that will not be forgotten. Jade was a good friend, and we all will miss her.”

      “The world and her friend still think she killed a child. I have to find her friend and make sure everyone knows the truth,” I say, because it was her dying wish that I do so. I can’t die in these games or whatever happens afterwards without telling her friend the truth.

      “I promise I will help you find her,” Storm says, and he looks up at the clouds. He just stares for a long time, and it really only then strikes home how he is outside the prison for the first time. I admire how he looks in this moment, watching the sky. The dim lighting reflects across his eyes, making them brighter as he looks up. I can see the stars he is looking at, without asking him what he is looking for. Storm is free, and despite everything, I smile for him.

      “Okay,” I eventually say. “Are you alright? Being out for the first time, well, in a long time?”

      “I forgot how pretty the stars are and how fresh the air is out here. I forgot a lot,” he tells me, looking up at the sky still as he speaks to me, but he closes his eyes briefly. “The wind blowing against me, it’s so different and like a long lost friend. It has been so long. Too long.”

      “You won’t be going back,” I softly make sure he knows. I want Storm with me always, and that means if the higher gods are still against him, he isn’t alone anymore. He is the only light in this world, and if anyone should be ruling the gods, it should be him. He was born to be the ruler after his parents.

      “I will go back one more time—when I’ve killed the higher gods, because right then, I’m freeing my people,” Storm tells me, finally turning his eyes to me. “I will help them adjust to this world and everything they have missed.”

      “Sounds like a plan I can get behind and help with,” I say, because I’d really like to be by Storm’s side when we open the prison and let everyone out. Even Vivian deserves to be free, despite how much I don’t like her.

      “The higher gods are your family, Karma,” Storm tries to remind me. “They were mine once, but it is so raw to you. They are so new to your life, and you are yet to hate them like I do.”

      “No, they aren’t my family. Blood doesn’t make family, Storm. My family—my parents and brothers—brought me up, and my friends are more my family than the higher gods could be. My family is not them,” I firmly say.

      “Remember that, and don’t trust them. Whatever happens, never trust them, Karma. They haven’t changed, I can see it in their eyes,” he tells me, like I’m going to start a secret book club with the lunatics or something.

      “I don’t trust anyone easily,” I remind him. It took a while for me to learn to trust Storm, but now I would never do anything but trust him.

      “Do you trust me?” Storm asks me, his purple eyes darkening the longer I don’t answer.

      “Yes, I do,” I admit, and I’m surprised how vulnerable that makes me feel to admit that. Storm takes me by surprise and kisses me, a deep and drawn out kiss that leaves me a little wobbly when he pulls back.

      “Good to hear, considering I’m keeping you, little one,” Storm says as I’m a little shaky on my feet. This sexy god needs to warn a girl that he is going to kiss her next time. I hope there is a next time.

      “Keeping me? I’m not little or your pet,” I eventually say after replaying his words.

      “You are little, and you’re not my pet. You are simply mine,” he replies and starts walking off, with me having no choice but to go along with him. Some things never change. Storm is still an arsehole, but this time, I’m pretty sure I’m beginning to more than like him.
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      It takes us about ten minutes to walk out of the ruins and start on the path to the castle in the far distance. The long path we walk down is made of gold stone, and high trees line the sides, so I can’t see what is on the other side of them. I can hear waves lapping against the shore in the distance and the smell of salt in the air. The footpath is lined with cat eyes all the way down the sides, so we aren’t short on light but still can see the stars so brightly in the sky. I feel on edge, even though I’m aware the higher gods can’t hurt me without hurting themselves. I’m a tool in their game against Storm, I know it and so does everyone else. Including Storm. If they kill me, he would never forgive himself, and I don’t want him to feel that way. I’m going to work out a way to win each one of the games and make sure Storm gets the chance for his revenge.

      “Where are we exactly?” I ask him, considering I’ve only heard rumours of where the higher gods actually live, and I have no clue if they are true.

      “The higher gods’ island. It was where I was born and my parents before me. The castle itself is in the middle of the Dead Sea, and it is magically hidden from humans. Even most gods can’t see it unless they are invited in,” he explains to me. So the rumours were mostly true.

      “What was it like growing up here?” I ask.

      “Honestly? Perfect,” he tells me, a hint of longing in his voice. “I had a good childhood with my parents. My mother grew all these trees from saps herself one day, and I remember watching. She could place her hands into the dirt and grow a tree from nothing more than a twig. I miss her, especially now I’m here. I’m glad she isn’t here to see the mess her adopted children have become.”

      “I remember you said she was the goddess of life,” I say.

      “Cursed to only ever give life to one child. Our powers always have a way of cursing us in the end,” he replies. I nod, though I don’t actually believe that. Our powers are part of us and who we are. We are gods, here to defend the humans who need protecting. I remember my mum telling me that when I was just a kid, confused about what it meant to be a god of karma.

      “I’m almost scared to see my family,” I quietly admit, nodding towards the castle. I don’t like admitting I’m scared of anything, but this has all rattled me. My family were always my safety cushion. No matter how bad things got, they were there to catch me in the end. Now I don’t know how to feel about them. My family lied to me my entire life, and I don’t know who I am anymore. Am I Karma Kismet, or am I Karma Cyncus? Why would my mum lie to me? Xur said my real mother is dead, and it makes no sense. Mum always said honesty was the best policy. We grew up on that notion, but if this is true, which I am starting to believe, then everything has been a lie.

      “The great Karma Kismet is scared of seeing her family?” Storm softly teases, though we both know why I don’t want to see them. Storm stops me, placing his hand on my cheek, and the warmth of his hand is soothing enough for me to close my eyes for a moment. I can just pretend it’s me and him, and there is nothing else in the world to fear. That the truth is a story, and my family is who I’ve always thought they were. “The truth is going to be hard to hear, but you need to know it. I will be there for you, every step of the way. I’m quite addicted to being around you at this point, Karma.” I smile at Storm as I open my eyes, because somehow he makes me feel safer and more loved than I thought possible. Not that he loves me. I don’t think he does, and I’m not sure how I feel about him too. This is all so complicated now. If we get together, it’s going to be forever. We are both immortal—if this is all true.

      “What if it’s all true? Part of me is in denial, and I don’t know how to accept any of it,” I admit to him.

      “Whatever the truth is, you are still Karma. A crazy, Irish redhead who is terrible at delivering karma to your unlucky victims,” he tells me. “You will still have those cute freckles on your nose and cheeks, and that fiery temper I’ve grown to like.”

      “Hey,” I gently whack his chest, which makes him laugh. “You’re meant to be making me feel better.”

      “You are smiling now, so I think I won,” he replies, winking at me, and I can’t help the laugh that escapes my lips.

      “Only a little bit,” I say as Storm lowers his hand, linking our fingers together once more before we carry on walking to the castle. I hold onto Storm’s hand a little bit too tightly as we get to the entrance of the castle, where there are large iron gates attached to high walls that surround the castle. The iron gates are open, and the guards who stand on either side of them do not look our way as we walk in. I eye them though, and their gold shiny armour that covers most of their bodies and their helmets are impossible to see through.

      The pathway leads us through three courtyards, full of guards, before we get to the entrance to the main part of the castle. We don’t go through the big stone doors; instead, Storm leads me to the left and to a side door. Storm opens it, turning the handle in a familiar way and leading me into the stone corridor with no windows. There are electric lights lining the walls in little lamps, but they keep the corridor pretty bright. We walk past dozens of doors before we get to one at the end, and Storm knocks the door as he lets go of my hand.

      “I’m not sure which room they are exactly in, but—” Storm pauses when the door is pulled open, and Peyton is there. I fling myself into his arms before he can say a word. I might have been scared to find the truth, but I missed my family more than I could ever realise. Peyton is my brother, no matter what the truth is. He is my big brother who always saves me.

      “How are you here?” he asks, pulling me back and placing his hands on my face as he looks me over. The changes in my brother are clearly visible, and they startle me a little into silence. Dark bags are under his eyes, his skin is paler than before, and he now is sporting a small ginger beard. That doesn’t suit him one bit, and I can’t help but point it out.

      “We should be talking about why you’ve grown a beard! You look like a ginger Santa Claus,” I say, and Storm bursts into laughter with my brother, who turns to look at him like he has just realised we aren’t alone.

      “Who are you?” Peyton asks, lowering his hands and stepping a little in front of me like Storm is a threat. Storm notices straightaway, and he doesn’t look impressed. I go to say something, but Storm beats me to it.

      “Storm Cyncus,” Storm says, offering his hand out with a big grin. Peyton pushes me back out of the way, and before I can stop the idiot, he punches Storm right in the middle of his face. Storm doesn’t move much from the punch, mainly as he is built like a rock wall, though his lip does bleed. Pey holds his fist, swearing under his breath. Okay, maybe my big brother is an idiot.

      “Is your brother a fool?” Storm asks me like he can read my mind, and I just shrug. I’ve always known Hugo and Damien are dipshits, but I had confidence in Peyton having some brain cells in that large head of his. Either way, this is all stupid.

      “Pey—”

      “You locked my sister up for feckin’ nothing, you bastard!” Peyton charges Storm, succeeding in actually knocking him onto the ground, which I will admit is impressive. Storm boisterously laughs as he fights with my brother, and I just sigh. I think Storm might have just let him knock him over for fun.

      Men.

      “What the heck is going on out here!” The door next to Peyton’s room opens, and my mum walks out. She stares down at Peyton and Storm who have stopped the fight, paused like someone stopped time, though Storm is still laughing, and I’m shocked that my mum nearly used a swear word.

      “Mrs. Kismet, it is lovely to meet you. Karma has told me a lot about you,” Storm politely says, pushing Peyton off him, and he goes flying into the wall with an oomph before Storm smoothly gets up. “Your son and I were just saying hello.” Men have a strange way of saying hello.

      Peyton starts, “Mum, he is—”

      “Enough, Pey. Storm is my friend and nothing like his adoptive family,” I step forward as I speak, catching mum’s full attention. Her eyes fly to me just before she runs over and pulls me into her arms. I breathe in her lavender scent, and I’m instantly relaxed for a long second. It reminds me of all the times she has hugged me growing up, and told me she loves me. Every time I fell off my bike, or my brothers fought a little too roughly with me. Or that one time I fell out of a tree I’d climbed and broke my arm.

      “Karma, I was so worried. Are you alright?” she asks, squeezing me tightly. I pull back, looking into her eyes because I need to look at her as I ask. She looks confused as she runs her eyes over my face.

      “Mum, who are my biological parents?”
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      “Did she whack her head in that prison? What the feckin’ hell are you talking about?” Peyton asks, sounding like I’ve lost my god damn mind, but mum doesn’t answer or look away from me. I feel like I can’t breathe as I look at her and see the pure pain reflecting in her gaze. I’m sure she knew this day was coming, sooner rather than later. I just wish I had heard it from mum first and not the higher gods.

      “Peyton, go and find the rest of the family and wait in your room. Karma and I need some alone time,” mum finally says, though she isn’t speaking to me. “I know you must remember some of the truth, Peyton. It’s time I told Karma the truth.” I take a deep breath and pull my eyes away from her for a moment, only to see Storm coming over to my side. He links his fingers with mine, which doesn’t escape my mum or Peyton’s attention. They stare at our hands in what I can only assume is shock, but Peyton snaps out of it.

      “But—”

      I look up at Storm, who is looking down at me, and his gaze gives me a strength I didn’t know I had. I don’t have to tell him I don’t want him to leave. I need him here with me as I find out the truth, whereas I can’t handle Peyton being here.

      “Now, Peyton!” mum snaps, and I hear Peyton’s footsteps walking away. Mum doesn’t say a word, she just walks into the room she came out of, and I quickly follow behind her. I let go of Storm’s hand so he can shut the door behind us, and I head into the lounge. It’s pretty basic in here, two cream sofas, white walls and tiled floors. There is a small kitchen pressed against the one wall with a few white cabinets, a mini fridge and a coffee machine on top of it. There are two floor-to-ceiling windows in the room, looking over a beach where the sea looks almost pink as the sun reflects off it. Other than a staircase in the corner of the room, which I assume goes up to some bedrooms, there isn’t much more to see. Or to distract myself with looking at.

      “Come and sit down, Karma,” mum quietly asks. “I don’t want to tell you the truth, and I have feared this day for a long time. You need to see it.”

      “You owe me the truth though, mum,” I lightly say, but I do as I’m told. I sit next to her on the sofa, and Storm stays by the door, giving us some privacy but still staying near for me.

      “No, you don’t understand,” mum says, and she is right. I furrow my brow in confusion as she picks up her handbag from the side of the sofa and starts searching through it. “I always have too much stuff in this bag.” I try not to chuckle at the look on Storm’s face as my mum pulls out a massive range of things from her bag. An umbrella first, then a makeup bag, a pack of tissue, a box of biscuits, and a postcard with a picture of Michael’s face on it. I even miss that damn goat. Finally, she finds what she is looking for, a small blue box. Mum shoves everything back into the bag, somehow, and hands me the box. I open it up, finding a small charm inside it. The charm is blue, shiny and shaped like a perfume bottle.

      “What is it?” I ask her, picking up the charm out of the box and holding it in the palm of my hand. Mum covers my hand with hers before she speaks.

      “It is a memory charm. See, I knew one day I’d have to tell you the past, and I didn’t know what the right words would ever be for it. It breaks my heart to see these memories, and it did for a long time, so I knew I wouldn’t be able to talk about it. I didn’t want that to affect you, so I got this charm and made a copy of the important parts of my memory relating to you,” she explains to me. “I’m so sorry for everything you are about to see. I wanted you to be older when I showed you this, but I can’t protect you from it anymore, it seems. Just remember that I love you, please. Remember that bringing you up as my child was an honour, and loving you was a present I will always treasure.”

      Before I answer, my mum closes her eyes, and my hand starts to warm up. My eyes close, and when I open them again, I’m not in the same room, and my mum isn’t with me. I’m standing under a tree on a sunny day in someone’s garden. I don’t recognise the garden as I look around, but it’s pretty big, and there is an old cottage in the distance, with a table and chairs outside. There is the sound of birds in the trees and possibly a beach nearby from the water I can hear.

      “What did you want to tell me that you didn’t want anyone else to know, Maria?” a voice like my mum’s says from above me, though she sounds younger and more carefree. I step back before looking up to see there is a tree house in the large oak tree. Two young women are sitting on the edge of the platform, their legs dangling down as some leaves fall from the tree. I have to take a few more steps back to get a good look at them.

      I recognise my mum almost instantly, mainly because of her wavy red hair and bright eyes. She has a flowery top on and high waisted jeans, but it’s the happiness that throws me. I’ve only ever seen her look at our family who she loves the way she is smiling at the woman sitting next to her. I gulp as I see Maria, my mother’s sister I know little to nothing about. Her red hair is darker than my mum’s but pulled up in a high ponytail. She wears a white dress, showing off her freckled skin on her arms and chest. She is very beautiful, just like my mum, but I can’t keep my eyes off her for another reason entirely.

      She looks like me, almost. We have the same high cheekbones, long lashes and pouty lips. The slant of her nose is like mine. I know who she is without needing to see the rest of this past memory. My throat feels tight, and tears fall down my cheeks as I watch them. The emotions are too much to handle, and I almost miss what they are talking about.

      “I’m pregnant. About three months gone, Blaine,” Maria says, and my mum throws her arms around Maria while letting out a happy squeal. My middle name gives a lot away in this story. I rub my chest as my heart hurts. Maria is my mother.

      “Congratulations. I’m so delighted for you, are you happy?” mum asks her, and I can see her pure joy. Maria smiles softly, placing her hand over her stomach, and she gazes into the distance. For a second, I think she is looking at me, but she moves her eyes away to my mum too quickly to have actually seen me. I’m just a stranger looking in on a memory that I cannot touch.

      “This poor child is going to have a complicated heritage, but I already love my baby. I will protect her, shield her and hide her. The moment I found out, I was in love with my child, and that will never change, despite how much I love her father,” Maria says, and thick tears fall down my cheeks as my hand goes to my mouth to hold in a sob that threatens to escape. I never knew how much I craved hearing my mother say those words, and the sheer fact she didn’t give me to my mum because she didn’t love me.

