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        I am a spy for my alphas, and I will bring the king down from within...

        After winning The Rite of Wolves, a brutal three-part test for alpha female of the Fall Mountain Pack, I was betrayed by everyone around me. I didn’t see it coming, and neither did my alphas.

        Ragnar Fall was a trick played perfectly by the angel king, and he almost destroyed the Fall Mountain Pack...until he was fooled by me. Now I’m in his world, at his side, and I’m going to get the alliances my pack needs to build an army against him.

        I was once a rejected wolf, but now I’m fighting to be their queen.

        My four mates.

        My dark alphas.

        My Hades.

        King Cenwyn will never see me coming. I am the alpha female of the Fall Mountain Pack, and I am going to start a war that will change our world.

        This is a full-length reverse harem romance novel full of sexy alpha males, steamy scenes, a strong heroine and a lot of sarcasm. This is book four in this series.
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      The frosty, blistering, and sharp cold wind slams against me as we fly through the sky, and King Cenwyn never stops as he takes his prize away.

      Me.

      I have no choice but to bury my head into his chest to defend my cheeks from the biting icy wind, even when I feel disgusted being this close to a monster. I try to pull my mind out of where I am and think about everything I need to do. I have to pretend that I wanted to come with Cenwyn, the king of the angels, and that we actually have a blood promise between us.

      Little does he know he doesn’t have a thing. I tricked him, played him, and I will be the winner of this game he started.

      I need to craft a perfect lie about who he wants me to be so he will do what I ask without thinking about it too much. He is in love with me, that I’m certain of, and I hope it makes him blind to what I’m going to be doing behind his back. It’s not something I ever wanted to do to anyone, but I’m going to play dirty, play any way I have to so I can win. I have to play the spy, and I need to save my pack. They’re the only people in this world I’d fight like this for. Despite the little bubble I’ve made in my mind to escape reality, the past still sneaks in. Everything that has happened flashes before my eyes like a bad nightmare, but it’s true.

      The last time I saw the males I love, my alphas, they were tied up with glowing blue chains.

      Powerless, tricked, destroyed.

      I hate Cenwyn so much. This angel took my Ragnar, snuck into our pack, and kissed me like he was someone I loved. He isn’t anything to me, and he is a dead male walking.

      My pack. They’re my family, and I wish I was with them. I had to leave them to save them, and I hate that I had to do it without talking to my alphas.

      We do everything together. We fight together...but now I’m on my own, and it was my only choice.

      I can’t be there for them to mourn Alpha Soren and Alpha Reine, who are probably dead. I hate that I can’t be there with them while I do this. The only good thing is that the city is protected while they sort out a shield. Even if it did come at a sharp cost. I promised away my firstborn child. I promised away my future, and I don’t know what the alphas are going to say when I tell them what I had to promise to save them and the pack. Because if I didn’t, there would be nothing left, nothing left to save and nothing left to even give away. The angel army would have destroyed my pack and killed my alphas.

      The only reason Cenwyn left, leaving only a few angels, was because he thought he had won. He had no idea of my plan and that the second he left, his angels would be locked in our city and killed outright.

      That no angel could get in without being invited.

      Our pack is the last hope this world has, and I couldn’t let that hope disappear into ashy smoke for the sake of someone that’s not even born yet. I’m not even sure if I’ll have children; we have Trey and hopefully will have Jesper soon. I straighten my back and remember who I am. I’m the alpha female of the Fall Mountain Pack. I have millions of people who need me to make smart decisions, who need me to be strong and fight for them, who need me to do absolutely everything in my power to keep them safe in a world ruled by our enemies. There was no other option, and it had to be like this. I close my eyes and remind myself that Breelyn and the trickster would have gotten to my alphas by now and killed the remaining angels within the city border. My hands itch to touch the necklace that’s around my neck, knowing one of my alphas would have the other half by now. We might be apart, but we are connected.

      No matter where we run, we will find each other again.

      I repeat our words in my mind until I can’t hear the wind around us, until I can’t hear my own fear-filled thoughts or the panic riding through my body.

      I wish I could have told my alphas everything that happened in the forest and what deals I made with the trickster. I don’t know how I’m going to tell them now and look into their eyes ever again. I didn’t just sell my future, but theirs.

      I hope they get my message and do something for me. They need to go to my old pack and destroy it before the angels do. They can save the innocent and kill him.

      The alpha who rejected me.

      He deserves far more than death, and I wish I could be there to see him die.

      I can’t leave the wolves in that pack alone to fight the angels, because they’re my people, too. I’m not going to forget where I came from or who I was in all those years. Every single bit of it is a part of me, a piece of my heart and my soul, even if it’s jaded and broken.

      It’s still a piece of me, and it cannot be destroyed, but I can be stronger because of what happened to me. I am stronger than I have ever been, and I will never be a victim again, because my alphas’ love taught me how to be strong, how to be fierce, and I won’t let them down.

      My stomach drops, and I feel like a thousand butterflies burst to life in my stomach. I’m glad I haven’t eaten in a while, as I realise we’re descending through the sky, out of the thick clouds and sheer cold wind. He suddenly dives, and the wind whistles louder in my ears. My previous flying with Callahan is the only reason I don’t throw up all over Cenwyn and myself.

      My feet slam down onto a hard ground, and I shiver from head to toe. The wind howls around the building we are in, but Cenwyn doesn’t let me go to look at anything but his chest and the thick black leather armour he wears. He holds me close, his hand on the back of my head, and I’m forced to breathe in his dry cedar and musky citrus lemon scent. I smelt it before, in the castle once, and I should have known he wasn’t Ragnar all along.