      “What did—”

      “He doesn’t need to know. I love Neritous...but he wouldn’t love the baby or want it. Anyway, he broke up with me two months ago, and I’m sure he has forgotten me by now,” she says, and I can hear the heartbreak in her words. Mum simply nods and tilts her head to the side. I’m sure she was a shoulder to cry on, as they look so close.

      “He is a fool, but you are not alone. I will be here for you, I promise, and Peyton will be a brilliant cousin to this little one,” she says. “And one day you can meet another man, a kinder one, and no would ever have to know who this baby’s real father is. We can keep it a secret, you and me. I’m the only one that knew you were dating a higher god in the first place.”

      “I love you, sister,” Maria says, smiling widely as she places her head on my mum’s shoulder.

      “Now is the scary part, you have to tell Holly and Daniella. They are going to freak out that everyone is having babies,” my mum says, and they both laugh as I’m forced to close my eyes. When I open them, it’s a completely different place, and the sight is hard to see. Maria is screaming blue murder on a bed, and my mum is at her side, holding her hand. An older woman is kneeling between her legs, shouting at her to push. The older woman has curly grey hair, but the tips are still red, so I have a feeling she is related to us. I look to my left, where two women are holding hands and waiting. One has curly black hair and looks so much like Damien, whereas the other woman has short red hair with big bright blue eyes. They must be my aunts, Holly and Daniella, if I had to take a guess. I look back as a baby’s cry fills my ears, and the older woman hands Maria a newborn baby, covered in blood, with a little red hair.

      “Thank you, mum,” Maria says as I step forward and pull my eyes to the woman who must have been my grandmother. Everyone rushes to Maria’s side as my mum wipes the baby down in Maria’s arms. I don’t move, but I can’t help but hear everything she says anyway.

      “My sweet little girl. I love you so much,” Maria softly says, leaning down and kissing the baby’s head. A sob leaves my lips when I see the way Maria looks at her child and how much love is there. How she looked at me. I’m the baby she is holding, the baby she is so in love with.

      “The girl is extremely early, a good four weeks, Maria. There is so much blood. Why doesn’t someone quickly take the baby to a healer and come back? I can heal you for when the baby is back, as you need to be strong,” my grandmother gently suggests. I guess I was in a rush to come into the world. Mum never did talk about my birth, though she spoke a lot about the boys and how painful they were. I feel like a million clues were right there, but until the right part of the puzzle came to light, it didn’t make sense.

      “I trust you, Blaine. Will you take her?” Maria asks my mum.

      “Of course. I will be right back; I’m sure is she completely fine, but mum is right as usual. Best to be safe, and a magical healer can quickly check her,” my mum says, placing her hand on Maria’s shoulder. “Then you can finally tell us the name you’ve been keeping a secret.”

      “Oh stop being silly. Blaine and your baby girl will be back in a second,” my grandmother says, making Maria laugh as my mum picks up the baby, wrapping her in a white blanket.

      “I will get the portal as I’m best at them,” Holly says, jumping off the bed and crossing her arms before clicking her fingers. I didn’t know Holly could do that. It’s pretty nifty. A gold portal burns into the room, and my mum looks back at Maria and her family once more.

      “Thanks, Hol. I will be right back.”

      My eyes are forced to close once more, and it makes me dizzy as I open them again, this time it makes me scream. Blood is everywhere in the hallway I’m in, slathered across the walls and the stairs. On the stairs is my grandmother and a man holding her, who I assume is my grandad. Their throats are slit, and sickness fills my throat as I gasp, covering my mouth with my hand. I look to my left, where my mum has just stepped out of a portal, holding the baby. She lets out a cry, a purely pain-filled cry that I will never forget. The look in her eyes, the pain in her voice is haunting. I’m just watching a memory, and it kills me to see this…but mum had to live it. She lost her entire family.

      “MARIA! HOLLY! DANIELLA!” my mum screams, making the baby cry from the crying and shouting. Mum climbs up the stairs, careful to step over her parents. I follow her, even though I don’t want to see what I’m sure is up there. I know this story...but I just didn’t know about me.

      “Holly,” mum cries when she finds her at the top of the stairs, a massive hole in her heart. “Daniella,” she softly cries next, finding her next to her sister, both of them holding hands as they died. Her throat is cut like her parents’, and there is so much blood that mum slips in it, almost dropping the screaming baby. My mum hurries, getting to the end of the corridor and pushing the door to the bedroom open. There, in the middle of the room, is Maria on the floor, with a gold sword pressed into her stomach.

      “Oh god,” my mum cries, rushing over and falling to her knees next to Maria, who is still alive, I think. I run over, standing over them as my mum places her hand on Maria’s cheek, as she coughs up a little blood.

      “Your baby is okay. You will be okay. Then we can figure out a name for her and go hide somewhere. It’s all going to be okay,” mum tells Maria, though we all know this story doesn’t have a happy ending. “Who did this?”

      “Neritous,” she whispers, lifting a blood-covered finger and placing it on the baby’s cheek for just a second.

      “I can heal you somehow. I will go and get a healer; you can’t die now! Maria, your baby needs you! I need you. Please, please. Gods, any god, please don’t let her die.” My mum’s pleas aren’t heard though. No one comes as Maria takes my mum’s hand in hers.

      “K-arma,” Maria coughs out before her head rolls to the side, and my mum screams as she cries. The baby cries too, just like I do as I fall to my knees at the side of Maria. I shakily place my hand on Maria’s hand, my voice catching in my mouth as I look at her. I wish I could close her open eyes; I wish I could tell her that I love her too.

      “Thank you for being my mother. I will not forget you.” My eyes close, and this time when I open them, I’m back looking at mum on the sofa. The room is so light, so bright and clean compared to where I just was that it is startling. I quickly drop the charm as my hands shake, and my mum tries to reach for me, but I can’t let her touch me yet. I crawl off the sofa, shaking my head as a sob leaves my lips.

      “Why did you name me Karma?” I ask, and I’m not sure why, but I need to hear her say it.

      “You know why. It was the last word your mother said, and it’s who you are. You are Karma for the man who did that to them. Neritous wanted to kill you, but he was too late, and then you delivered his karma in the end by killing him. Everything has a price in this world,” she softly tells me, trying to reach for me once more, and before I know what I’m doing, I’m running out of the room as tears stream down my cheeks.

      I wanted the truth, but I never expected it to crush me like it just did.
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      My heart beats fast in my ears as I run down the corridor, turning left at the end and finding an archway outside. I run down the pathway, which leads to a big beach with large rocks in the distance. It’s a stone-filled beach, and the stones slow me down once I reach it, until I have to stop. I’m also glad they make me stop, so I can stare at the sky and feel the warm salty air blow my dress around. This world is real, and not the past I just saw. Only, that is my true past, the one I never did manage to figure out. I’ve lost so much to get to this, and it was all because of me in the end. Neritous wouldn’t have killed my mother and her family if she weren’t pregnant with me. I think he wanted to kill me but just didn’t know I had been already born. I guess being early into this world actually saved my life in the end. That gold sword pushed through my mother’s stomach is not something I will ever forget. I sit down, placing my head on my knees as I burst into tears.

      My father killed my mother. My aunts. My grandparents. And if he could have, I’m sure he would have killed me too. All these years, they have been forgotten, never spoken of because of me. Because of this secret. Maria is my mother. She seemed sweet and kind, and she really loved me. We only got a few moments together, and still I felt how much she loved me.

      “Karma?” a familiar voice shouts, and I lift my head to see Mads running to me. Mads has her long blonde hair up in a ponytail. Her clothes suggest she has been running, and as I look at the sky, I realise it must be close to sunrise. Mads is one of those crazy people that like to run before the sun comes up. Back in Ireland, she set up a running club where a group of them would meet up to run every morning. I called them the crazy feckers club, and Mads hit my arm every time I said that. I don’t know why, but that makes me smile, remembering it. Mads is my best friend, the one I turn to when I’m lost and clueless in the world. She shouldn’t be here on this cursed island, but I couldn’t be happier that she is. I pick myself up and run to her, throwing my arms around her when I’m close. She hugs me back just as tightly before leaning back. “What’s wrong? How are you here? Oh, Karma I have so much to tell you, but I know something is wrong. You don’t hug me that often.”

      “I’ve just missed you,” I chuckle, letting go because she has a point. My hugging game isn’t strong.

      “Karma...” she gently says my name, but I don’t know what to say to her. I sit back down on the stones, despite how much they dig into my arse. She sits next to me and places her head on my shoulder, reminding me of the way Maria and my mum sat in the past.

      “My mum isn’t my real mother, and my dad isn’t my father. Everything is so confusing right now, and the worst part is that we are stuck here with two halves of my biological family,” I explain to Mads, though I’m not sure it really makes a lot of sense. Mads is quiet for a long time, both us just listening to the waves as I’m sure she is thinking about what to say. I don’t blame her, I don’t have a clue.

      “The higher gods are your family?” Mads asks, sounding terrified of the thought.

      “Yes. You remember the god I killed in that club?” I ask her, and I see her nod out of the corner of my eye. “He was my father. He killed my mother, Maria, and my aunts, my grandparents. All of them died because of me.”

      “No, not because of you. Karma, don’t you dare blame yourself,” Mads says, grabbing my hands and forcing me to face her. “You did not make the decision that your father did. Your mum is your mum and your dad is your dad. They are your family, no matter who gave you life.”

      “I know that,” I softly say. Finding out the truth doesn’t impact my relationship with the parents that brought me up. I’m just sad that Maria, my mother, never got the chance.

      “And know this. I see you as my sister. I have for a very long time, and there is nothing I wouldn’t do to save you. That’s why I’m here, in a world I’m not meant to be in, and surrounded by gods that are very scary. We aren’t related by any blood, but we are meant to be friends. I love you; it’s that simple, and you are the only family I care about,” she tells me.

      “I need to get revenge for my family,” I whisper.

      “And you will, Karma. I will help you, you know, however I can. My human ass isn’t much good in this world,” she says, and I laugh.

      “I dunno, you do have a cute ass,” I say, and we both laugh.

      “Now tell me everything that happened in the prison,” she says.

      “I don’t know where to start,” I say, as I lean back. “The gods of justice—”

      “Didn’t you go on a date with one of them?” Mads asks me. “I set you up with him, and Peyton explained to me who he was. The guy was a boss at one of my old jobs in the business centre. Though now I’m not sure why a god of justice was working an office job.”

      “Seth. Actually, it wouldn’t surprise me to know Seth has a part-time office job in his spare time instead of having fun like normal people. But anyways, he didn’t forget our date. Not in a good feckin’ way either. Seth and Killian got trapped in the prison with me, then there was a test, and I met someone called Storm and Jade. Storm and the twins are here; they escaped to help me,” I say, trying to recap it all.

      “And Jade?” Mads gently asks me, clearly picking up how hard it was to say her name.

      “She died protecting the justice twins for me. She knew how I felt for them, and she was my friend. I can never thank her enough for it,” I admit, and a flash of her face fills my mind for a second.

      “I’m so sorry, Karma,” Mads honestly says. “I’m sure she knows how thankful you are, wherever she is. Much like your mother and family who are gone know how much you love them. I truly believe that the dead never leave us.”

      “I hope that’s true,” I admit and smile at her. “Now, tell me how you are here right now?”

      “Peyton told me everything after you left, and then I went to stay at yours for the night. In the morning, they explained they were coming here to make a plea for you to be released as it was an accident. I came with them, but the higher gods or anyone else never once listened to us. The guards told us we are not allowed to leave,” she explains to me. I grit my teeth, knowing Xur and my twin aunts must have been planning this all. I’m sure they have planned the games out already, and I fell straight into their trap.

      “I’m sure they kept you all here to blackmail me,” I mutter, knowing Mads is waiting for an answer.

      “I’m sorry, I would have made your family stay away if I knew,” she tells me.

      “It wouldn’t have made a difference, Mads. They are higher gods, and nothing and no one is out of their reach,” I explain to her. “They rule this world. And now everything I do, they are interested in.”

      “Except they can’t control you. If they feel they need your family and friend to blackmail you, Karma, they must be scared,” Mads says.

      “They aren’t scared of me. I have half the power they do. It’s Storm they are frightened of,” I explain to her.

      “And who is this Storm?” she asks, wagging her eyebrows.

      “That’s another long story,” I say, and Mads smiles, resting her head back on my shoulder.

      “Good thing we have time then.” I start explaining who Storm is and everything else I can think of to tell Mads.

      This is what best friends are for.
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      “We all have rooms down here, and meals are served in a dining room with the higher gods and some of their advisers. It’s always creepy to eat there, but we don’t have a choice exactly,” Mads explains to me. “Thankfully the guards and advisors are always late to meals, so we learnt to eat early and run for it. The higher gods have only been there once, but the moment your dad tried to talk about you being freed, they got up and left. They just asked questions about your nature until that point. They wanted to know if you were like them, I suspect.”

      “I think I’ll skip the meal for today then,” I say. “I don’t want to eat with creepy red eyes watching me.” Not that I’m actually hungry after seeing all the past memories my mum shared with me.

      “I will bring food back for you if you want,” Mads says with a grin, and I smile at her with a nod of my head before turning the handle of the door to my mum and dad’s room. I don’t want to worry her. The second the door is open, I hear Storm laughing loudly, followed by the sound of my brothers laughing with him. I’m not surprised he has made friends already. I walk in, and everyone goes silent as mum and dad look over at me from the window. Mum has calmed down, but I can see she must have been crying, with dad looking just as emotional as he holds her tightly.

      “Mum,” I whisper, because that word means so much more now. I open my arms, and she runs to me, nearly knocking me over in a hug. I embrace her back, trying not to cry because way too many tears have fallen today. Dad walks over and wraps his arms around us both as mum cries onto my shoulder, and he kisses the top of my head. I eventually pull back and look at them both. “Maria was my mother, and I wish I could have had more time with her. I want to know everything about her, as well as Holly, Daniella, and my grandparents, but you are my parents. Blood doesn’t change that. You’re my mum, and you’re my dad.”

      “I’ve never been as proud of you as in this moment. I love you, Karma,” dad tells me, and I hug him tightly. Mum kisses the side of my head before I’m tackled by a head of red hair.

      “Sis,” Damien mutters as I ruffle his hair, and it speaks volumes. Damien has gotten a heck of a lot taller since I’ve been in the prison, and his hair is cut shorter.

      “What have you been eating? You are so friggin’ tall,” I point out.

      “The higher gods might be crazy, but they have good food,” Damien states.

      “I also cook good food, Damien,” mum interrupts, placing her hands on her hips, and Damien gives her a sheepish look.

      “Of course you do, mum,” Damien says, his wide eyes at me make me laugh. Hugo comes over next, hugging me before letting go and stepping back.

      “I missed you,” Hugo says. “We were getting worried you’d never come back from the prison, and if you’re my cousin or whatever biologically, it doesn’t matter. You will always be my pain in the ass sister who is good at pranks.”

      “Thank you, Hugo. I’m back now, and we can talk about the pranks later,” I say, looking around at my family and to Storm who is leaning against the wall. I frown when I see Peyton has moved to stand next to Mads, his arm wrapped around her waist.

      “There is something else we were going to tell you, sister,” Peyton says, and I smile. I’m so happy our relationship hasn’t changed. Peyton leans down and kisses Mads on the lips, and I stumble back in shock. When did that happen?

      “Uh-uh. Nope, I really don’t need to know any more than feckin’ that. I’m going to keep my innocent mind away from the thoughts of my older brother and bestie together,” I say, looking away. “Though if you guys are happy, I’m happy too.”

      “So you don’t mind? And hell are you innocent minded, Karma,” Mads asks.

      “Why does it matter if I mind? If anything, it means you can’t escape our family any time soon, Mads. That is a bonus,” I say, winking at her. Before she says anything other than widely smiling at me, someone knocks the door, and before we say a word, it is pushed open. Killian comes into the room first, swiftly followed by Seth. The hours we have been away have given them time to smarten up, and boy do they look good. Killian has black jeans on, a thick leather belt holding them up on his hips, and a white shirt which is almost see-through, so I can admire his muscular chest and the six pack I know is under it. His hair is brushed and styled, and he has shaven now.

      “Miss me, angel?” Killian asks with a teasing grin. Somehow he can always make me smile.

      “Karma? An angel? Who is this crazy fecker?” Peyton asks with a laugh, and I glare at him as Killian introduces himself. Seth doesn’t say a word, though he is back to his usual clothing as I look at him. A pretty suit, a short haircut and smooth shave. I never did like the business type, but I find myself checking out Seth. He is my broken god, one I deeply understand and want to fix. I can’t seem to pull myself away from him like I know I should do.

      “I’m Killian Justice, and this is my twin brother, Seth. We are good friends of your sister and here to protect her no matter what,” Killian vows. It’s crazy sexy to hear him say that, and my cheeks go red.

      “Protecting Karma is my job,” Storm interrupts, and I look at him to see his arms crossed, a glare fixed on Killian. Here we go again.

      “Actually, I think we will all find it is all of our jobs to protect Karma while we are here. The higher gods have called every god or goddess to the local towns so they can be invited to the island for the games. The first game is tomorrow; they are not wasting any time, and it will be dangerous. As we all know, Karma can’t fight, but Storm could teach her how to use her higher god powers,” Seth interrupts, being the voice of reason.

      “I can work with her,” Storm grumbles to Seth while he looks at me. “But these powers come from you, Karma. No one taught me to use them, and I never taught the higher gods. It's something you have to find on your own.”

      “Now where are we staying? We have an apartment here, here on the east wing,” Seth asks me, suggesting I stay with them. Killian nods his agreement in the corner of my eye.

      “I have my old rooms as well. Karma, where would you like to stay?” Storm asks, suggesting the same, and the room becomes incredibly quiet as words escape me. The twins look at me in the exact same way Storm does, and I know they want me to choose. How the friggin’ hell do I choose?

      “Karma already said she would sleep in my room. I’m human, and she is worried about me being on my own. Especially as Peyton shares a room with Hugo and Damien still,” Mads says, and Peyton looks at her like she is crazy until she elbows him, and he plasters on a fake smile. Like hell are they sleeping apart. But they sure are now, and I try not to laugh at how pissed Pey looks.

      “Right,” Seth mutters, and I throw Mads a thankful look as she holds her hand out for me to take. I friggin’ love Mads right now.

      “Come on, bestie. Why don’t we get you some new clothes and a shower?” she asks, and I’m quick to take her hand. It makes me remember I’m still covered in blood, dirt, and wearing a ripped dress. I look back to see Peyton place his hand on Killian’s chest, stopping him following me out.

      “We need to have a little chat about Karma. All of us do,” Peyton’s words are pretty darkly spoken. Good luck, guys. That will teach them for putting me on the spot.

      “Only you could go to prison and come out with not just one sexy god obsessed with you, but three.” I chuckle at Mads’s comment, but the truth is, this might just get us all killed. As far as I know, sharing is not something gods ever do. They would rather fight it out and break my heart in the process. As much as I don’t want to admit it, somewhere down the line, I’ve realised I don’t want any of them not in my life.
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      I finish towel drying my hair after a long shower and place the towel on the side, looking at myself in the small steamy mirror. I can’t see anything but my green eyes and how they reflect back at me, almost like a deep green pool of nothing. They are my mother’s—Maria’s—eyes, and I know that now, but for all these years, I’ve looked at them and they reminded me of my mum. That is just a tiny part of every memory I look back on, trying to figure out if I missed something important. If there were ever moments that mum and dad wanted to tell me the truth, but they were too scared to. Though my mum has similar eyes, I guess, they miss the pale colour that mine are.

      Some part of me still hurts when I think about the truth, but I know I need to face it because trying to push it from my mind and pretend it doesn’t exist, like I usually do with all the bad things in my life, will not work this time. This isn’t a karma job gone so badly that I want to forget it. This isn’t the time I tried to run up Nessie’s (the drunk family leprechaun) rainbow and fell into the sea, breaking two of my ribs, and dad had to rescue me from the sea. Thank the gods he is a good swimmer.

      Running away from everything is my usual go to plan, but for the first time, I don’t want to run. I want to fight back and avenge everything I’ve lost because of the higher gods. I loosely plait my hair and tie it with one of Mads’s hairbands before re-wrapping the cut on my arm with the bandages that mum dropped off an hour ago for me. I pull the jeans on over my underwear, and the simple black shirt on next, super thankful that Mads packed me a bag of clothes in case they got me out. I slip on the fuzzy slippers Mads left out for me, before leaving the bathroom and walking into the living room. There is one large bedroom with two double beds upstairs, and down here is a massive living/kitchen with big windows.

      I sit down next to Mads on the sofa, and she turns off the TV and faces me. We both just stare, neither one of us knowing what to say to all this craziness. It’s a long way from worrying about homework at school or boyfriends that were arseholes. Life just got serious for us so quickly, and neither of us really knows how to deal with it. Before she can say a word, the door is knocked a few times.

      “I’ll get it,” I say, jumping up and running to the door. I pull it open, and Killian grins at me from the other side. He is holding a metal tray with a white towel covering the contents of the tray, but I can smell peanut butter a mile off. My stomach rumbles, and I know it’s calling out to the peanut butter like a long lost lover.

      “Peanut butter sandwiches, Diet Cokes, and salt and vinegar crisps. I remember how they are your favourite meal, and I’d like to try them with you if you want company. If not, I can leave,” he says, and it’s so cute I don’t really know how to tell him no. Plus I don’t actually want him to leave. Mads comes over, catching the tail end of the conversation.

      “Killian, we haven’t officially met. I’m Mads, Karma’s bestie,” Mads says, going to hold her hand out for him to shake but realising he has his hands full. “You brought lunch, how sweet.” Mads winks at me, but Killian can clearly see her, and we both smile at each other before we just end up staring until it gets awkward. There is so much unsaid between us since we kissed, his fight with Storm and…well, I could make a long list. I just know I’m tired of finding out truths I don’t want to know.

      “I didn’t bring lunch for three, but you two can have these, and I guess I will go,” Killian suggests.

      “Oh gosh, no you don’t. I’m going to see Pey, so you two can chill here,” Mads says, and Killian steps aside to let her pass. She pauses and looks back. “There is even Netflix on the TV.” After a little wink, she walks off, and I resist the urge to throw my shoe at her. Netflix and chill? Really subtle, Mads.

      “Come in,” I say, holding the door open. Killian walks in, going straight for the large grey sofa and placing the tray on the coffee table as I shut the door behind him.

      “How are you?” Killian asks as I come over and sit next to him. Killian pulls the towel off the food and starts undoing the foil the sandwiches are wrapped in.

      “A shower helped clear my head a bit, but it’s still a lot to process,” I admit as he gets all the foil off the food and hands me a plate. My eyes close as I take a big bite of the sandwich, the crunchy peanut butter tasting amazing. I devour the sandwich, unaware of how hungry I actually was until this moment. After I finish, Killian hands me a glass of Coke that he has poured. I slowly drink it as he eats his sandwich, and I can tell from his expressions alone that he isn’t a huge fan of peanut butter. It’s honestly endearing that he is eating it for me. I wait until he has finished before I say anything. “Thank you for this. Home comforts and you with me are just what I needed, and I didn’t even know it.”

      “I didn’t want to leave you alone, not after everything. I hoped the sandwiches would at least get me through the door,” he admits with a cheeky grin. I place the Coke down and move a little closer to him. I’m nervous as I place my hand on his, but he soon links our fingers together.

      “You don’t need sandwiches to come and see me. I always want to see you, Killian,” I tell him, because he needs to know. When he kissed me, for a brief second, it felt perfect. It felt like I’d been waiting a long time to kiss Killian Justice. I don’t want to lose what is growing between us, and I know it’s more than complicated when Storm is added into the mix. I don’t want to lose what is between me and Storm either.

      “Can I tell you something? I don’t want you to say anything back, not yet, I just need you to know,” he asks me, and I can tell he is serious.

      “Sure,” I reply.

      “I know you love Storm; whether you guys have admitted that to each other or not, it doesn’t matter. I know there is something between you and Seth, and I know you guys haven’t admitted that one to each other yet, but you will. When it comes to me and you, I’m telling you I want to be with you, even if you need to be with them too. It’s not going to be simple for us all, but I’ve never wanted to fight for anyone or anything the way I will fight for us, Karma.” He stops talking, and I’m so feckin’ glad he told me not to say anything back. How do you ever reply to that?

      Instead of replying, I move closer and climb onto his lap. He goes to speak, but I kiss him instead. A pure male groan escapes his lips as my lips battle against his, softly exploring. His hands slide onto my waist, tugging me closer onto his lap so I’m pressed against him. I gasp as he moves his lips down my jawline and to my neck, and his hands run over my breasts, over my shirt. The brief contact makes me inhale in pleasure and realise how much I want more. Like Killian can read my thoughts, he undoes my jeans as he kisses me before sliding his hand into my jeans and cupping me. His other hand holds the back of my neck as he pushes my panties to the side, and his thumb starts circling my clit. He slowly slides a finger into me at the same time, and I moan as seconds later I come, crying out his name.

      “Sorry, it’s been a long feckin’ time,” I whisper, my cheeks bright red and burning. I almost chuckle at how quickly he managed to make me come. It was embarrassingly fast. Killian pulls his hand out, a soft chuckle leaving his lips as he wraps his arms around me, and I rest my head on his chest.

      “Don’t be sorry. That was beautiful,” Killian murmurs, as he starts softly rubbing circles on the base of my back.

      “We can do more—”

      “No, you’re tired, and it’s been a crazy day. I just wanted to take some of the stress from you,” he whispers to me.

      “Thank you,” I whisper back. Before I know it, I’m yawning and my eyes are drooping shut. Killian holds me as I fall asleep, and I know deep down I love him a little more for this.
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      “I hoped they would give us a day at least—” I hear Storm say to Seth as they walk into the apartment, where I’m eating breakfast with Mads and Killian. Storm’s hair is braided in a complicated way that I get to see as his back is to me since he is looking at Seth. The braid looks almost like the number eight, and it falls right down to his waist in his tight black jeans that definitely suit his firm ass. Seth looks around Storm, drawing Storm’s attention to me as well.

      “Morning,” Killian says, and he is super cheery this morning. I woke up on the sofa, my arms wrapped around him, and he was fast asleep too. Someone, I’m guessing Mads, placed a blanket over us at some point so we didn’t have to move. To be honest, it was a really good night’s sleep, and what’s more, I liked waking up with Killian. Mainly because he went out and came back with breakfast after my shower. Peanut butter on toast, with strawberries and blackberries. He must have noticed how I liked to eat those in the prison, more than the other fruits. I love that he took the time to notice the little things. I also know he prefers sweet potatoes and sweet corn, which I’m sure means Killian has a bit of a sweet tooth. Though he also has perfect abs and a six pack…which isn’t fair if he eats a lot of sweets. I know my hips come from peanut butter, and I love them. I still can’t eat everything I want though.

      “Who should give you a day?” I ask Storm, as he comes to stand right in between the stools Killian and I are sitting on. Seth comes to my other side, picking up a strand of bacon off my plate and eating it as I glare at him. I suppose I can share my second breakfast that mum brought over, and I didn’t have the heart to tell her Killian got me food already. She seemed calmer today and hugged me, but I know we have a long way to go to get back to normal. I want normal to be different this time though. I want us to be able to talk about Maria and the rest of the family we lost.

      I eye Kit sitting on top of the fridge, where he has made himself a new little home, it seems. I don’t know why under the bed is no longer the cool place and the top of the fridge is, but it sure makes it easier to feed the little arsehole. He bit my toe this morning for no reason as I got milk out of the tiny fridge, and when I demanded why, he just looked at me so sweetly before showing me his new home above the fridge. I will never understand goblins.

      “The first game is today. They have summoned everyone to the new arena in half an hour,” Storm explains to me, and I suddenly lose all my appetite I just had. I expected to have at least a few days to get ready and plan some way of winning. This is too soon, but they won’t care about that. They are immortal gods, so they are also apparently like impatient children.

      “We didn’t get a chance to practice my new powers. What if they want me to fight?” I ask no one in particular as I try to breathe normally, but it doesn’t work. Did it get hot in here all of a sudden?

      “I have these,” Seth says, and he undoes the belt on his hip under his suit, where my daggers are strapped onto it, and he holds them out to me. “They are magical, right?” Though his question is softly asked, I don’t miss the way he looks at me in a concerned manner.

      “Yes. If I throw them, they always hit their target,” I explain as I accept the belt from him, and I run my fingers over one of the daggers. “Pey gave me them to fight you guys, but you got me first.”

      “So aim and throw. Try not to use your new powers unless you have to, and I think you can control it, they are just based on your emotions. But remember, power like ours, it is seductive, and if you take too much of the power into yourself, you will lose all sense of reality and every part of your soul that is good,” Storm warns me.

      “Like the higher gods did?” I ask.

      “They were cruel and cold before they took advantage of their powers, but yes,” Storm tensely replies. I nod before stepping back out of my seat. If they were cold and cruel, it means half of me is the same as them. My father was one of them, maybe the most evil one of the lot of them. Is there a part of me that is like him? Like the higher gods? I want to think all my personality has come from my mother and my parents that brought me up. But what if I take too much power...will I become like they are? Heartless gods that rule with no emotion.

      “I’m going to get ready then,” I say, and before any of them can say a word, I walk back to my room. I just need to be away from their knowing looks and the fear they are feeling. I can almost sense it, like it is coming off in waves from them. I head to the bathroom and quickly close the door before sucking in deep breaths as it feels like all the air in the world has just gone. The door is opened behind me as I struggle to breathe, and Seth is there. Wordlessly, he pushes me to sit on the toilet and kneels in front of me, taking my hands in his.

      “You’re having a panic attack, Karma. I used to get them a lot as a kid. I was always the small one, and no matter how Killian protected me, the boys would beat the crap out of me whenever he wasn’t looking. So every time the school bell went for lunchtime, my heart would beat so fast I would think it was ending my life, and it felt like no matter how much I breathed in air, I wasn’t getting any oxygen,” Seth tells me, and I’m super surprised he is admitting this to me. “I spent more time in the nurse’s office, which helped me escape the playground at least.”

      “W-what did you do?” I gasp, asking him.

      “Eventually it would stop, and I would calm down so I could remember I was still alive. That I was okay and that I could sit still until the bell went for the next lesson,” he explains to me.

      “Please say you got revenge on those boys when you got your god powers,” I ask, because that is something I would do. He smirks, turning his head to the side, and feckin’ hell, it makes him look more sexy. I focus on Seth’s lips, the dimples the smirk has caused, and up to his bright eyes.

      “Maybe I need a karma goddess to help me get karma,” he replies, though I have a sneaky suspicion Seth did get revenge and doesn’t want to tell me.

      “Then you’re out of luck. I’m not just a karma goddess anymore. I’m a half monster instead,” I say, and once again it becomes harder to breathe.

      “Listen to me, Karma,” Seth firmly tells me, placing his hands on the side of my face, and lifting my head so I have to meet his gold eyes. They almost glow, and the gold swirls around like a beautifully painted picture that you never want to look away from. “My father was a monster. A cold bastard who left a poor human with twins to give birth to. When my human mother died, he knew and still left us to be brought up in foster care. Yet, I am not like my father. Not one part of my soul is like him, and that means neither are you. Karma, you are kind, sweet and way too annoying to be evil.”

      “Isn’t being annoying a part of being evil?” I softly ask.

      “No, because you’d be killed by another annoying villain way before you got a chance to be evil,” he says, which is some crazy logic. Seth is right, I’m not them. I never have been.

      “Thank you, I was freaking out, and I really needed to hear that,” I admit. “Or I just really needed you to be here, so thank you either way. Gosh, I’m a feckin’ mess, you must hate me.”

      “I don’t hate you, Karma. Far from it actually,” he says, and I freeze, meeting his gaze. There is a moment between us that I can’t describe, but he soon breaks it and clears his throat. “Maybe you can stop calling me goldipops as payment.”

      “Yeah...that isn’t going to happen. I’m sorry, goldipops,” I say, chuckling.

      “Come on, smartass. You need to stand tall and—” We both pause, hearing a something scrape against the door. I stand up as Seth does, and he pulls the door open. Killian and Storm are looking sheepish as Mads lowers the glass in her hand with a similar guilty look.

      “I’d expect this from you, Mads, but Storm? Killian?” I say, crossing my arms, but I can’t help the smile trying to break free. “I didn’t know you lot were nosy feckers.”

      “We were just worried about you,” Mads interjects when the big “scary” gods behind her don’t say a single word. I just raise one eyebrow at them. I’m pretty sure men never stop being kids, they just become giant kids.