      His scent is familiar from my childhood, too. My wolf huffs in my mind, and she makes my skin itch with the urge to rip him to pieces.

      “I’ve wanted to hold you for so many years, Mai darling.”

      His voice is like a delicate whisper, a dark purr, but it does nothing for me other than make me want to get the hell away from him as soon as possible. I’m sure he actually means it, with how obsessed he has been with me all this time, but all I feel is repulsion, sickness, and disgust. He loves me to the point of obsession, and that is when it is no longer love. It’s ownership, and it’s wrong. I want this male away from me more than I want to breathe, but I can’t. I want him dead. By the Wolven gods, I’m going to try and kill him.

      He looks down at me, letting me move back a little so he can see my eyes, but not far enough for me to escape his grip. I give him a tight smile, the fakest smile I’ve done, and he smiles back, but his smile is real.

      When he finally lets me go, taking a deep breath to breathe me in first, I finally feel like I can stop lightly shaking in fear. I take a few steps back from him, needing fresh air without his scent, and his eyes lock onto mine. I remember, when we were kids, I told him his eyes look like the wheat fields outside the pack, and he didn’t like that. Because he knew I compared my alphas’ eyes to phenomenal things like the night sky, bright sunsets, and stars. I feel like his sharp eyes hold me for a long time. It’s like he’s trying to figure me out, figure out what’s going on inside my head. All I want to do is destroy him. I have to pull my gaze from his to be able to let me look around my surroundings.

      Something moves in the wind, a pebble I think, and he looks right at it. While he is distracted, I reach inside the corset of my dress and carefully slide out one of the pins into my hand, making sure he doesn’t notice my movements.

      I grip it tightly.

      “Welcome home,” he says with a manic smile, spreading his arms out. I grip the pin tighter. The urge to slam it into his neck is so strong, but I know I can’t do that. Not right now. Not unless he tries to hurt me or kiss me. Killing him won’t solve anything. Someone else, like Commander Oisean, would just take over, and he’ll just be another monster on the same throne with the same army in control of the world.

      This isn’t how we win.

      It takes everything in me to tighten my hand around the pin to the point where it’s out of view and not to lunge at him. Instead, I give myself a moment to take in my surroundings and breathe deeply to calm myself. I need to be relaxed. I need to be strong. I need to be the alpha female, because alpha females don’t give in and they don’t break, and they certainly don’t put themselves in danger by not observing where they are. I look around the room, which is a church of sorts, except the roof is gone in places and broken, but it’s been cleaned up down here. The mosaic floor is absolutely stunning with swirls and circle patterns in reds, oranges, and blues. This place is old, and it is definitely made by humans. The beauty of the floor stretches all the way down the rectangular room where one wall has a crescent-shaped stained glass window.

      It portrays some sort of angel with a white cloak, bowed head and a halo of white light. Its white wings stretch up into the painted sky, so pure and unlike the angel at my side. The humans used to worship angels. It’s hard to remember now, as I look around this place, that this church was probably made to worship them. Little did they know that the angels were going to rise up out of the shadows and completely destroy their world, enslave what is left and live in the echoes of the world they created. I wonder, if they knew all this, would they have built statues and painted the stained glass windows in their honour?

      I highly doubt it.

      I look behind me at large dark oak doors that are shiny and almost look new, but there is no other exit in here.

      I look back at the angel nearby, who is watching me like a cat watches its owner. However, in this case, I’m the cat, but perhaps I own his heart. Cenwyn is calm and, I have to admit, handsome in the sense every supernatural is. His thick brown hair curls around his forehead and ears, the ends blond, and his eyes match the tips. His skin is pale, almost glowing, and there is a faint scar on the side of his cheek. His muscular body fills out the leather uniform made for protection, and his black cloak hangs from clips on his shoulders, his wings slid through them. His wings...they are monstrous.

      What once might have been black wings have been shaped at the ends and cut into sharp dagger-like ends. It must have been painful to cut them like that. Everything else about him is polished, and only his windswept hair seems out of place for him. Like the wind personally betrayed him.

      “Why are we here?” I ask. “Don’t you want to show off your prize to your commander and everyone else in your court?”

      He smiles like a damn snake. “I wanted a moment alone with you.”

      I arch an eyebrow. “In an old church?”

      “One of my favourite places in the world,” he replies, and I believe he is telling me the truth. “My angels are outside, and we are protected. Can’t go far without them.”

      “Why would you need guards at all when you’re oh so powerful, King Cenwyn?”

      He watches me a little more sharply now. Did I hit a nerve? Oopsie. “We can’t go far without guards. Commander Oisean’s rules.”

      The king follows rules given by a commander. Interesting. I put that bit of information away for a later date, but I register deeply that Oisean is more of a threat than I thought he was. I knew he was important, because he somehow bound all of the lives to gods when our mothers were pregnant, but I wrongly assumed that Cenwyn is in charge now.

      I know I need to swerve this conversation for a time. “Why would you want a moment alone with me?”

      I try to make my voice as warm as possible, but I’m sure I utterly fail. When his eyes seem to darken, a shiver of fear snakes down my spine. “I know you love them, and I’ve just stolen you from them, so let us not play tricks. I will win your heart and have you in my bed willingly by the end of this month. I am easy to love once you get close.”

      I highly fucking doubt it.

      “Fine, no tricks,” I reply, lying my ass off. I hold my head high. “But they were weak, and I want a mate with power. I’ve never been safe, not ever, and I think you could keep me safe. Couldn’t you?”

      Every single word is a lie, but I know if I don’t play this part, I will never be able to save the pack. If the lies taint my soul, then they are worth it.