      “I’m okay. We should get going. I want to get there early so maybe we could find out what the game actually is,” I say, pulling the belt around my waist, and Seth comes closer. He shows me how to clip it on so it stays on my hips, with both the daggers at either side. I have to win this game, or I’m never going to escape this place with the gods, friends and family I love the most.
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      My feet crunch against the stone pathway as we head down a long path, towards the noise in the distance. There are people talking, cheering and shouting, and I know why at least. They want to see me lose whatever this game is, except I won’t lose against the higher gods that need to be stopped. I want a world of peace, one I don’t have to worry about any future child of mine being taken from me, and my family killed protecting us. That has happened once, and there is only one sure way to make sure it doesn’t happen again. The higher gods need to feckin’ die. And not take me down with them.

      “Where are my family?” I ask Storm at my side, though I don’t expect him to have an answer. Mads is at my other side, and the justice twins are walking a little in front of us.

      “Pey sent me a text. He is already there with the rest of your family,” Mads answers me, and Storm only slides his hand into mine as a response. I link my fingers with him, and for a brief second, I rest my head on his arm before straightening up. The simple contact gives me more strength than I want to admit. I need to talk to Storm about Killian and about our future, but it seems fruitless to do that when I’m not sure if I’m going to live or not. The arena soon comes into view, though the sunny skies we had earlier are long gone, and now dark looming clouds hang in the sky. I’m very sure it’s Storm that is causing those.

      Thank the gods it isn’t raining at least. I tug my old brown leather jacket closer around me with my one hand as it feels colder every step we take into the arena. The arena looks like something from the ancient Greek times, with raised seats made of stone all around us, looking down on the middle of the arena. There is a giant maze in the middle; the tall green hedges make it impossible to see past the entrance. We walk right around the maze, towards the middle of the area where there is a raised stand in the middle of the steps. My family are standing in front of the maze, looking up at the platform where no doubt the higher gods are going to sit down.

      As I walk to my family, I feel the thousands of eyes on me from the audiences, the gods that have come to see this. All the gods look different, some have bright hair to show they are gods or some have large horns, cat ears and more. There is even one goddess who literally is covered in silver sparkly dust. I’ve heard that shite is hard to get rid of once you let them in your house. Either way, I know all their eyes and whispers are on and about me. It must be news now that there is a child of a higher god, and she is playing some sort of game with her family. There hasn’t been good gossip like this in years, or none I’ve heard anyway. People soon forget all the evil the higher gods have done when it comes to a good show and having fun.

      Mum hugs me tightly when I get close just before dad pulls her away to his side as she cries. I want to comfort her, but I need to stay strong, and right now she isn’t helping me do that. Mum is making me more scared than I already am. I double look at Peyton as Mads goes to his side, and I see he has his hand on Michael’s back, restraining him.

      “You brought Michael to see the higher gods?” I harshly whisper to Peyton who is struggling to hold Michael back by the shiny blue collar that has tiny hearts on it. Why on earth mum bought him that collar, I will never understand. He isn’t a dog, he’s a friggin’ goat for feckin’ sake. “In front of all these gods who have no idea talking animals actually exist anymore. He is meant to be a secret!”

      “It was mum’s idea,” he whispers back. I watch in horror as Michael runs away from Peyton who tries to grab him after he loses grip on the collar, and he runs straight into the middle of the arena. Mum shouts for him to come back, but it’s too late as the higher gods all walk to their seats at the same time. They look amazing in white outfits, their silver belts, bracelets, rings and cuffs reflecting off the lights all around. They radiate fear-inducing power, but they radiate either way. There is silence as Michael pauses right in front of them and then does the biggest shite ever in plain sight of the higher gods.

      Feckin’ hell, this goat is going to get us all killed. I thought it would be my mouth that did that, not a goat’s arse.

      “B-as-tards...” Michael’s one word echoes around the stadium, and I’m pretty sure there isn’t a soul that didn’t hear that. A talking, rude as feck goat. If I’m a frickin’ princess in this messed up story, I want a better pet animal.

      “Your pet talks as well as shits a lot?” Seth asks Peyton, holding his nose as he looks away. I nearly gag at the smell as two guards run out, carrying black bags to pick the poo up. It’s beyond embarrassing when Michael tries to eat one of their helmets. Storm is still laughing with Peyton, Killian and Hugo. Dad, Damien and Mads are trying not to laugh, but I see the smiles. Mum looks utterly horrified, as she should be. That’s her pet, not mine. The audience is laughing too; clearly they like Michael.

      “He isn’t my pet. He is mum’s!” I tell Seth.

      “Michael, you get back here this instant!” mum shouts, but Michael is completely ignoring her as he stares down the higher gods.

      “Would you like me to make a portal for your goat friend, Mrs. Kismet?” Killian asks mum, who nods before she runs to Michael’s side. Killian makes a gold portal, and mum successfully pushes Michael in after she tells him off. When the portal disappears, there is an unsettling silence. Xur stands up off the leather seat he was sitting on and walks forward. His voice echoes when he speaks, making sure everyone hears him.

      “Karma, are you ready for the first game?” he asks, and he doesn’t sound one bit amused. I’m pretty sure there is a stick stuck so firmly up his arse he couldn’t laugh if he tried. I look once more at everyone I love before walking forward and clearing my throat. My family’s amusement and my own soon disappear as we face what is going to happen next.

      “Yes,” I say, crossing my arms and glaring up at him.

      “You are not to play this game alone. Madison Grey, you are called to play this game with Karma,” Xur shouts, his eyes drifting to my best friend.

      “No! She didn’t agree to play; it was only me!” I shout, stepping in front of her, even though she is a little distance behind me. At least he can’t see her now.

      “If you wish to end the game and leave—”

      “No!” Mads says, walking to my side after pushing away from Peyton. She holds my hand, squeezing tightly. “We will play. Together.” I look at my best friend, knowing the game just changed. I can’t let her die in this.

      “The aim of the game is to start at one side and get to the middle. In the middle, there is a gold circle ring. You both touch it simultaneously, and you both win,” Xur explains, his voice echoing so loudly it hurts my ears. “As a gift to my new found niece, if the human is alive at the end of the game, she counts as winning one more game. Win this, and you are three away from getting the prize you want.”

      “Then what are we waiting for, uncle?” I sarcastically say, crossing my arms, and he almost smiles at me as he sits down and claps his hands. Fireworks blast into the sky, all of them red and looking like fire as they fall down around us in sparkling dust. I hold my best friend’s hand as we walk to the entrance, and I know I will not let either of us fall in this game.

      We have to win.
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      The cheers of the crowd don’t do anything to distract me as I stare at the entrance to the maze, the thick and high walls making it impossible to see what is in there. Mads stands still at my side, her hand in mine, but she is shaking with fear. I don’t blame her one bit for being scared, and I’m mostly scared of not being able to keep her alive against whatever is in there. I look away just once to meet the stare of Xur. His red eyes creep me out as he smiles, because either way, he wins this. He wants to see me suffer as if I somehow deeply deserve this outcome. I guess I did kill his crazy brother. Even if it was an accident.

      A counter starts shouting down from ten, and I look away only to see everyone I love standing together at the side lines. Storm and the justice twins are stood together, looking strong. I have to put the same appearance on. I can’t be weak right at this moment. When the counting gets to one, we step forward, and the crowds of gods cheer so loudly it hurts my ears.

      “We run and pretend this is a normal run. Not that I run for fun, only feckin’ crazy people do that. Anyways, this is normal, okay?” I ask Mads, well aware I’m nervously muttering, but she is too busy staring around us apprehensively as we enter the maze. “Mads!” After shouting her name, she finally looks my way and gives me a shaky nod. Whatever bravery she had is completely gone now, replaced with only utter fear. She is human, playing the game of the gods. It makes sense that she would be fearful. Mads just doesn’t realise she has been playing this game a long time, ever since she became my friend. I just hate that I can’t protect her.

      Our breathing sounds so loud as we walk around the corner of the maze, and nothing is there but another long stretch. I briefly look at Mads. Both of us are wondering what exactly is going to happen because it can’t be this easy. After walking a few steps, I nearly jump when the space we were just in is gone, replaced by a moss wall. Suddenly the ground starts shaking, almost knocking us over, but I lean against the wall to hold me and Mads up.

      “We should run,” Mads suggests, and I think she’s definitely right. We both start running as fast as we can to the end of the corridor, and the moment we turn around the corner, it blocks itself off. I pause when there are two ways to go, and I know it’s important we choose the right one.

      “When in doubt, always go right,” Mads breathlessly says as the ground shakes even harder. Before I can answer her, I look down and see the ground cracking. Red fire burns through the crack, and I scream as the floor literally falls from under our feet. I crunch Mads’s hand in mine as we fall, but her hand slips out of mine when I slam onto some rock. I gasp from the pain that radiates through my ribs and shoulder, where I landed.

      “KARMA! HELP!” Mads’s scream shakes me out of it, and I painfully pull myself to my feet, looking around the rock I’m on for Mads. I run to the end of the rock, where Mads is hanging over the edge, barely gripping the edge of the rock to hold on. Right below her is what I can only describe as how hell must look like. Fire and lava bubble at the bottom, while fire creatures with all burnt skin try to escape the fire. Their screams fill my ears as I grab Mads’s arms and pull her up, feeling the strain in my ribs that hurt so much I can’t help but cry a little. We both collapse onto the rock, gasping for the little air there is down here as it is so hot. I crawl to my feet with Mads and walk to the wall. There are cracks, ledges or textured parts of the rock all the way up, and I bet we can get out of here by climbing. I pull my daggers out and hand one to Mads.

      “We need to climb up and get out,” I tell her as she holds a hand to her head, where blood trickles down her face. Dust and ash cover most of her skin as the ground lightly shakes, and the gods cheer for blood above. If we die, it is just what they want. Storm would kill the higher gods, and everyone would cheer more. I don’t want to die. I want to see the higher gods’ faces when we escape here and win this game.

      “I-I can’t climb. I’m terrible at it,” she pleads with me, looking around desperately for another way out of this.

      “Look at me,” I say as she freaks out. I never knew I’d be the responsible one out of the two of us. “If you don’t climb, the higher gods win this, and they will kill Peyton. Everyone we love will die. Do you love my brother?”

      “Yes,” she says, though she is still freaking the feck out. I touch the wall, and the rock isn’t all that tough. The daggers are meant to hit anything I aim at, so they should magically go into the rock because I’m thinking it. It’s the best chance we friggin’ have at this point.

      “Then get your pretty ass climbing this wall so you don’t break his heart, as the fecker clearly loves you. I want my future sister-in-law to be alive and fighting for her life. I’m going to be right behind you. Just slam the dagger into the wall and use it to pull yourself up. Be careful, not all these rocks will be stable,” I warn her. Not that I have a feckin’ clue in hell what I’m talking about. I’m just calmer than she is, so I’m doing my best.

      “You’re going to be right behind me,” Mads tells herself on repeat, like saying it will make her braver. I smile at her, holding the dagger tightly as I follow her over to the rock wall, trying to block out the sounds of the creatures below. I look up at the dark clouds above us, and they simply remind me of Storm. Storm and the justice twins are what I need to fight for, to live for, otherwise it will all be for nothing. Mads makes quick work of climbing up, using a large rock to push herself up further.

      After she has gone up a bit further, I slam my dagger into the soft wall and start pulling myself up, pushing my feet against the rock. We both keep climbing, and it gets harder with every step. Sweat pours down my face and the back of my neck as I make myself climb higher and higher. Eventually we get near the top, and that’s when I hear the noise. I make the mistake of looking down, and I see some of the creatures from the fire are now climbing up the rocks to us.

      “Shite, we need to move! Now!” I scream at Mads, and she looks back at me, following my gaze. Her eyes widen in fear, and she starts to quickly climb up the rock. I do the same, not looking where I’m going or what I’m doing, just desperate to get away from the creatures. I look up for a second, seeing Mads pulling herself over the top of the rock. I’m inches away from the top when a hand grabs my ankle, and I scream as the hand burns me. I keep screaming as I try to kick it off, but the creature doesn’t let me go. Green lightning flickers on my hands, and I shove my one hand into its face, blasting it with the lightning. The creature wails, crying out and letting go to fall into the fire. Mads grabs my other arm, pulling me up as more creatures keep climbing up. I pull my dagger out of the rock and run to the maze wall. I slam my dagger into the wall as Mads comes to my side. I take her dagger and slam it higher on the wall.

      “We can climb this and then run to the middle. We don’t have any other choice,” I shout to her over the sounds of the screaming crowds, who seem to have picked up their cheers now they have seen we are alive.

      “Good idea,” she breathlessly says. My bestie looks exhausted, but I’m not letting her die now. We are so close to winning this.

      “Go!” I shout, spinning around as one of the creatures climbs out of the ground. I try to make my power come back, but nothing happens as I stare at the creature inching its way towards me. Its skin burns, and lava drops onto the ground as it keeps walking towards me.

      “Karma, climb!” Mads shouts, and I reluctantly take my eyes off the creature to grab the daggers and pull myself up. Mads grabs my arm as the creature gets to me. I hold onto Mads’s hand tightly as I pull the dagger out and turn, slamming the dagger into the head of the creature. It wails as it begins to fall backwards, all of its body shaking harshly as Mads helps me get onto the wall. I stand up, pushing past the pain in my ribs and ankle as we look around. All of the ground of the maze has fallen in, making it very dangerous if we fall off any part of this wall. I see the glowing gold centre of the maze not far from us. I also see the creatures climbing out of all the holes in the ground.

      “Run, run, and feckin’ run, Mads!” I scream at her, and she does, quick as her arse can take her down the maze. I stay as close as I can all the way to the centre of the maze, where the gold band is floating in the middle of the air. The ground below it is gone, nothing but fire lays underneath it. It’s impossible for us to reach it, not without risking falling.

      “I’m going to go to that side, and you stay here. We need to lie down on the wall and reach for it at the same time. Be careful not to fall,” I tell her, looking around and seeing creatures climbing the walls, burning them as they go.

      “I love you, you know that?” she says, and I can only give her a shaky nod before turning and running around the wall. I look around at the stadium full of people screaming our names, screaming for us to fall in or worse. I can’t see my family, but I can see the higher gods. They sit in their chairs, seeming nothing more than impressed with how this has all turned out. They think this is the end, I can see it. I lie down on the wall, slowly inching my hands out to reach for the band. Mads does the same, but our fingers never quite touch the edge. I struggle closer, so much that I’m scared I’m going to fall.

      The ground shakes, the world seems paused as I stare at Mads. We both know we have to grab the band or we die. I’d rather die winning than at the hands of those creatures. I nod to her, and it’s enough for her to know what we need to do. At the same time, we both push forward and grab the band, screaming as our bodies fall. We fall down as a bell rings, and the ground closes up. We land on it with a thud, both our shaky hands holding onto the band. My heart is beating so loudly as I look at Mads, and we both start laughing. It is a laugh of relief and a laugh of feckin’ exhaustion.

      “Congratulations. Two games done, three to go.” Xur’s voice thunders over the speakers, and I collapse as relief fills me, and I smile widely. Shame everything else just friggin’ hurts, and I have no clue how I’m getting up off this floor.
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      “Nope, you aren’t healing me like that. It’s only a broken rib and burnt ankle. I can survive it,” I tell Killian as he helps me pull on my cardigan. The pain wasn’t all too bad in the maze, but the second the adrenaline wore off later on, it really started to hurt to the point of wanting to scream. Luckily, mum had some magic liquid she got from the magical market, and it is a pretty decent pain killer. It still hurts to move around too much. Hopefully, I inherited some of the higher gods’ healing, and this won’t last too long. That’s what Storm thinks and told me after he picked me up off the ground in the maze and carried me back to the castle with everyone else. I did get to witness how Peyton picked up Mads, kissing her and telling her he loved her over and over again. It nearly made me feckin’ cry, it was so romantic—and I don’t even cry when I watch Titanic.

      “At least let me heal one of the two things,” Killian suggests after the cardigan is on, and he places his hands on my shoulders.

      “Killian, no. I’m okay. The pain isn’t all that bad thanks to my mum,” I tell him. I don’t like seeing him in pain, so there is no way I’m letting him do that.

      “There could be another game tomorrow for all we know. You need to heal,” Killian counters and leans down, pressing his lips to mine. I embrace his kiss, enjoying the sweet moment before he pulls back. “I don’t like to see you hurt.”

      “I know that, and I don’t like to see you hurt either. I’m alive though, and I didn’t quite expect that,” I admit.

      “I did. I believe you could always win if you wanted to. The higher gods have nothing on you, Karma Kismet,” he says, and I grin at him before I hear my mum shouting for us. I clear my throat and step back, holding my cardigan around my shoulders as I walk out of the bedroom I share with Mads and down the stairs. Mum is with my dad and Seth, though Seth and dad are talking by the door as mum walks to me.

      “How are you feeling?” mum asks, her eyes drifting from me to Killian.

      “Better. I was just going to lie down for a bit. Is everything okay?” I ask.

      “Xur invited us to a meal, and when I say invited, I mean he took Damien with him to make sure we would all come along like good little slaves,” Seth drawls, not sounding the least bit impressed.

      “What an utter piece of shi-” I start to say.

      “None of that language, you are still my daughter, and Kismet women do not speak such words,” mum says, placing her hands on her hips.

      “I’ve heard you swear a million times at Michael, mum,” I say, pointing at the goat in the room, which is sleeping on the sofa with a pink blanket pulled over him. And he is snoring. That goat isn’t right. Though Kit is in my apartment being a right weirdo as he naps on top of the fridge, enjoying the steak mum cooked him.

      “Well,” she huffs, “Michael is a naughty animal at times.”

      “Naughty animal, huh?” I say, trying not to laugh, but Killian chuckles as I waggle my eyebrows at him.

      “Oh, you are a pain,” mum replies in a huff before walking to dad. Killian slides his arm around my waist, which doesn’t go unnoticed by everyone else in the room.

      “We shouldn’t be late to dinner,” Seth coldly says and storms off to the door, pulling it open and walking out.

      “Young love, hey?” I hear dad whisper to mum as we awkwardly follow them out of the apartment. Killian shuts the door behind us, and it’s even more silent as we head into the courtyard and straight across the large doors. Two guards pull them open to let us in, and we head into the room, which is a small entrance hall with stairs going down. The stairs take a few painful minutes to walk down, every step feeling like a complete mission and a half. The pain in my ribs is the worst, and the pain relief is doing little at this point.

      “I can see you’re in pain. You’re not very good at hiding it,” Killian whispers to me.

      “Shh, mum will only freak out if she hears you,” I remind him, eyeing my mum near us.

      “Your mum isn’t the only one that worries about you,” Killian reminds me, and I sigh, resting my head on his arm when we get to the bottom step. I make sure to keep my game face on when I straighten up the best I can and walk into the dining hall right behind my parents.

      The dining hall is gigantic, with a fourteen seat wooden table and wooden chairs that do not look comfy. There are no windows in the room, but instead, there is a large fireplace and two tall statues of stars in the corners. One star is black and the other is red. They almost give off a little glow. The table is nearly full already with Storm, Peyton, Hugo, Damien and Mads on one side, and on the other, the higher gods sit. There is an empty seat between Xur and Eenta, and as I meet Xur’s gaze, he moves his eyes to the side before standing up.

      “I saved a seat for you, little niece,” Xur says. I look once at Killian, who follows me to the seat. I sit down, and Killian chooses to sit on the other side of Xur, as close as he can be. I’m right opposite Storm, who looks less than impressed about everything. I’m sure he is trying to control his temper right now.

      “Congratulations on winning the first game. I was very impressed and proud,” Xur says.

      “Enough to let me free?” I ask. It’s worth a shot.

      “You know that answer,” he is quick to reply. Well, I didn’t expect anything less.

      “Arsehole,” I mutter, though he grabs my hand, pinning it to the table and putting enough pressure on it that it’s uncomfortable.

      “Niece, we want to get to know you. Can’t we talk nicely for one meal?” he asks, letting go of my hand, and Storm slams his hand onto the table, glaring at Xur like he would love nothing less than to chop him up into little pieces and serve him for dinner.

      “Honestly, no. I know what you three are, and I don’t want anything to do with you lot,” I say. I might as well start off with the truth.

      “We once made a terrible mistake—” Eenta says sweetly.

      “And yet you aren’t apologising to Storm, who you wronged. You aren’t apologising for Neritous, who killed my mother and most of my family. That is what good people would feckin’ do. You guys are nothing but gobshites who assume a meal could fix all of the past when it can’t,” I say, and there is utter silence in the room. I never thought I’d be the party killer, but here we frickin’ are.

      “Fine. We are sorry for locking you up, Storm,” Eenta sweetly says, though her hands are tightly held in fists, and for once, I think the sweet appearance is cracking. It’s funny to see.

      “Let Karma go, and there is a tiny chance of fixing things between us, Eenta. You followed your brothers and sister, but you were never the leader. That was Neritous. Xur and Gestune loved the pain, but I saw you didn’t. I know there is something good in your heart, but there is no chance if you follow them,” Storm says, which surprises me because I wasn’t expecting it. I can see in his gaze that he isn’t expecting her to agree.

      “She loved you, and you rejected her,” Xur says before Eenta can say a word. I glance at her, seeing how she is looking at Storm. Vulnerable, longing and something more. Maybe she didn’t just love the man that brought her up, maybe she wanted more than that.

      “I love you all as my family. Nothing more,” Storm is clear to say.

      “Not like you love little Karma, I take it,” Eenta coldly says, placing her hand on mine, and I pull it away. “I didn’t know you liked redheads. I could have changed my hair a long time ago if you wished it.”

      “You never loved me, Eenta. It was teenage affection gone wrong,” Storm growls at her, but he keeps his eyes on me. Watching my reaction, because I can see I’m all he really cares about in this room. I’ve known it since the moment he came for me.

      “Are we ever going to eat?” Seth coldly asks, interrupting the argument.

      “Of course!” Xur says and picks up his glass. He taps a spoon against the side, making a ringing noise. The doors soon open with waiters carrying in plates of food. The waiters pour us glasses of sparkling champagne, I would guess. No matter how nice the roast dinner they have served us looks, sitting with the higher gods, having a family argument, has well and truly put me off my food.

      “What is that dirty animal doing in here!” Xur shouts as Michael runs head first into the room. In one jump, he leaps onto the table, crashing into the food and skidding all the way until he is in front of me. I can’t help but laugh as mum tries to drag him off the table, a few carrots and peas dropping out of his mouth.

      “This is Michael. He is part of our family, and he isn’t dirty one bit. You did invite everyone,” I sweetly tell Xur, crossing my arms as he pushes his chair out.

      “This is ridiculous. What kind of animals are you all to let him do that?!” Xur growls, pushing his chair back.

      “Didn’t you just say we are family. A family usually isn’t all roses and sunshine, Xur. Sometimes it’s a food-crazy, talking goat and a niece that hates you,” I reply to him. He doesn’t answer me, storming out of the room with Eenta and Gestune following after him.

      “Does it help that I really like your family?” Killian asks as I pat Michael’s head. All my family, including Mads, Seth and Storm are laughing and smiling at this point.

      “I think they all really like you, too,” I reply to Killian, which is the closest I can get to admitting my current feelings for him. It’s enough to make Killian grin, and that smile is worth the world.
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      “Mrs. Kismet, I have to say, you make the best breakfast,” Storm declares after he finishes off the bacon, egg and sausage breakfast my mum gave him the moment he came into her apartment to find me. I came here because Mads said Seth bought her a few bags of shopping to cook so we didn’t have to have another awkward meal with the higher gods. Funny enough, there is no second game today, or at least we assume not as the island is quiet and the higher gods are nowhere to be seen.

      “A growing man like you needs a good breakfast. Did you not cook for him in the prison, Karma?” she asks in a scolding voice. “You cannot let your boyfriend starve.” I cough, nearly choking on the bacon in my mouth before I swallow it. Calling Storm my boyfriend makes it sound like we have the most normal relationship in the world. I take a long sip of my orange juice as I glare at my mum because she is smiling, and I know she’s friggin’ messing with me for her own amusement. I knew this food would come with a big feckin’ price.

      “Actually I love to cook. It’s relaxing, so Karma didn’t have to often. We never did have meat often in the prison, so this meal is special to me. Thank you, Mrs. Kismet,” Storm says, charming the daylights out of my mum. At this rate, she will be adopting him as her fourth son.

      “Storm, you are always welcome here for a meal,” mum practically sighs. I see adoption papers in the near future already. Storm certainly knows how to charm the Kismet women—and every woman on earth, it seems.

      “I want to take you somewhere,” Storm says to me, sliding out of his seat as I pass mum my empty plate. I stand up with him, pushing my seat in as I give him a quizzical look.

      “What did you have in mind?” I ask.

      “It’s a surprise,” he says, offering me his hand to take. He knows I won’t say no to that. I slide my hand into his, and he smirks at me before turning back to my mum who is watching us both, a knowing look on her face.

      “Have a good day, you two,” she says, crossing her arms as she holds a tea towel. I may get annoyed with her at times, but she really is the best mum anyone could have. I’m glad we are getting back to where we were before I found out the truth. Maria will always be my birth mother, and I’m sure she would have been a brilliant mum, but that doesn’t take away the years that her sister brought me up. Mum didn’t have to treat me like her child, but she did. Never once did I feel different from my brothers. Never once did she push me away when I needed her.

      “Bye, Mrs. Kismet,” Storm says. “I’m stealing Karma for the day.”

      “Bye, mum,” I reply to her and let Storm lead me out of the apartment. We walk down the corridor and out into the courtyard. I frown when Storm stops us in the middle of the courtyard and wraps his arms around my waist, though I like him holding me and how I can just relax into his grip.

      “You might want to hold on. I haven’t done this in a long time,” Storm says, and that makes me more than a little anxious.

      “Hugging?” I nervously enquire, wrapping my arms around Storm tightly because I’m feckin’ sure he didn’t mean that.

      “Oh no. I meant using tornado wind to portal,” he casually says, and I lift my head, staring at him in shock as his eyes start to glow. Did he really just say tornado? The glowing purple makes all his features somewhat darker, and I really like it, so much it almost distracts me from the wind whipping around us. You know, if he wasn’t calling a tornado to take us somewhere, this could be romantic. We aren’t Dorothy and Toto. We could take a car like normal people. I look up into the sky, following Storm’s gaze, to see the wind gathering together, swirling into a funnel shape before it drops down around us.

      “I don’t think this is a good idea!” I shout at Storm, but I only hear his laughter as my feet leave the ground. I scream, holding onto Storm as tightly as I can while it becomes hard to breathe as we shoot further into the air. I don’t know how long we fly with the tornado, but it feels like only a few minutes before my feet slam onto the ground, and I stop screaming. I open my eyes, looking up to see the tornado disappearing into the dark cloud above. I whack my hand on Storm’s chest.

      “You feckin’ eegit! I thought I was going to pee myself!” I say, walking away from him as he can’t stop laughing at me. I really hate him right now. When I finally calm down, I register how it’s cold and that we are surrounded by a treeline as we stand in the middle of an empty road. “Where are we?” Storm comes over, wrapping his arm around my waist and turning me around to see the row of buildings at the end of the road we are stood on.

      “I did some research, with the twins’ help, and found where Jade used to live in Jersey. If her friend is still around, it’s a good place to start the search,” Storm explains to me.

      “You all did that for me?” I ask, and I completely forget how he scared the living shite out of me in light of how sweet it is.

      “We all knew how much Jade meant to you, and if you haven’t realised yet, we want to make you happy,” Storm says, shrugging his shoulders like it is nothing.

      “I never thought I’d say this, but I’m damn happy I got my arse thrown in prison,” I say. “It meant I got to meet you and the twins. I know things are complicated between us all, but you feel like home. No guy, no one outside my family other than Mads has felt that way for me. And it’s worse around you three. I feel desperate, out of control, and empty when you’re not around.” I don’t know why I’m blurting all this out, but here we feckin’ are, and I can’t take it back now.

      “We aren’t going anywhere again. That isn’t happening,” Storm promises. I know it’s a promise when I hear one. “I will even try to tolerate and not kill those twins for being in your life.”

      “Killian and I—”

      “I can’t handle seeing or hearing about you and him...yet. I’ve never had to share in all of my life, and it’s going to take some getting used to,” he admits to me. I get that, and honestly I don’t know how he does it. If it were the other way around, I’d be stabbing every girl that tried to touch Storm. Or Killian. Or Seth. Gods, I’m a selfish person.

      “I’ve never dated more than one guy in my whole life, not seriously anyway, and he betrayed me, broke my heart and—” I explain to him, going to make a point, but he narrows his eyes and crosses his arms.

      “Who was he? Where can I find him?” he asks.

      “He was human and a douchebag. Don’t worry, I never think of him or much about anyone but you three anymore. Does that make me selfish? That I want you guys in my life, even if you don’t like me that way. I’m pretty sure Seth just wants to be my friend—”

      “Seth doesn’t want to just be your friend. I see how he looks at you; he is half in love with you already,” Storm tells me, coming closer and sliding his hands into my hair. I sigh from the contact, and my eyes battle to close, against my mind that needs to watch Storm. I want to see his every expression as I tell him my feelings, things I never speak about. I’ve always thought telling someone how you felt made you vulnerable to them, and that was a bad thing. I’ve learnt from my birth mother that life is way too short to hide what you feel. If my mother hadn’t told me she loved me in those moments we were together when I was born, she would never have had the chance to tell me. Now, even though the rest is a painful memory, that is a moment I will cherish forever.

      “I think I’m falling in love with you, Storm. I feel like I’ve been looking for you my entire life, and I just didn’t know it until we met,” I whisper, though my words sound like hammers smacking against the ground. “I never want to be away from your side or hurt you. I only want to be around you, and I love being around you. Considering I think most people are arseholes, and I don’t want to be around them—” I’m cut off as Storm kisses me. Every kiss with Storm feels like he is taking a bit of my soul and heart. This kiss doesn’t feel any different. I fully embrace him, sinking deeper into the kiss as he holds me close.

      “I knew I loved you the moment you were taken from the prison. I never felt like that for anyone, and I know I never will. You, Karma Maria Kismet, are everything and more to me,” he tells me, and I bite my lip as I grin at him. I kiss him once more because I just need to feel his lips against mine, knowing that this is a god who loves me.

      Yes, we have a lot more to talk about.

      Yes, we are immortal and this is risky.

      But...I love him and he loves me. Sometimes that is just enough.
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      “What number did you say it was again?” I ask Storm as we endlessly wander through the busy town. It’s not a huge town, but it’s small enough that people are looking our way as we are new. The roads have several cars on them, lots of alleyways and roads going off the main street, and Storm’s directions are not making a tiny bit of sense. Apparently, the apartments are above a market, but I can’t see any market around here. The place is almost silent, and you would hear a market. “We must have the wrong place; there is no market here.” Storm rubs his chin, stopping in the middle of the road. Thank god there are no feckin’ cars moving around, because Storm does not understand the rules of the road.

      “Gods, you’re going the wrong way if you’re looking for the magical market. It’s over there,” a woman says, stopping right in front of us with her arms crossed. I would guess she is human, but there is something about her, and she clearly knows what we are. Which she shouldn’t, considering we aren’t wearing flashing symbols saying we are gods. Her hair is almost red, but cut short at her shoulders, and her blue eyes watch me a little too closely.

      “Thanks for the advice. What’s your name?” I ask her.

      “Rhiannon,” she tells me as I eye her cut jeans and leather jacket. “Maybe you both owe me a debt now, and I might come to collect another time.” She starts to walk away as Storm and I look at each other.

      “You’re human, how do you know we are gods?” I ask her.

      “I’m not human, and I’m not a god either. You know little about this world if you think you guys are the only monsters on it,” she says before swinging her leg over a pretty sexy black motorbike that was not there a minute ago. Seconds later, she is speeding off down the road, out of the town while a few people turn to watch her go. I have a funny feeling we will see Rhiannon again, and I’m super curious what the heck she could possibly be.

      “The world has changed so very much,” Storm says, watching her drive away before turning to me. “I’d like to travel and see it all once we deal with everything.”

      “Can I come along? I always wanted to see the world,” I ask, tugging his hand and walking towards the alleyway that Rhiannon pointed to. Biker chick might be right; it’s worth having a look.

      “I’d never leave without you, little one,” he replies as we get to the alleyway. There is a shimmer of wall in front of us, but it just looks like water. I place my hand into it, but it feels like nothing. Before Storm can go first, I step into the magic and come out on the other side to a market.