      I don’t know if he believes me, but I think maybe he might. “I will keep you safe, and you will never need to leave my bed or my side unless you’re having our heir. I’ve wanted you so long, and I knew you weren’t all good. How could you be? With the goddess you are?”

      “You know me so well, it seems,” I reply. I feel like a steel wall has been put up around my heart and my wolf, every word the very opposite of how I feel.

      He steps close, closing the space between us. “I do know you well, and I don’t believe you really know yourself yet. You don’t let her out, do you?”

      Cenwyn starts walking around me, judging me as he continues, “These gods that are trapped inside us mark our souls with theirs, and we become them. We are them. They are us. But some of us choose to actually let ourselves embrace that darker side. You haven’t, yet.”

      I hate that he’s right. I don’t let myself fully embrace the magic I have and the connection to Persephone. We may share a soul and a body, but I am not her. She is not me.

      “Which god are you, exactly?”

      He smiles as he stops in front of me. “You’ve always wanted to know that answer, haven’t you?”

      “Yes,” I reply truthfully. Knowing which god he is will make me more powerful against him. I need to find it out.

      His eyes take me in one more time, like he really can’t believe I’m here and he has me to himself. He has been chasing me and ruining my life for so long; I imagine it must feel surreal. “I was the god that your goddess was promised to once a long, long time ago.”

      I don’t have a clue who that is.

      I wish I had a whole book on Greek mythology. I definitely should have asked the library for one, but regardless, I don’t know who she was promised to. Even then, the old books we have on mythology, who knows what stories are true and what are lies. Some could be made-up legends, but only somewhere in the mix of all of it, is any of it real.

      “Tell me,” I bluntly ask him. “It’s only fair, considering you know exactly who I am. You know who my alphas are. You even know who your witch goddess is.”

      I can’t help the bitterness that leaks out of my voice. I have to cool my emotions quickly, and I chastise myself for giving him even a glimpse of them.

      “Oh,” he says softly, placing his hand on my arm. I want to rip it off with my magic and then my claws. “She did say that you thought that you two were friends. You did let her awfully close to you.” He sighs. “So naïve.”

      “I made a mistake,” I admit. “But it’s not wrong to be a trusting person. It is wrong to trick people, though, and lie. But you’ve always been good at that, haven’t you?”

      He clenches my arm tighter, almost painfully. “Not when we were kids, not to you. My family were pieces of shit, and I needed a friend, and you were there. So beautiful and pure, everything I was not. But then you chose them. You were always obsessed with them, running around after them, hiding from me. I was always on the outskirts even when I was there too.”

      I don’t say anything because I’m not sure what to say. He is right. “I had Adira. You outcasted her too.”

      “Why didn’t you just take Adira as your mate, then?”

      He laughs, and it echoes around me, like chains trapping me in. “She would have liked that as much as she loved my cock, but no.”

      “Why?” I question, avoiding the sexual reference because eww.

      “Because she’s not powerful enough,” he says, like it’s blatantly obvious. “She’s weak and useless, and I have no long-term interest in her. It’s always been you since the start. It will always be you.”

      I bite the inside of my cheek to avoid saying the million things in my head that I want to say. Like fuck off, for one.

      “Our power is matched, you and I,” he tells me. “You could be the queen of the world and I your king. Together, nothing and no one could stop us. Mates, ruling the world and fixing everything. You will never be in danger again.”

      Sounds like a disaster, seeing as I’d rather kill him first. “Cenwyn—”

      He cuts me off with a wave of his hand. “I don’t want to mate with you yet. We need to work together to bring out that other side of you. I’m determined to find a way to bring out Persephone, and I know she’ll love me like you will. She was always mad about power. That’s what became her downfall in the end, but it won’t be yours.”

      My skin prickles with awareness, like I know he’s telling me the truth. She is obsessed with power, and her demand for me to find the crown is like a ticking time bomb.

      “You want the Apple of Discord,” I snap. “Don’t lie and say coaxing Persephone out of me is because of me. It’s because you need her to tell you where it is.”

      He smirks and lets me go roughly, forcing me to stumble back. “Fine, you’re right. That power would guarantee we are immortal forever and no one could kill us. We need it. Some say Persephone made it into a crown and it became The Wolven Crown.”

      I try not to react to that knowledge. The crown and the Apple of Discord are the same? The flashback dream I had of Persephone holding the crown, mourning her unborn child’s death, flashes into my mind.

      “It could be in the pack lands,” I say.

      His eyes narrow. “You can forget about them, and it’s not. I would have felt its power.”

      He’s in my face in a second, and I swear the clouds above us seem to shake with the anger that comes with him. The ground definitely sets off a rumble under my very feet. “I don’t want to hear about them anymore. They are dead. Whatever shield they’ve got in the city cannot last long, and my angel army will slaughter them all. Be assured that they will die very soon, and you can leave your alphas in the past. You’re not theirs anymore.”

      I am always theirs.

      They are always mine.

      Not even death will part us for long. King Cenwyn certainly will not. Little does he know that shield will last a whole month because I bartered for it. It’s my shield, and I’m protecting my pack who I will never, ever forget.

      “Fine,” I reply, trying to play along because I need him to take me to his court so I can speak to his people, speak to his leaders and corrupt them. I have no doubt the Fenrir Court will side with me in a war, but I need to know whether the other courts would and what we will be facing.