      The first thing I notice is the noise. The once silent town is now buzzing with music and people, and it’s crazy that this was hidden. The alleyway is huge, stretching further than I can see, with stalls littering the sides. Masses of people walk down the middle of it, most with large black cloaks hiding their faces as they talk to the people behind the stalls. As I look down, I see between the stalls is a gap and stairwells going up to the apartments above the alleyway. I’m going to guess we will find Jade’s friend there. Storm looks as shocked as I do when he comes through the magic and grips my hand.

      “Mum never let me come to a magical market, and I could never find them on my own. This is pretty cool,” I say to Storm.

      “Is this where she got your charms from?” he asks me.

      “Yes, and I miss them. I’m pretty sure Xur has my necklace, not that he would feckin’ admit it,” I tell him, as it has been more than bugging me. I need to corner the bastard and demand it back. It’s mine. “The arsehole just smirks at me. And not the sexy smirk you do. You make it work, he makes it creepy.”

      “When the games are over, we can get it back,” Storm tells me, but he doesn’t look impressed either.

      “Okay,” I say, smiling at him before we start walking down the market. I eye the stall to my right, full of different sized bottles filled with glowing liquid. Some of the bottles have power in them, and I wonder what the heck they are. The next stall we pass has a lady sitting on the table, two men holding her hands as they sit in the seats. She is whispering under her breath, and the men are smiling. The sign says We Remember. I have to assume she can show them something that they would pay to see. We pass a few more stalls full of food and jewellery before I pause at the stall filled to the brim with charms. Each charm is hanging from a piece of string, and Storm comes to look at them with me.

      “Jade said her friend’s stall was next to a charm stall. I remember that, so we must be close,” I say, looking around. The stall to the right is empty, and the one on the left has an old man sitting in it, selling pictures that sing and move. It can’t be him.

      “Let’s go to the apartment. It is our best chance of finding her,” Storm suggests, nodding his head towards the stairwell. I follow him up the stairs before he turns right and walks down until he finds a door numbered twelve. “This is Jade’s last registered address. If no one is in, I will go and ask around.”

      I lift my hand and knock the door, waiting in silence, and I’m just about to walk away when the door is pulled open.

      “Who are you, and what do you want?” the woman snaps. She has messy blonde hair pulled up in a bun, cat ears sticking out the top that mark her as a cat goddess, even if I didn’t see her eyes. She has similar eyes to Jade, and it hurts my chest to look at her for a second, long enough that Storm starts to talk.

      “We need to talk to you—”

      “If you’re selling anything, you’re wasting your time,” she snaps, a hiss leaving her lips after her words.

      “No, we aren’t selling anything,” I stop her, and she pulls her eyes back to me. “My name is Karma, and this is Storm. I’m here because I knew Jade, and I swore to find you and tell you something.”

      “Jade? Where is she?” she asks, looking around me.

      “Can I come in?” I ask, and she shakily nods, stepping back.

      “I’m sorry for the mess. Things have been difficult,” she says as we step into the cluttered living room. Newspapers are thrown everywhere, even pinned to the wall in places with red circles drawn around bits. Dirty plates litter the sides, empty take out boxes are everywhere, and it smells super bad in here. Someone needs to open a window to start with in here. Storm and I sit down on the sofa, pushing some things out of the way.

      “What’s your name?” I ask her as she pulls a window open before coming to sit down on the chair in the corner of the room. It’s the only chair that looks like she attempted to clean recently.

      “Emerald. Jade was like a sister to me. Please tell me what happened to her,” Emerald asks me, and I guess I should start with the good news and get to the bad news last.

      “Jade didn’t kill your child like they said she did,” I tell her, and she furrows her brow at me.

      “Oh I know that. My daughter is still alive,” she says, waving a hand. “Jade would never hurt her, I’ve always known that. She loved us both and practically brought up my child with me.”

      “I’m sorry, I’m confused,” Storm says. He isn’t the only one.

      “The child’s body they showed me was not my child. It didn’t smell like her, and it stunk of magic. The kind of glamour magic that can make someone look like someone else. When I told everyone this, they just kept telling me that Jade killed her and that I had to move on,” she says, getting frustrated. “I know my child is out there. I’ve been searching for her, but so far there has been nothing. There must be a reason she was taken.”

      “Jade didn’t kill her, a higher god did—” I start to say.

      “Because she was his child, that is what Jade thought. But I promise you, my daughter is out there somewhere, and she is not dead,” Emerald says, and I want to say she is feckin’ mad. That this is all in her head, but she doesn’t look crazy. Not one little bit.

      “So you think they took your child and left a dead child here covered in magic to look like yours?” Storm asks, his gaze fixed on Emerald.

      “Yes,” she says, wiping tears away and standing up. “I know you don’t believe me. No one does, no one, but Ruby is my daughter, and I know in my soul she is alive out there. She will be nine years old tomorrow, and I can’t think straight without her here. I count every day we’ve been apart.” I get up off my seat as she bursts into tears, and before I know it, I’m hugging her tightly as she cries into my shoulder.

      “I believe you,” I tell her because, for some reason I can’t explain, I actually do believe her.

      “Really?” she asks, looking up at me as I pull back and lower my hands.

      “Yes, the higher gods are evil, and it wouldn’t shock me. Who was her father?” I ask her, needing to know the answer.

      “Neritous Cyncus. It was a one night stand, and when I found out I was pregnant, I did my best to keep Ruby hidden from him. I knew he would find out one day...” she explains to me. Ruby is my sister…my half-sister, but that minor distinction doesn’t matter one bit. Now it’s more than personal, now it’s family. I have to find her and get her back.

      “She is my sister,” I whisper in surprise. Storm comes to my side as Emerald stares at me in shock, running her eyes over me.

      “That’s why you look familiar. Y-you look like Ruby in some ways,” she says, lifting her hand and placing it on my face. “Please, please, help me find your sister. Please.” I cover her hand with mine and shakily nod.

      “I will find her,” I tell her.

      “And I will help. My name is Storm,” Storm says, holding his hand out for Emerald to shake as she cries, and there is actually a smile on her lips. She shakes Storm’s hand.

      “Thank you, both of you,” she says and then eyes me. “Now where is Jade? How can you know her when she is in prison?”

      “Jade died in my arms. I was her friend, but I couldn’t save her,” I tell Emerald, who starts to cry as she walks to the window. “I can tell you she fell in love with a man called Coxen, and she saved two people’s lives. She was a true friend, and I loved her. She was brilliant.”

      “Thank you for telling me. I already missed her, and part of me already knew,” she tells us through sobs. “When you are that close to someone, you know when their soul has left the world.”

      I pull my leather jacket off, hanging it on the side of the chair as I look around, wiping my face from the tears that have fallen. When I get my sister back, she won’t want to see her mum struggling. Emerald looks thin, and there is no way I’m leaving until I’ve made sure she has eaten and this place is sorted. “I’m going to help you clean up and make you dinner. Storm, would you go and get some food from the market for dinner?” Storm nods, walking past me and drifting his fingers across my waist as he goes.

      “Y-you don’t have to do that,” Emerald protests.

      “I know when someone is having a hard time, and my family taught me you don’t walk away from someone who needs a little tender loving care,” I say, and she smiles at me. A real smile. “Now where are the black bags?”
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      “I’m never going to get used to that,” I groan as the tornado disappears into the sky and we are back in the courtyard. I remove my shaky hands from Storm’s top, where I’ve gripped it tighter than I thought I had. My stomach is still spinning like it wants me to hurl up the lunch Storm made us earlier. We had lunch with Emerald and helped her clean up before she went off to bed to sleep. Storm picked up a bunch of ready-made meals and put them in the fridge, so she will eat a good dinner later.

      “Unless you can make portals, which you might be able to, it’s my way for now,” Storm tells me, and I have no doubt he likes travelling in that insane way.

      “You think I could make portals?” I ask. That would be so cool if I could. The first thing I’m doing is portalling to New York and getting some pizza with peanut butter on it that I’ve heard they sell.

      “I don’t see why not. If I remember right, Neritous used to call lightning into an X shape, and a portal would burn in the middle of it wherever he wanted to go,” Storm explains to me.

      I screech as teeth dig into my ankle, and I shake my leg as I reach down and pick a snappy little shite called Kit off my leg.

      “Just because I’m happy you helped Storm and the justice twins come to me doesn’t mean I want to be your feckin’ chew toy!” I snap at Kit, placing him in the middle of my other hand. He doesn’t look one bit apologetic as he pats his stomach.

      “I have food at my apartment. Want to come back with me?” Storm asks, offering me a hand to take. Kit vigorously nods, and the curious side of me wants to see Storm’s apartment too. I take Storm’s hand, placing Kit on my shoulder where he hides in my hair.

      “Don’t you dare bite my hair, or you will be hunting for food yourself, Kit,” I warn him.

      “Biting is a sign of affection for goblins. It’s a way of marking you as their person,” Storm explains to me. “I’m sure he expects you to say thank you for the honour.”

      “He can shove that thank you up his arse, and he knows it. He is just hangry,” I reply.

      “What is hangry?” Storm asks.

      “A dangerous mix of hungry and angry,” I explain to him as we get into the main building and turn down the long corridor, and he laughs. Storm wraps an arm around my waist, and I lean into him as we carry on to the end of the corridor where there are white wooden doors. Storm lets me go so he can pull a key out of his pocket and unlock the door, letting me inside. I walk into the older rooms of the castle, admiring the stone walls and the large bed that is right in the middle of the room. There is a tiny kitchen pressed into the side of the wall, and it is super modern. Four big windows show stunning views over the forest and beaches in the distance. There isn’t much that’s personal in here as I walk around, taking Kit off my shoulder and placing him on the counter. He quickly runs and climbs up to the top of the fridge.

      “I’m going to quickly make him something,” Storm says to me as he passes me, and I look up at him as I nod. The tension we usually ignore is there, burning and pressing for me to go to him. Kit starts banging the top of the fridge, breaking up the moment, and I breathe in deeply as I walk away. I look out the window for a moment at the view before moving towards the bed. I sit down and pick up the only thing on the side table, a gold box. I open it up, seeing dozens of tiny black hairbands inside and a silver comb.

      “Can I braid your hair?” Storm asks me, walking over and sitting next to me on the bed. “Braiding each other’s hair was a sign of love back when I was young. I’ve never braided anyone’s hair since the higher gods were children, and then my parents before they died.”

      “I’d love that,” I say, knowing it means a lot to him. He takes the box off me as I turn around, crossing my legs on the blue sheets. Storm gently combs my hair before getting to work braiding it. It’s so relaxing that I almost drift off to sleep until I feel him place his hands on my shoulders. I reach back, feeling the detailed braids all in my hair, the dozens of them he has done to link together. I look back at him, and lift my hand to his cheek.

      “Thank you, Storm,” I softly say, and he kisses me instead of saying a word back. I fully turn around as he pulls me closer to him and lays me back on the bed as he deepens the kiss. I tug his shirt up, and he pulls it off before coming back to kiss me. My shirt is soon pulled off next, and then Storm is unclipping my bra as his lips devour my jaw and move down to my neck. I wriggle against his large knee between my legs as he gets my bra off, and I slide my arms out. Storm takes a second to look down at me, and I admire him right back. The way his muscular body is so toned, each ripple is defined all the way down the fine line of hair I can see going into his trousers.

      “I can take them off, make this more even if you want?” Storm asks, though it’s his way of asking if I want this to go further. As I look into Storm’s eyes, I know there isn’t anything in this world I want more right now.

      “I love you, Storm,” is all the words I can think to say. And it’s enough to make his eyes glow as he looks at me like I’m the best person in the world. Storm tugs his trousers off, and I pull my own down to speed things up. I’m tired of waiting for what I want in my life. I want Storm because I love him more than I thought it was possible to love someone else. Storm covers my body with his as he kisses me, and he feels perfect on top of me.

      His lips move down my jaw to my chest, and he spends a few seconds teasing my hard nipples with his tongue before descending lower. Storm grabs my thighs with his hands, pushing them apart and diving between my legs like he has wanted to do this a million times. His tongue swirls around my clit as I slide my hands into his hair, moaning loudly from the intense pleasure. I crash into an orgasm quickly.

      “Storm, I want you inside me, please. I need to feel you,” I moan as I come down from the wave, knowing exactly what I want. Storm climbs up my body, lining up at my entrance, and he leans down. He kisses me ever so softly, gently, and it means so much that he does.

      “I love you, Karma. It’s forever for us,” he softly tells me seconds before he easily slides fully inside me. I gasp from the pleasure, from how feckin’ incredible he feels inside me.

      “You’re so perfectly tight,” he groans as he pulls out and slowly slides back in. He does this several times as he devours my lips, his body rubbing against mine. Every thrust moves his body against my hard nipples, his cock perfectly stretching me as I moan. I never want this to stop. Storm rolls us over so I’m on top, and I roll my hips, feeling and loving how I can see every reaction.

      “Don’t stop,” he commands me, and feckin’ hell, I couldn’t if I tried. I roll my hips faster, chasing an orgasm I can feel getting close. Storm moves his hands to my nipples, flicking them as I ride him, and it soon sends me crashing into my next orgasm. Storm roars as he thrusts a few more times, gripping my hips tightly as he comes hard and fast deep inside me. I collapse onto his chest, breathless but completely sated.

      “You aren’t leaving his room for the rest of the night. I want to do that over and over again,” he says, somehow looking relaxed and excited at the same time.

      “I don’t need convincing, I’m staying,” I reply, smiling down at him as he rolls us over and kisses me. Whatever happens, I know I have Storm and moments like this to remember. I have a man I love more than anything, and he loves me back.

      That is worth fighting for.
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      Looking out the window, I stand watching the beach in the distance, the lulling waves gliding over the smooth stones. The skies are blue, the sun is bright and shining high in the sky. It’s a perfect day, but I can just about look at it. My mind is fixated on the night, actually one night in particular. It’s been two days since I slept over at Storm’s, and it’s hard not to think of that night over and over. It’s more perfect than today could ever be.

      “Karma!” Mads shouts my name, nearly making me jump out of my skin. I turn around, seeing her straightening up with a red envelope in her hand. Kit sits on the kitchen table, surrounded by the little sandwiches, mini chocolate cakes and other things that Mads has been cooking for him. Kit and Mads have quickly become friends, and he doesn’t bite her. Lucky cow.

      “What’s up, bestie?” I ask her as we walk to each other, and she hands me the envelope.

      “It has your name on it,” Mads says, and I look down to see my name drawn in a pretty way on the one side. I turn it over, break the red wax seal, which is a star shape in a circle, and pull out the red paper letter. I unfold it, seeing a note written in silver ink, and read it out loud, though it’s pointless as Mads can read it herself from where she is.

      

      “The second game is now. Come alone to the arena where we first met. -Eenta Cyncus.”

      

      “I will get your family—” Mads says, and I grab her arm before she can leave.

      “No, it says I have to go alone. I can’t risk messing up this game. I have to win it on my own, it seems,” I say. “Though that might be a good thing, considering the last game nearly got you killed.”

      “I don’t like you going on your own,” she says, though she must agree with me that getting anyone else to come with me is a bad idea. I don’t want to put anyone else’s life in danger.

      “I know, and neither do I,” I say, putting the letter down on the sofa. “Make sure my family don’t see this. They will just panic.”

      “Okay. Be careful,” Mads says, hugging me tightly before letting me go, even though I can see she doesn’t want to.

      It’s a silent walk to the arena, and I don’t pass anyone but the silent guards. I’ve never heard one of the guards say a single word in the near week I’ve been here. It’s seriously creepy, and I really want to know what is under their helmets. When I get to the arena, I pause when I see Seth and Killian waiting in the middle, their arms crossed against their chests, and they both look tense. Seth has a suit on, a deep blue tie and black jacket really suit him. Killian is his usual casual self with low riding jeans and a tight black shirt. I look down at my cardigan, white top and skinny jeans, which thankfully doesn’t look out of place with them.

      The higher gods on the other hand…Storm is in the audience, sitting next to Eenta, which I don’t like. Not now I know how much she likes him, and it’s more than familial love. I grit my teeth when I see how she leans into him. The deep red dress she has chosen to wear is extremely revealing of her perfect body. I know she is wearing red because of my hair and her comment on how Storm should have told her he likes redheads. Though that isn’t nearly true, his ex in the prison was blonde. Now I’m just making myself nervous.