      Do they like being ruled by him? Do they like having human slaves? Do they like Cenwyn in general? I have a funny feeling it’s not going to be easy, but I need to know who’s going to be against us, because we are outnumbered. Even though we have the power of the gods, he has that as well. There’s two of him and might be five of us. It’s just not going to be enough to defend the whole city and fight them. If what he says is true and Erin is stronger than I thought, then I’ve got something to worry about.

      “Very good,” he purrs as he runs his fingers down my cheek. Every finger of his feels ice cold to the touch. I hate it. Then he kisses my alpha mark on my forehead like he’s worshipping it. “Such power, my darling Mai. We are going to be so good together if you obey me.”

      I hate him.

      “I want to be safe,” I reply, because it’s not a lie, but it’s not what he thinks as he smiles. I don’t want him to keep me safe, I want the world safe from him.

      He nods and waves a hand to the doors. “Let’s leave and show you your home. You must be exhausted by this long day.”

      Exhausted from being in his company, more like.

      He pauses on his walk to the doors and turns around. “If you behave, I will reward you. Your first reward is learning that I am Zeus.”

      The king of the gods.

      The lightning god who never kept his cock in his pants.

      Dammit, why did he have to be him?

      Cenwyn continues on, and I wish I didn’t have to pretend to be interested. “I control elements, and I can bring lightning down to strike anybody I wish.”

      I’m sure he can do more than that, but I know he isn’t going to share everything so soon. “Thank you.”

      “Good girl,” he replies with a nod.

      Despite the fact I want to throw one of my pins through his horrible chest and watch him bleed out, I force myself to walk after him towards the doors. My wolf cries out for me to shift, to let her do the same. For a second, I imagine my wolf jumping through the air and ripping him to pieces.

      But I have to let it go. I have to be smart and tell my wolf to wait. We will kill him, but not right now. It’s not a good or smart idea. I keep the pin in my hand just in case as I follow him out of the big double doors and into the cold fresh air outside the church. It’s on a cliff hill with dozens of stairs leading down to the start of a massive city with tall castle walls built around it. It’s a fortress in every sense, and there doesn’t seem to be a way out of it without flying.

      Of course, it’s an angel city, but I don’t just sense angels here. There are human scents mixed in, too. I want to hate the city, but the view really is spectacular from up here and across the angry ocean. The waves crash against the wall, but the city itself is lit up from light within the buildings. The sky is full of angels, some so high they look like birds, and higher still, dots. It’s bitterly cold, even in the sunlight, and I now know that breeze is coming from the sea. Snow flutters through the air, and one lands in my outstretched hand, and I close my palm around it.

      Snowflakes are never trapped, but they easily break. I won’t be one. Not here. Not ever again. The stone steps are immaculate with big marble banisters that go all the way around and end in winged angel statues . I’m pretty sure they’re human-made and stolen, like the humans stole the world from them. At the bottom of the steps are two humans in rags that don’t hide much of their bodies. They must be freezing. I try not to stare at them too long, but once I see their scars, some old and new, covering their nearly blue bodies, it’s hard not to. Their heads are bowed, and their hands are in gold chains that match the gold collar around their neck with a number written on it. The chains remind me of the blue magical chains that the alphas were tied up in, and I can’t help almost letting out a cry at the sharp pain that blisters in my heart. That is not going to be the last time I see them. I’m determined it won’t be. This plan will work, and if it doesn’t, I have a plan to just get the hell out of here: Callahan.

      I won’t be Cenwyn’s mate or his plaything.

      There’s a lot riding on this, on me, and I don’t have a lot of time. I let myself briefly think of Ragnar as I walk down another set of stairs. My alphas must have gotten him out, but does he even remember me? Erin said there is a creature who lives in the prisons and feeds off the minds of the prisoners until they don’t know who they are. What on earth has that place done to him all this time?

      Cenwyn looks back at me, and he smiles. I can’t smile back while I’m thinking of Ragnar, and I turn my eyes down, still watching his expression in the corner of my eye because I’m never truly going to take my eyes off him when we are close. He is a danger to this world and especially to me. Cenwyn doesn’t seem to care. Maybe he is just happy I’m here. I’ve got to convince him that there’s a chance for us, because that’s the only way I’m going to get him to do exactly what I want.

      We walk down a stone path, and I see dozens of humans, every one of them on their knees, with their heads bowed. The second they see us, they drop whatever is in their hands: baskets, clothes, anything. It hurts my heart to look at them, and I try not to because I know I need to make myself stronger. I know I need to focus. Otherwise, the whole world is going to be in his chains. He’s more than a villain. He’s just pure evil.

      What he’s done to this world and the millions that have died...he deserves to die for it. What he did to my alphas…well, he’s going to die because of that.

      We head around the corner and come to a massive pair of steel gates and a staircase that leads down. We head down the stairs, and it starts to get warmer as we come into a big, open room with a brick fireplace with large black marble balls in the centre of the fire. The room seems like it’s been built into the cliffside, and all the walls are made of glass with two archways, which I presume are for angels to fly in and out. The room is empty, and there’s two corridors leading away with cave walls that have been smoothed down. They are lit up with spotlights, like this room is too.

      “A very rich human, a millionaire I believe, built this beautiful house into the cliffside underneath the ruins of a stone castle and village. I came here when I was a kid, and Oisean lived here his whole life,” he explains to me.

      That must have been when Cenwyn went missing and came back connected to his god and changed for the worst.

      “The human slaves and a few of our kind live up top with them. Most of us live down here in the cave system that he built. It’s mostly made of glass, and it’s really quite beautiful,” he states. “You will be happy here.”

      “It’s cold and empty,” I whisper, because it is. It’s cold, and it’s horrible. Hades’s castle that he built all those years ago was warm all the time and alive, and it felt welcoming. This place is dead, and I just want to leave.

      “Soon, it won’t feel this way,” Cenwyn whispers to me, too close for my liking. I freeze when Erin comes into the room, her heels clicking against the tiles. I don’t know how I didn’t feel the power from her before when it is so strong now. She must be powerful if she hid it from me for so long. It leaks into the world around her with every step, and I feel like it always clashes with my own power.

      It also doesn’t feel right. Like it’s not meant to be here. That she isn’t.

      Erin doesn’t bow her head when she stops in front of us, in front of her king. She’s wearing a simple black dress that wraps around her, showing off her curvy figure. Her long black hair is now braided and held up in a bun above her head, and her sharp gold eyes lock onto mine. She watches me carefully before turning to Cenwyn and inclining her head. That tells me a lot about her. She doesn’t really respect him. I can see it, and she’s young. Perhaps there’s a bit of teenage rebellion in her that I can work on. Hopefully. She really can’t believe all this rubbish about who the angels are and that they didn’t take her from her pack.

      She is a wolf in a city of angels.

      She is a goddess who has been lied to her whole life.

      “Father is expecting you, Cenwyn,” she coldly says, none of the warmth I usually found with Erin as the servant. She is either a really good actress or some of it was real. “I will escort your female to her rooms. I’m sure she wishes to rest after all the excitement.”

      “Thank you.” He nods to her and turns to me. “I will catch up with you later, my darling.”

      He leans over and kisses my lips. I try not to flinch back away from him, as I feel nothing. He looks at me one more time, like he’s not sure whether I’m going to disappear, before his wings spread out as he jumps in the air and flies out of one of the archways.

      I hear a bit of a shuffle of feet behind me, and I turn to see four guards in a line waiting for us. I ask her the same question I asked Cenwyn, to see if I get a different answer. “You’re so powerful, and I don’t see why you need guards.”

      “Because you have a pin in your hand and two more in your dress. I made it, remember?” she replies. “And because no one moves in this castle without guards. You’ll get used to them. They’re silent and they don’t say anything because they’ve had their tongues removed by my father.”

      I look back at the guards, and I immediately feel sorry for them. It’s no way to live life, and they can’t say a word anyway to protest it. Perfect guards for a monster like Cenwyn. Erin starts walking away, and I take my cue to follow her down into the cavern corridors. I walk at her side, refusing to walk behind her.

      “He’s not your father, by the way,” I remind her. “You’re all wolf and part goddess, like me, and they’re lying to you. You look far too smart to be used by males for their bidding.”

      “You know nothing about me,” she sharply says. “My father brought me up when my mother abandoned me, and my old pack didn’t want to care for me. They left me to die!”

      “I think you’re from the same pack that I was,” I start as she storms ahead, hurrying around corridors and corners, past dozens of rooms. “And I know they wouldn’t have abandoned you. Oisean is a liar, and you are a goddamn wolf!”

      I grab her arm, and she turns on me before I tell her, “You are betraying your own blood by siding with them!”

      Her eyes start to softly glow. “They are my family, and they care for me. Blood or not. As for your pack, your race, they didn’t look after you and protect you, did they? They sent you to fight to be their mate and then let you get kidnapped by the angel king. You can do better than them.”

      She pulls out of my grip and keeps walking. We both know it didn’t go down like that, and I wanted to fight in that rite. They never made me. One word and they would have ended the rite in a second, but they respected me enough to consider I wouldn’t want that. As for not protecting me...they were blindsided. So was I. So was the entire pack.

      “You don’t know anything about the real world or the reasons I did that. Erin—” I pause as she opens a door and slams it in my face. I open it and start following her down a staircase. “They keep you locked up in here as their weapon, don’t they? Have you ever been free?”

      “They didn’t keep me locked up when they sent me as a spy to look after you,” she retorts at the bottom of the staircase.

      “But Cenwyn was always there, right? So you never really were alone. You were always watched. You want to be free? They won’t give you that. Ever,” I tell her.

      “Shut up!” she shouts at me.

      “No,” I reply, shaking my head. Her magic flickers around her skin, dark and ancient, and mine responds to the threat. She glows silver and gold, the two mixed together. “You’re a trained wolf they have tied up. It’s sad because apparently you have the power to free yourself but—”

      Her magic is beautiful, really, but it feels all wrong as it crashes straight to me like an arrow, but I expected it. My green magic comes out in a wave and slams against hers. The magic seems to meet in the middle, green, silver and gold mixing together right before it explodes. We both go flying in the air, and my back slams against the steps before I slide down a few. I gulp in pain as I slide down a few more steps, scraping all my arms. I look over to see Erin has gone through the door, breaking it, and is lying in a heap on top of the door. She sits up and we look at each other, the guards still and silent in the stairway above. They are apparently not here to stop us from hurting each other with magic.

      “I’m not allowed to fight you, so stop being a bitch,” she commands.

      “You couldn’t think of a better word for a shifter, could you?” I reply, standing up even when my body protests. “You think bitch is the worst thing I’ve been called in my life? I was literally a foster kid in a pack where females were nothing but breeding machines. You really have no imagination and are going to need to do better next time you insult me.”

      “I don’t know how I convinced you we were friends,” she mutters as I walk to her. “I never once liked you.”

      We both pause as two angels walk past carrying bundles of clothes, and they both bow low to us and the guards.

      They quickly move, and I notice right away they are twins, identical and very pretty. They almost look familiar, but they are gone too quickly for me to think of who they look like.

      “You haven’t told them about The Wolves of Mnemosyne or how you told me about the prisons where Ragnar was. Why not?”