      “Little niece, I’m so happy you could make it,” Eenta says, and I nearly jump as Xur walks past me, followed by Gestune. I eye the red suit he has on, which is a shade darker than his hair and eyes. Gestune isn’t matching her brother and sister, choosing to wear a black cloak over a black dress with gold star clips. They move to go and sit next to Storm, almost like his bodyguards, while Eenta walks over to me as I get to the justice twins.

      “My dear brother said I could decide the next game, wasn’t that nice of him?” Eenta sweetly says. I almost don’t see her as anything but poison wrapped up in sweet to fool you. She goes to place her hand on my shoulder, but I step back into Killian, who wraps an arm around my waist in a protective way. My eyes drift to Storm, who is tensely watching Killian and me. I know he said he couldn’t see this, and I don’t want to push him too far, too quickly. It would break my heart.

      “We don’t have all day. Get on with it,” Seth growls, moving close to me and Killian, his hand brushing against mine.

      “Fine, fine,” Eenta says and turns around. She clicks her fingers, making a table and three chairs appear. The circular table is gold, and the chairs are just the same. “Go and sit, and I shall explain.” Not that we have any choice, we move to sit on the chairs. In front of each seat are two silver-backed cards the size of my hand. The cards have stars on the back of them, but there is nothing else.

      “What is this?” I demand. I’ve had enough of all this now.

      “Just a little game. If you win, that’s one down. If both the twins win, that’s another game won, and then there would only be one left for your freedom you so desire,” she says, almost singing her words. Dear god, if this game turns into a musical, I’m going to jump off the nearest feckin’ cliff.

      “Fine. Get on with the explaining,” I tightly suggest.

      “This is my favourite game. See, the cards are magical, almost like they have a mind of their own. They know your fears, your desires and your deepest secrets from only one touch. To play the game, you each have to pick up your pair, and do what it asks. It might be a truth, it might be a dare...or it could be nothing. If you refuse, the cards will take payment, and it is never nice,” she says, and I stare down at the silver cards. Friggin’ hell, this sounds like a shite game.

      “Who goes first?” Killian asks, looking between me and Seth. It’s clear who doesn’t want to go first. I’m also one of those people.

      “I will,” Seth says when Killian and I are silent.

      “Good luck!” Eenta says, a childish giggle escaping her lips before she runs back to the higher gods and Storm, who looks more uncomfortable by the moment. Why would they want him here? It seems like it’s done on purpose. I shake my head, knowing I need to focus on the game. It’s the only important thing right now. Seth looks at me, and I try to be strong for just a second for him. He takes a deep breath before turning the card over. It’s blank to me, nothing more than a white card, but the look on Seth’s face suggests it isn’t.

      “What does it say, Seth?” I ask, wanting to touch him to comfort him a little bit. A tear runs down his cheek, and before I think about it more, I place my hand on his arm.

      “It says my long-dead wife was pregnant when she died of cancer. It says that’s the truth I have to speak out loud to the people who I’m closest to and who can see right through me.” He barely gets the sentence out when the card burns away into gold dust. I place my other hand on his cheek, turning his eyes to me. That’s a secret he wanted to take to his grave, and he hates that so many people now know the extent of how much he couldn’t save her. Or his child. My heart hurts for him, but this isn’t the moment to discuss it. I almost hate that I can read him so well, because it means other people can do so as well.

      “She loved you, and I bet she never once blamed you for that. Your wife and baby are safe now, in the sky where the dead dance to another song we won’t hear until we die. Seth, that wasn’t your fault, and she would not want you to live in guilt. You didn’t choose to be a god, to be immortal. I didn’t choose it either, and one day, I will have to watch my family die and pass on. My best friend will be gone. It will be us and Storm, and that’s what I hold onto. Can you do that?” I whisper all this to him, not wanting the higher gods to hear a single word.

      “Thank you,” he tells me, and it’s enough that he can straighten his back and look stronger than he did a second ago.

      “I’m next,” Killian says, though he is watching his brother in a more than concerned way. I pull my shaky hands back to my lap and watch as Killian picks up a card, and again it looks white to me as Killian reads it.

      “Dammit,” Killian mutters, and he looks at me as he places the card down. “I’m in love with you, Karma Kismet. I didn’t want to tell you right now; I’d hoped for a more romantic place with fewer people around, but these cards are shit. Don’t you dare say it back or anything right now. Not like this.” I gulp as the skies suddenly get a little darker, and the wind gets colder than it ever was. There is no way Storm didn’t hear that. My heart beats faster as I smile at Killian, and the card in his hand burns away.

      “Your turn, Karma,” Seth says, though he is tense. Everything is more tense than I wanted to deal with. I pick the card up, and instead of a blank white card, there is black writing on mine.

      “You must choose the one you love the most and stab their hand with the dagger on your lap,” the card says, and I look down, seeing a gold dagger on my lap. Feckin’ hell, this game is crazy. I gulp, putting the card down and picking up the dagger. Before I think about it anymore, I flatten my hand on the table and slam the dagger through it. I scream from the pain, hearing the twins and Storm’s shouts. I cry out as the dagger and the card disappear into dust, and I look back to see Xur holding his hand, and Eenta is stopping Storm from coming closer. The pain doesn’t go as Killian picks up my hand, putting pressure on the wound.

      “Did it seriously just tell you to stab yourself?” Seth demands, pulling his blue tie off and handing it to Killian. He wraps it tightly around my hand, and I bite down on my lip to stop myself crying out when it hurts like nothing else.

      “It told me to stab the one I love the most. Clearly, I love myself the most, so...” I say, and they both laugh, though they don’t sound all too happy. “Come on, we need to keep playing.”

      Killian picks up his last card and looks annoyed as he reads it. Killian quickly gets out of his seat, and his hands start glowing with swirling gold magic as he looks around us.

      “Killian, on your left!” I shout when I see the black ghost-like energy rushing at Killian.

      “A nightmare. One from a nightmare god that got free. Killian is scared of them.” Seth’s voice is nervous too. The nightmare thing scares him just as much. I’m speechless to say anything as I stare wide-eyed at Killian. We can’t help him; the game will never let us.

      “Not helping my macho look, brother,” Killian shouts as he runs, jumping over our table and landing on the creature. He slams his hands into the stomach of the creature, and it makes a high-pitched scream as it struggles, fighting its way out of Killian’s grip. Finally, it bursts into black dust, and Killian falls to the floor. I itch to get up and go to him, but I have a feeling I’m not allowed to leave the table until the game is over. Killian picks himself up off the floor and comes back to his seat, looking worn out.

      “You okay?” I gently ask him, seeing all the tiny cuts all over his arms. His eyes are wide, and he looks exhausted. I want to do nothing more than hug him.

      “Yeah, I’m going to be fine,” he tells me. “Nothing like seeing your worst nightmare over and over inside that monster.”

      “Killian—”

      “Honestly, I just want the game over. I’m okay,” Killian tells me, and I know he means it. I want this game over just as much. There are only two more cards now; how badly could it go?

      “I’m going next,” I tell Seth before he can pick the card up. It’s making me nervous to wait any longer.

      “Nothing in the rules said we couldn’t pick them up at the same time. She just said we couldn’t turn both our own cards over at once. Hold my hand, we will do it together,” he suggests. Smart man.

      “Didn’t have you down as a rulebreaker, brother,” Killian teases with a tired smile.

      “Maybe some things change,” Seth replies, though he looks at me as he says it. I hope I bring out more of Seth’s wild side and less of the control freak I’ve grown to love. We pick the cards up at the same time, and I only look away from Seth to read it.

      “One kiss will set you free. One kiss is all you need. Those who have not kissed before shall now meet.” I gulp as I get the gist of what the card wants.

      I have to kiss Seth. Seth drops the card and pushes his chair out as I stand up. He takes my hand and tugs me to his chest.

      “This is the easiest game to win. There isn’t a moment I haven’t thought about doing this since we tracked you to that pub,” Seth softly tells me, and then he kisses me. I meet his lips with just as much passion as he pours into it. My hands slide into his soft hair as he deepens the kiss, and I forget about the entire world as Seth kisses me. There is just him and me. And a whole lot of tension and love we both have ignored for way too long. Seth breaks away first, and I stare up at him as I lower my hands to his chest. We need to talk, I know that, and I think he is thinking the same thing.

      “About time. The sexual tension was getting annoying,” Killian says, placing his hand on my back as Seth lets me go. I look across at the higher gods, who are standing up and clapping.

      Only one person isn’t there.

      Storm.
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      “We won, you should be happy about that,” I tease my brother, who glares out the window of our apartment like the sky itself caused all the problems in his life. Kissing Karma isn’t a problem or something to be angry about though. I reckon he is just worried he will lose her like he did his wife, and that scares him more than anything else. Kissing her just made it that much more real, that much more painful to imagine losing her. Karma acts strong and tough, but underneath it all, she is just like everyone else. We fear losing the one we are in love with, and we have no idea how to cope with it.

      “One more game left. I have a suspicion these games so far have been just that, a game. The last one will be a test, and the higher gods are sneaky. They will not make it possible for Karma to win without causing her deep pain,” Seth points out. “I want to take her away from this place and the horrors that live here before they get into her head and ruin her.”

      “I agree, that’s why we need to be right there at her side, in case she needs us to fight the higher gods,” I tell him. I want nothing more than to get Karma away from this fucked up world. We were officially fired the moment we got back from the prison; the job of justice is apparently not needed anymore. They are just sending hired assassins out to kill anyone who has ever done anything wrong. The prison was at least a chance at a life if they didn’t do anything. I don’t know where it puts me and Seth, but I believe the higher gods will not wait until we are older to kill us. We are powerful and immortal; they won’t want us around. They won’t want Karma around either, not unless they can control her. I’ve learnt no one can control Karma; it’s one of the things I love about her.

      “I will not fight them if it hurts Karma,” Seth states the real reason we can’t go against the higher gods and give it a go.

      “The prison was impossible for Storm to escape. What if we throw Xur in there and tie him up so he can’t hurt himself?” I suggest.

      “It’s a wise suggestion,” Seth counters.

      “Of course it is, I came up with it, brother,” I say, and Seth smiles at me for a brief second. That is until someone kicks our door down. The door slams against the wood floor, the wood cracking as Storm fills up the doorway.

      “I liked that door. Have you not heard of knocking?” I ask, crossing my arms. Storm ignores me altogether as he eyes Seth. Before I can grab Seth, he is walking up to Storm, and I’m not surprised when Storm punches him hard in the middle of his face. I hear his nose crack, and I’m pretty sure it’s broken as blood splatters everywhere.

      “Fuck,” Seth groans. I shake my head as Storm grabs his jacket and lifts him up, his purple eyes glowing. Outside, it gets very dark as I hear thunder in the distance, adding to the rain that is now suddenly falling outside.

      “Both of you are fucking idiots!” I shout at them, and Storm turns his eyes towards me. Seth pushes Storm’s hands off him before taking a few steps back as blood pours out of his nose.

      “Karma is mine. I want you both to stay away from her,” Storm shouts, his hands in fists at his side.

      “That isn’t going to be easy. I’m in love with her and so is Seth, whether he can admit it or not,” I tell Storm, which only serves to make him look like he wants to break me in two like a twig. “I’m never leaving Karma’s side, and you need to accept that fact.”

      “I’m not leaving either,” Seth adds in, though that is all he is saying.

      “The point is, if you can’t accept this way of life, all of us with Karma, loving her, then you are just breaking her heart. She doesn’t deserve that. Karma has enough going on; she doesn’t need us arguing like idiots,” I point out. We are immortal, we can spend forever arguing over this if we really wanted to, but right now, Karma is young and needs our support to deal with everything. She is flying in a shit storm at the moment, and we are the only people holding her down.

      “So the question is, can you handle it?” Seth asks Storm.

      “I don’t know. That’s the problem. Every time I see you touch her or even fucking look at her, I want to kill you both,” Storm admits, and it’s the first time we have had a real conversation from him about the glaring issue. I can share her with my brother, but I’m not that close to Storm. The only difference is I’m not willing to lose Karma, so I will love her no matter who else she loves at the same time.

      “I feel the same, but I know I couldn’t live without her in my life. So here we are,” I tell him. I won’t lie and tell him that it doesn’t irritate me to see Karma in his arms, because it does.

      “Yeah,” Storm mutters, and he turns away, walking to the door. “I don’t think I can deal with this all.”

      “Then you don’t deserve her, Storm,” I coldly tell him because he will break her heart at this rate. I know she loves him, and loving him is clearly going to be a problem.

      “Maybe I don’t.” I hear him say it, but I don’t reply as he walks out. For the first time since we met, I’m disappointed in Storm Cyncus.
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      I suck in deep breaths as I lean against the wall outside the twins’ apartment, tears streaming down my cheeks as I watch Storm walk away. He can’t accept this. He doesn’t want to share me or even be with me by the sounds of it. I turn away, running in the opposite direction, and I keep running until I get to our apartment. The door is open, which I don’t think about as I slam it shut behind me. There is only one person I need to talk to about this. There is only one person who I trust to talk to right now.

      “Mads!” I shout for her, looking around the silent apartment. I wipe my tears away as I quickly check the bedroom and come back down into the living room. She isn’t here. Maybe she is out with Peyton. I check myself in the mirror a few times, making sure I don’t look like I’ve been crying, because my mum would quickly pick up on that. After making sure I’m calm enough, I leave my apartment and go to knock on my mum’s. Peyton answers, though he is looking at his phone and only moves his eyes up to me for a second.

      “Have you seen Mads? She was texting me and then just stopped,” Peyton asks me.

      “That’s why I’m here. I thought she might be here,” I respond.

      “She isn’t at yours?” Peyton asks, and this time he is fully looking at me.

      “No...and the door was left open. Mads is a stickler for locking doors after she leaves them, she wouldn’t just walk out,” I whisper before turning and running back to my apartment. I push the door open, and Peyton follows me.

      “Call her phone,” I tell Peyton, who looks as panicked as I do. A few seconds later, I hear it ringing, and I run into the lounge to follow the noise. I pick it up off the floor by the window and fear fills my throat when I see the two drops of blood on the screen.

      “Where the feckin’ hell is she?” Peyton almost growls, pulling the phone out of my hand.

      “Hey guys, I’m going to the beach to—”

      “Hugo, have you seen Mads?” I ask him, and he pauses, lowering his hand.

      “No, should I have?” he asks, coming closer to us. I shake my head as I really start to panic. This isn’t a place to just disappear in, not with those higher feckin’ evil gods being so close.

      “Both of you stay here in case she comes back,” I tell them before running out of the room and through the castle. It takes me about ten minutes before I see one of the higher gods. Gestune is filing her nails on the dining room table, listening to god awful high-pitched music. I lift my hand, letting my anger control my powers, and I shoot a bolt of green lightning into the stereo, which bursts into flames.

      “That was extremely rude, sweet little niece. If you want attention, try asking for it,” Gestune sarcastically says, sliding out of her seat and standing up tall. “What is so terribly wrong?” She speaks almost as sweetly as her sister, but she is just a tad too evil to make it work. I just now realise this is the first time we have ever spoken, and I already don’t like her.

      “Where is my best friend?” I ask, though I’m past the point of asking nicely.

      “Oh, the blonde little girl. She is with Xur and Eenta, being prepared for the final game tomorrow. Do not worry, she will only be improved,” she says. My heart pounds in my chest, remembering how truly fucked up these gods are. Mads is just human, and they are just plain evil.

      “What is that supposed to mean?” I demand.

      “You’ll see tomorrow, won’t you? The games started with you both, and it’s fitting it will end with you both as well,” she replies, trying to make sensible the fact her sister and brother have kidnapped my human best friend. I should have sent her away, made her leave. This is the second time her life has been in danger since I got back. If she is killed because of me, I will never forgive myself.

      “If you hurt her—”

      “You’ll do what exactly?” she caustically asks, walking over to me, her heels clicking against the ground until she stops in front of me. I flinch when she places a nail on my cheek, applying enough pressure to hurt but not actually break the skin. I can tell she likes to see me in pain, and that makes me more worried for Mads. “Since you’ve gotten here, you’ve ignored your true family and played happy girlfriend to more than one man. Now you’re here, so very sad and all alone. Did your plan work out the way you expected, little niece?” I don’t respond to her, and I certainly don’t admit her words hit home in a hard way. I have been spending a lot of my time with Storm and the twins, and now I don’t even know if Storm wants to be with me anymore. My heart hurts, and for a second, I’m vulnerable to her and she realises it. “Men are nothing more than tools to be used. I’ve learnt they only break your heart with their selfish ways. You are a goddess, an immortal goddess who is more powerful than she knows. You do not need them.”