      She pauses and glares at me. “Just...just stop!”

      “Why?” I demand as she walks away from me again. “You don’t make any sense. Whose side are you on?”

      She comes to a sudden stop and points to the door next to us. “Your room’s here.”

      “You haven’t answered me,” I remind her.

      Erin turns to me and frowns. “I don’t know why I didn’t tell my father or the king. I should.”

      I shrug a shoulder, even when inside I am dying to beg her not to. If she tells them, they will know who is protecting the city, and I think it’s risky. The trickster is only on my side when he feels like it. “I think if you wanted to, you would have, and I think a part of you knows you’re living a lie. Wake the fuck up before it’s too late, Erin.”

      I open the door and walk in, leaving her staring at me in the corridor. The second the door closes, I fall to my knees and try not to cry. I shake on the floor for just a moment before I force my shaky legs to make me stand up.

      Alpha females don’t kneel, and they don’t break.
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Henderson Fall

      “Where the fuck is my brother?”

      Silas’s roar echoes down the corridor as I walk towards the throne room after leaving my mother in her bed with the surrounding healers working frantically to bring her back to us. She hasn’t woken up since the attack, but the healers suspect she doesn’t want to wake up in a world without her true mate.

      Fuck, do I understand that. It’s been eight hours since Mai was taken.

      Eight. Fucking. Hours.

      The castle, once warm and homey, is empty. Cold and silent. The attack changed all of us and scared our people. The angels hurt them, broke into their houses, and killed their females while Cenwyn took ours. He was making a point, and my city has felt it.

      We have felt it.

      I clench my hands into fists so tight to stop myself from losing control. I want to burn the world down for taking her from me.

      At this moment, with how I feel, I could. I so easily could.

      Silas starts shouting again, and this time I feel our power react, challenging to him even if our bond is silent. It wasn’t Cenwyn who silenced our bond; it was something else, and I suspect it will come back when we become the official alphas of Fall Mountain Pack.

      But not without our alpha female here.

      Mai. Our Mai.

      My chest hurts and I feel...disappointed with myself. We failed her, and she had to fight for us.

      Every second, every minute, every hour that passes that we’re not with her feels like hell and almost like it’s not worth breathing. I’ve felt this way before, when we lost her and couldn’t find her, and I never wanted to go back to that. I push the door to the throne room open, the wood creaking in protest as I walk inside. There are five aged males, each with short grey hair, and all of them are wearing royal clothes, which suggests they work for us but are not guards. Royal Advisors perhaps. Their heads are bowed in submission as Silas paces in front of them.

      I’m a mess, but Silas... He is worse. Mai being taken by Cenwyn broke something inside of him, and I feel like he is a ticking time bomb about to explode at any second. The only person who could stop him is not here.

      I glance over to see Valentine by the wall, his arms crossed and his expression tense. I’m just glad to see he doesn’t have a bottle in his hands, because the last thing we need is him spiralling out of control.

      Fuck, this is all going so wrong.

      Valentine gives me a look, warning me that Silas is not in a good place. No shit, Sherlock.

      “We—we still haven’t gotten any information on Alpha Heir Ragnar. He’s gone,” the male on the far right blurts out, his hands shaking, and he is crying. “My sweet daughter was murdered by that imposter, and we were tricked. My sweet, kind girl.”

      His cries echo around the room as I walk to my brother. These males can’t tell us anything we don’t already know. My brother is missing. Gone. Just like Mai, but a little worse, as we don’t have a clue where he was taken. The prison guards say Ragnar was taken from the prison merely hours before we got there, but we don’t understand by whom. They said an angel took him, but I highly doubt that it would be just any angel. He couldn’t have been taken by Cenwyn, because he was with us and Mai, and then he flew off immediately afterwards. The timing means Ragnar was still here when he left and the city border went up. Cenwyn might have sent one of his angels to go to the prisons and get him out. All the rest of the angels were murdered in the city the minute the shield went up by The Wolves of Mnemosyne. They would have said if they found an angel with Ragnar. It doesn’t make any fucking sense, and the fact we can’t find him makes us more of a failure than before. The Wolves of Mnemosyne are still lurking around our city like the foreign invasion that they are. They are easy to spot; they all have gold coats of fur, and all of them are male.

      They saved us all, and that won’t be forgotten easily. I would feel like we owe them a great debt if their alpha hadn’t already cashed in on it. They’ve taken something from Mai, and I’m going to get it back and figure out a way to destroy the trickster for using our mate like that. Not that she’s our mate yet, but she will be.

      I have to trust her to do this, to follow her plan, even if I hate it. It’s extremely hard not to follow our instincts and rip the world apart to find her again. I feel like every single time we get close to her, every single time we’re close to mating and being together, it is stopped. The female we’ve always wanted as our mate is ripped away from us time and time again. It’s like the world never wants us to be together.

      Screw the world, because she’s ours.

      She always will be.

      We will be anything she wishes, and right now, she needs us to be her wolves and follow her orders.

      If she were here, I’d kiss the fuck out of her for being so strong.

      “Anything else you have to add?” Silas growls and snarls.

      “We told you a man came in with long black hair, and he was an angel. He had black angel wings that left black dust on the ground. I’m sorry. We can’t tell you much more,” the crying man whimpers.

      Another one of them clears his throat. “He knocked all of us out rather quickly with his glowing yellow sword. He moved faster than anything I’ve seen before, and he took the man. Carried him out on his shoulder. I remember seeing it before I fully passed out. We didn’t know who he was, but he felt powerful.”

      Silas shouts like the gods above can hear his fury and starts throwing around the various vases and statues like they are nothing more than paper.

      He has completely lost it.

      I look at the elders. “Get out. Now!”

      Each of them climbs to their feet and runs out of the room as quickly as they can, some of them shifting into their wolves halfway to make them run faster. They leave the door wide open, and Valentine shuts it, leaving us together in the room to watch as Silas wrecks everything in sight.

      “You wanna stop this?” I ask Valentine.

      Silently, he sighs and walks across the room. Silas immediately swings his fist at Valentine, but he catches it and slams him to the floor. They both wrestle for a bit, punching and kicking as I wait for them to fight it out.

      Eventually, Silas calms and pushes Valentine back before holding up his hands. “Fuck, that’s enough.”

      “Good,” Valentine comments, wiping blood off his cracked lip. “You need to snap out of it. We have shit to do for our alpha female. If I can hold it together for Mai, you sure fucking can.”

      “Enough,” I coldly say, and they both turn to me. “Our brother is missing, our mate is with our enemy, and our pack is in danger. We don’t have time to argue. We need to be alphas. We need to be stronger than we ever have been.”

      “We need to be Hades,” Silas states. “No more pushing him out, no more resisting the urge to use our powers. We need to show Cenwyn who he is fucking with. He isn’t the only god in this world.”

      “Agreed,” I say. “Mother isn’t awake, and we can’t leave the city without an alpha or alpha female for any period of time. The people are scared, and we might end up saving them only for them to flee the city and get themselves killed.”

      I pause and rub my chin. “But Mai gave us a mission through the Trickster, and we will not fail her. It was one of the only things she asked us to do. She wanted us to go back to the Ravensword Pack, destroy it, and bring the innocent here or tell them to hide.”

      “I have spoken with the trickster, and we have a way out and to the train. We might have trouble running it without those bastard triplets, but we can do it,” Valentine tells me.

      “Don’t tell me you made a deal with that fucker?” I ask, but Valentine doesn’t respond. I blow out a frustrated breath. “She’s risking absolutely everything, and we’re going to risk it all as well and do what she asks.”

      “I want to kill that fucker that hurt her,” Silas growls.

      Get in line, brother.

      “Which one of us should stay?” I ask. All of us look at each other because none of us particularly wants to stay here anymore. This place is empty and cold without her. It’s like a shell. Nothing here. Nothing worth living for, to us anyway. The door is knocked twice, and Valentine shouts for whoever it is to come in. No one would bother us unless it’s someone we were close to. I left Trey with his guards and maid, who he seemed happy to be with. Phim walks in, followed by Breelyn, who is somewhat free at the moment, though I catch her eyes looking around the room like she’s waiting for someone else to appear.

      “The forest has only left one body, the female Tualla, at the doors. We haven’t seen or heard from Adira, but if she were dead, her body would be there according to what has happened in previous rites,” Phim states, straight to business, one of the many reasons I trust her. Trusting anyone is difficult right now with what has happened.

      Adira might still be alive, and I wish she wasn’t. Any loyalty we had to her is gone and buried after she hurt Mai on the train. I hated that I had to pretend to even be her friend to learn what she was up to.

      “We are leaving in the morning,” I tell them both. “We have business in the Ravensword Pack.”

      Phim and Breelyn look at each other. From a look, they seem to be on the same page. It must be a female thing. Men can’t do that. They were from there as well as Mai, and they all faced unspeakable cruelty at the hands of that pack. It makes me want to leave right now and get to work.

      “We’re just deciding which one of us is going to stay,” Valentine murmurs. “This city needs an alpha, though we will not be taking the power of alpha until Mai’s back. She’s our alpha female, and she must be at the ceremony.”

      “You have time,” Breelyn reminds me. “He won’t go back on his word, and his magic...it’s ancient. Strong.”

      “What is he?” I ask her outright. “I’ve heard rumours and stories since we were kids of The Wolves of Mnemosyne and the trickster that is their alpha. All I know is he always wins, and his deals are always better for him.”

      She looks nervous and gulps. “I wish I could tell you more about them, but everything is shrouded in secrecy. I’ve been sworn not to say or speak words about things that have happened while I was there, but I can only tell you that they’re good. I promise you that.”

      “Mai trusts you, and you made a risky sacrifice in her honour. I would like for you to be one of our betas and swear into our pack. You have earnt this,” I say.

      Her cheeks redden. “Thank you, alpha. That would be an honour.”

      “Betas and omegas coming right up. All we need is our girl back,” Phim says, trying to make light of it, but I can see it in her eyes. She is worried about her sister. We all are. Mai is the bravest female I’ve ever met, but even for her, this might be too much. She has no one to fall back on there and no one on her side.

      “Callahan will bring her back,” Silas states.

      “He hated her when he left. I don’t like that we have to trust him at all,” Valentine reminds us.

      “Why would he hate her?” Breelyn asks, shock marking her tone.

      “Because she lost you,” I say, and her eyes widen, her cheeks redder than ever before.

      “What an idiot he is,” she mutters.

      “I told you not to fall for that one,” Phim tells her, knocking her shoulder. Breelyn shakes her head at her, and I think about it for a moment. Maybe he loves her too. Time will only tell, but if he doesn’t come back with Mai, Breelyn or not, I’m going to rip his wings off.

      “Phim, would you come to the Ravensword Pack with us?” Valentine asks her. “You know the pack lands better than we will.”

      “Yes,” she quickly answers. “Where you fight, so do I. Plus, I’ve been dying to go back. There are a few wolves I want to teach a lesson to.”

      The look she gives us tells me exactly what lesson she will be teaching. The lessons I taught her on torture, I expect.