      “That’s where you’re wrong. I do need them because I love them,” I say, pulling away from her. “I love them. And I love my best friend; she is my family too. If you’ve hurt one feckin’ hair on her head, I will make sure you all die.” I don’t wait for her reply as I walk out, feeling more helpless than I ever have in my life. I’ve already lost one friend; I cannot lose another.
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      “Are you okay?” Killian asks me for the tenth time since he got here this morning, but I can’t tell him the truth. I’m too worried about the game and Mads to go into what I overheard. Seth is speaking quietly with Damien, who he seems to get along with. Storm isn’t here...yet. Or maybe he isn’t even going to come here this morning, after what I heard yesterday. I tell myself it doesn’t matter, that I need to focus on Mads and winning this game with us both alive. Though, no matter how many times I tell myself that, it doesn’t sink into my hurting heart.

      “We should get going to the arena,” I suggest, because the longer I wait here, the more nervous I get. My family all quickly gather themselves and start walking out. Peyton meets my gaze, and he looks like he got as much sleep last night as I did. Which is feckin’ none.

      “I will save her,” I tell him.

      “I love her. I’ve never loved anyone like I have her. She is human, and this game isn’t meant for her to play,” he tells me what I already know. “Mads is kind and sweet. I knew this world would destroy her, but I couldn’t help love her anyway.”

      “I brought her into this world first, brother. This isn’t on you. This will be my fault if anything has happened to her,” I tell him, but I see nothing but guilt as he walks out. Killian looks to me as someone else walks into the room. Storm looks ready for war, his hair tied back into a dozen braids, his eyes firm and fixed on me as he comes to me. He lifts two familiar daggers up to me.

      “I went to find them for you. Sorry I’m late,” he says, though it’s hard to look at him.

      “I’m glad you’re here,” Seth says, and they look at each other for a moment as I take the daggers off Storm and grip them in both my hands. Storm turns his gaze to me, but I look away and walk to the door.

      “Karma, can we talk for a moment?” he asks.

      “No, I have a game to play, and my best friend needs me to win it. I don’t have time,” I coldly reply to him, to them all, as my heart still hurts from what I heard. I turn away before they can see me cry, and walk out into the corridor. Storm catches up to me, grabbing my arm and stopping me.

      “Karma...I—”

      “Please. Not now,” I whisper to him, especially because all my brothers are in the courtyard, and they might be able to hear us. I don’t want to argue with him or have him break my heart when I need to be strong.

      “We will talk after. Promise me?” Storm asks, and I look back at him for just a second. I’m so in love with him that it hurts to even see his beautiful eyes. To know he is going to make me choose and break me into a million pieces when I say I can’t. I love them too. The rumour that you can’t love more than one person at a time is utter gobshite. I know it’s true. I feel it like a jackhammer to the chest with the reality of how this might not work for us all. Seth and Killian walk to my side and just behind me. It feels like there is a wall, and Storm is the only one on the other side.

      “I promise,” I say, wishing I could read his expression. I remember the days where I only worried about my karma jobs and nothing else. Since the prison, there has never been a name on my hand. I look down at my right hand clutching the dagger, wondering if it’s because that side of my soul is completely gone. I’m not a karma goddess anymore, and frankly, I was never much good at it. I’m the child of a higher god and a karma goddess, and right now, I need to be that child of a higher god to win this game.

      I need to beat the higher gods at their own game, or I will never be free. I will never escape this life they are set to control for me. We walk in silence down to the arena, which again is full of gods littering the seats and cheering so loudly I can hear them way before I get inside the arena. Instead of a maze, there is nothing but a stone platform with stone steps going up the side. The higher gods aren’t here, but three guards meet us in the middle of the arena.

      “The higher gods wish that Karma stand alone on the platform,” one of the guards states, and he sounds pretty normal. I wasn’t expecting that.

      “Good luck. I love you, and I fully believe you can win this,” mum says, placing her hand on my cheek. Dad comes forward, not a man of many words, and kisses my forehead before going with mum.

      “Don’t die,” Damien roughly says, trying to keep a brave face on.

      “Yeah, don’t go leaving me alone with these feckers,” Hugo jokes, wrapping an arm around Damien’s shoulders and taking him to sit with mum and dad. Peyton doesn’t say anything, but he doesn’t have to. Whatever happens up there, his girlfriend and little sister are going to be fighting for their lives. The game won’t be a walk in the park. I wish I could promise I could save her, but I can’t do that.

      “When you win, I want that promise kept. Remember your powers are controlled by your emotions, and you can win this,” Storm says, and he runs his hand across my wrist in an affectionate way as he passes by me. It gives me hope that somehow we can work all this out. Seth walks over, and to my surprise, he gently kisses me. The skies instantly get darker, making me aware Storm isn’t happy. Feckin’ hell, I can’t go to a beach with him any time soon. I’d never be able to sunbathe.

      “I’m done hiding that I love you. I believe you can win this,” he firmly tells me. “Dying is not an option today.” I can’t say anything back; I have to just let my eyes do the talking. I’m terrified, and we both know it. Killian steps into the space Seth was, and before he can say anything, I wrap my arms around him and rest my head on his chest. I hug him tightly as he presses a kiss on my head and hugs me back just as much. The sound of the cheering crowd and the number of eyes on us just fades away as I lean back, and Killian kisses me like the world is ending. It feels like he is saying goodbye. I break away because I can’t let him think that way. This isn’t goodbye.

      “Go and be the goddess you are meant to be. You are Karma Kismet. Don’t forget it,” Killian tells me, and I smile at him, though the smile isn’t as sure as I’d like it to be. I walk away from Killian and up the stone steps onto the large platform. There isn’t anything up here, but there is another entrance for stairs on the other side. I walk to the middle, looking around as I try to figure out what is going on, when I hear movement. I turn to the other entrance as Xur walks up it, followed by Eenta.

      It’s the person that follows after them that almost shocks me into dropping my daggers. Mads moves to stand in the middle of them, but she looks nothing like herself. Mads once blonde hair is white, her blue eyes glow in an inhuman way, and there is a coldness to her gaze that isn’t like Mads at all. She lifts a gold sword in her hand, and blue lightning flickers out of her hand, lighting up the sword.

      “Mads?” I almost whisper, but my voice echoes enough that she hears me. She just doesn’t seem to care as she looks at Xur to speak for her. I hear Peyton shouting her name, and I glance at him for a second to see Hugo and Damien holding him down. Storm is shaking his head, looking furious, whereas everyone else I glance at looks scared.

      “I helped your human friend become a little less...well, human. I did to her what Storm’s parents once did to us as babies. She is a goddess now,” Eenta says, talking like she is extremely proud of what she has done. “Oh and, Karma, she is also immortal now. Isn’t it amazing that your friend will live out her days with you?”

      “Mads...” I ignore Eenta to stare at Mads, though every word Eenta says sticks. What have they done to her?

      “She is our puppet, not exactly conscious while we are all alive. I’ve perfected this little test over the years,” Eenta explains to me. “I will set her free once she wins this game, and you are stuck with us forever. Our little family will be complete, and you will have a friend. Isn’t this just what you wanted?”

      “You turned my best friend into a monster! Look at her, you crazy bitch!” I shout at Eenta, who looks shocked at my outburst.

      “I’m going to sit with my sister. Karma is just one ungrateful child,” Eenta says in a huff, and I try to control my dire urge to feckin’ murder her in the most painful way I possibly could. Either way, she is paying for what she did to Mads.

      “Do you recognise the sword, my sweet little Karma?” Xur says with a cruel smile as I move my eyes from Mads’s cold expression to the sword. “It was my brother’s sword. You think he left it in the stomach of your mother, as he wanted to kill you too?”

      “Why?” I finally look away from it to Xur. “Why are you so fucked up that you can’t see this is wrong?”

      “You know, it was never Neritous that killed your mother and family. It was me. Neritous never wanted his children dead; he was collecting them for some insane plan. I knew you’d be too powerful to be kept alive,” he says, and I nearly drop my daggers as the shock kicks in. It was him all this time, and my father died…no, I killed my father, when he hadn’t done anything. It’s Xur that should have died all this time.

      “I’m going to kill you,” I vow as I shake with anger.

      “The game is simple. Win the fight and get the sword off your best friend. The moment you touch the sword, its magic will break the bond. Though she will never let you touch it, and you could never beat her. I’ve watched you for weeks, you’re nothing more than a child with too many men in her life,” Xur coldly tells us, and he walks off the platform. I look to Mads, wishing I could see something in her gaze that would make me think there was any part of my friend left. She looks like a zombie. Mads lifts her sword higher and starts walking towards me as a tear falls down my cheek. I can’t fight her. Not her. Before I get a chance to think of a way to get out of this, she slams her sword straight at me, and I jump out of the way. I turn around and lift one of my daggers into the air, just as she slams the sword into it. The sword is much heavier than my dagger, and she pushes it straight towards me, the lightning burning my skin where it flickers.

      “Madison Grey, stop it! It’s me! Your best friend. I love you, and you love my brother, Peyton. Remember Peyton?” I shout at her as she pushes the sword further at me, and it’s like she can’t see me at all. I scream as the sword cuts into my shoulder as I fall to my knees, using my other dagger to try and push her off me. “MADISON!” I scream her name over and over, but she doesn’t see me. The sword cuts into my arm further, and I want to give up. I want to stop the pain and let her hurt me; maybe then no one would win this game. The higher gods would never get me or anything they want. As I stare into my best friend’s glowing eyes, I realise I can’t let her kill me. I have to fight. And I will not die by the same sword that killed my mother. I would be letting her down if I didn’t fight.

      “Fight her!” I hear Killian scream at me.

      “I’m so feckin’ sorry, Mads. This is going to hurt,” I warn her, though she doesn’t respond to me. I close my eyes, imaging the moment Jade died. The memory of the anger. I remember the visions of my mother who loved me so much, and how any future we had was stolen away by these higher gods.

      Now they want to take my best friend...and that is not happening.

      “I’m Karma Maria Kismet. Daughter of a higher god and a karma goddess...and I will not go down without a fight!” I scream as green lightning blasts up my arms, crashing into the sword and slamming into Mads’s chest. She screams as she flies off me, and I stand up. The lightning flickers around my whole body, and it feels amazing. I feel like I could do anything. Every step seems slower as I look towards the higher gods. I lift both my hands into the air, and my feet float off the ground. With a smile on my lips, I throw both the daggers at the same time. They flicker with green lightning as they each slam into the hearts of Eenta and Gestune. They gasp, reaching a hand for each other as green lightning flickers all around their bodies. Just as the tips of their fingers touch, they scream as they burst into an explosion of green lightning and dust. I turn my eyes to Xur next as I reach a hand out towards the gold sword on the floor next to Mads, who is passed out. I can’t focus on her right now.

      I need revenge. I need more power. I need this.

      The sword flies into my hand before lighting up with green lightning. Xur looks to me and then to the sword before he makes the decision to try and run away. He makes a portal, but Storm is next to him in two seconds flat, grabbing his neck and throwing him onto the dirt at my feet. Xur tries to crawl away as I step closer and stand on his cloak, stopping him escaping.

      “It sucks to feel weak. Doesn’t it?” I ask him as he grabs my ankle, and I place the tip of the sword in the middle of his chest, right above his dead, unfeeling heart. I’m going to make that heart feel something.

      “Let me go. I won’t—”

      “You know what they say, right?” I whisper, tightening my grip on the sword pressed into his chest.

      “S-stop!” he screams, but I’m past hearing his pleas. Or caring about them.

      “Karma’s a bitch.” I don’t think I will ever forget the look on his face as he dies, as I press the sword straight through his heart. I never want to forget. This is for my family, for my mother, my aunts I never got to know, and for my grandparents.

      This is for everything he has done.

      He bursts into dust as my lightning travels from my sword all over his body until I’m just holding a sword on my own. I go to look at my family, knowing we just won, but a dome of red light suddenly appears around the platform. I can see through it, but I watch as my family run into the dome wall, slamming their hands against it. Storm slams lightning into the dome at the same time the justice twins push gold power into the wall. It just does nothing.

      “Oldest daughter, I am glad we finally get to meet.” I turn slowly, gulping the fear lodged in my throat as I see a man in a cloak, holding Mads body in his arms. A red portal flickers behind him, the lightning so much like mine, but it is red.

      “Neritous Cyncus?” I ask in shock as my body shakes in denial.

      “If you want to know the truth, if you want to save your friend, come with me. You have thirty seconds to make your choice, and then the portal will close forever. There will not be another chance.” Neritous walks through the portal, never looking back once. I count the seconds down in my mind. One, two, three, four, but on number five, I know what I have to do. Mads needs me, and I need to know the truth. I look back at everyone I love once more, before turning away and running head first into the portal.

      I’m Karma Maria Kismet, and I’m finally going to find out the truth.
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      “Where is that goblin?” I roar after searching Karma and Madison’s apartment and finding nothing. The twins follow me as do Karma’s family who are all in shock. If I can find Kit, he can get me to Karma before she does something insane. Neritous cannot be trusted, and I know Karma would have only followed him to save Madison. I’m not sure if anyone can save Madison now. A human can’t be turned into a goddess without a hefty price that the world will have to pay.

      Karma’s father will use Madison to control her and make her take more of the power. If she takes too much, it will destroy her soul just like it has done his. I rush down the corridor, pushing her parents’ door open and looking inside.

      “Kit, wait!” I shout as Kit jumps into a black portal. I run as fast as I can across the room, and just as I reach my hand out, the portal disappears, and I crash into the floor. “NO!” Thunder and lightning flash against the skies as I stand up, facing Karma’s family and the twins. I tighten my hands into fists, anger rattling through my body.

      I didn’t get a chance to tell her how much I love her. No matter if she wants to keep the annoying twins around.

      I didn’t get a chance to tell her I fucking love her more than anything.

      “We will find her. No matter what,” Seth says, trying to calm me.

      “Yes, we will. When I get Karma back, I’m going to kill anyone that tries to take her from us again. Karma Kismet is ours.”
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      Book Three, A Name Like Revenge, is coming out soon.
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        Thank you so much for reading A Name Like Justice. I hope you love Karma, and her guys, as much as I do. A big thank you to my family, Helayna, Mad’s, Cora and everyone that supported me with this book!

        A special thank you goes to Mad’s for her ongoing support.

        Thank you to my wonderful Pack Leaders for everything. <3

        Once again, thank you readers for your continued support! You’re all amazing and I couldn’t do this without you guys.
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        Instagram

        Facebook

        Twitter

        Pinterest

        Sign up to my Newsletter for teasers, giveaways and more…

        Sign up here.
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        G. Bailey is a USA Today bestselling author of books that are filled with everything from dragons to pirates. Plus, fantasy worlds and breath-taking adventures. Oh, and some swoon-worthy men that no girl could forget. G. Bailey is from the very rainy U.K. where she lives with her husband, two children and three cheeky dogs. And, of course, the characters in her head that never really leave her, even as she writes them down for the world to read! 

      

        

      
        Please feel free say hello on here or head over to Facebook to join G. Bailey's group, Bailey's Pack!

        (Where you can find exclusive teasers, random giveaways and sneak peeks of new books on the way!)

        Find more books by G. Bailey on Amazon…

        Link here.
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        How far can fate make you fall?

      

        

      
        When Adelaide turned twenty, losing her parents and gaining custody of her fifteen-year-old sister were not part of her plan.

        If being a shifter in a world where her kind is hunted wasn't bad enough, she now has to protect her sister too. Adie has no choice but to move into the old house her parents left them, or risk being on the streets in a dangerous world.

        Only she didn't expect to be living next door to a strange, and very attractive, group of men who are far more than human.

        They offer her protection in exchange for keeping their reason for hiding from the humans a secret and helping them. But protection comes at a cost, and the cost is something none of them could have expected.

        A cost that’s been destined. A cost that fate has weaved for Adelaide. A cost that even princes cannot escape.

        (Her Guardians series spin-off)

        Reverse Harem

        17 +

        Link here.
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