      I might watch, maybe give some pointers if there is time.

      “We’re taking a hundred of our best wolves,” I state. “And once we get to the alpha and take the throne, the rest should be so scattered it will be easy pickings. Most will submit to us, or we will make them.”

      “They’re quite loyal to him, but they are weak and untrained. The alpha spends more time drinking and fucking than he does sorting out his army,” Phim tells me.

      “The betas are going to put up a fight, but I doubt many will stand by him when it comes down to it. Most value their lives over their alpha,” Breelyn states.

      “Those who oppose us die,” Silas says, his voice empty of mercy.

      “We will carry on with any duties around the castle,” Phim says and inclines her head. Breelyn does the same before stepping back, and they both walk out, leaving us in silence. None of us have known what to say to each other since we woke up. It’s been difficult. Excruciating. I think all of us were completely blindsided in that chapel. We were praying for Mai to get through the rite to the gods, and part of the ritual means we have to drink water from the shrine. But of course, it was poisoned by Cenwyn. I didn’t notice Ragnar not drinking until it was too late. Whatever he poisoned us with, our magic was gone with our senses, and it instantly took us out. It weakened our body, and we could barely call any magic up or fight or do anything. Just as it was wearing off, he found the magical chains to tie us with and dragged us from the room. We were dragged like dogs across the castle, our home. He forced us to watch as he killed Alpha Soren and nearly killed my mother.

      He’s going to pay for all of it.

      I’m going to fucking kill him.

      I won’t ever forget seeing Mai walk into the room, strong and almost regal. She walked in, looking more beautiful than I’ve ever seen her. Her blonde hair was down past her waist in locks of curls and looked like it had been freshly washed. Her skin was glittering, and alpha marks were all over her. I could see them peeking out of her dress, and I can’t wait to strip her down and kiss every mark and every inch of her. On her forehead was a beautiful alpha moon mark with swirls above her eyebrows, around the sides and down to her cheeks. She had more markings on her than my mother ever did, and it shows how rightfully she was meant to be alpha female of this pack.

      She is perfect. She is ours.

      But then it all just went so horribly, horribly wrong. My brothers and I were broken by it, and our first job is to protect our female always.

      But we failed.

      Our female is protecting us, and when we get her back, it will be us fighting together. We’re going to be together, and we’re going to burn this entire world down until we find her, because I am done with Mai being taken from us. I feel Hades’s power in my fingertips, my anger making it so much stronger. Ragnar might not be here, but I can feel him with the bond, like a feather floating in the breeze that I can’t catch or connect to at all. I don’t know where he is, but he’s going to come back to us. He’ll come back to Mai. I know that. Silas pulls out the necklace that the trickster gave us and holds it in the air.

      We all stare at it like the lifeline that it is. It’s the only connection to Mai we have left. It’s a magical necklace with the power to make it seem like you’re in the room with the other person holding the matching necklace.

      I didn’t think Silas would let it go, but he hands it to Valentine. “You should stay and keep this. It’s safer, considering where we are heading. I’ve definitely got some anger issues that I want to work out by ripping a load of wolves to shreds, and Henderson is the diplomat for when I’m done. Ragnar is alive, and he will find his way to us. If Cenwyn had him, we’d know by now and whoever has him would have sent a blackmail attempt if they weren’t on our side.”

      “You’re not going to be having all the fun, brother,” I say.

      He doesn’t smile back.

      Valentine closes his hand around the necklace and nods. He will stay here and protect the pack.

      A part of me wants to take the necklace myself and stay, to be selfish because I’d get to see her...but I can’t.

      I hate that I can’t.

      There goes the world, ripping me apart from her once again.

      “Tell her—” Silas pauses. “Tell her we are proud of her and to be strong. Tell her to kill him if he hurts her. Tell her...”

      He doesn’t need to say the words, but we all know them.

      “Of course,” Valentine says to him, but he is already moving.

      Silas walks out of the room seconds later, and I’m sure he needs to blow off some steam with his wolf. “We need Mai back.”

      “We all do,” Valentine tightly replies. Valentine never shows much emotion to us, and hearing the raw pain in his voice hurts me. I want to fix everything for him, but the truth is, I feel what he does. “Let him take his anger out on that pack. It will help him to destroy those who hurt Mai.”

      “Are you going to be okay here?” I ask. “You can’t spiral. They need you. Mai does.”

      “I can’t promise that I’m never going to touch a drink for the rest of my life. It’s an addiction.” He pauses, and I know it’s likely one of the first times he has admitted it. “But even when Mai was gone and we were hurt, I didn’t want to drink. I don’t want to drink, and I believe I will not. I’m not going to be my parents. They lost everything, including my sister. I will be different.”

      “I’m proud of you,” I firmly tell him. “And even if you do slip and fall, you can be damned sure you’re not going to be alone. I will drag you out of it, and so will Mai. You aren’t alone, and I failed you by letting you deal with it alone before Mai came back. I shouldn’t have.”

      “Nothing would have stopped me,” he admits. “Even Mai being here didn’t stop me at the start. I had to learn to fight for myself. To want to be stronger than what my mind convinces me I am.”

      “You’re an alpha,” I remind him. “You’re a fucking god.”

      “Damn straight,” he replies. “Now go and fucking destroy that pack in her honour.”

      “With pleasure,” I respond, patting his shoulder before leaving. I will see Valentine again before the morning, and I can ask him to keep a close eye on my mother until she wakes up. She will wake up.

      I head down the corridors of the old ancient castle, a few lined with so many old books that I can barely see the wooden shelves in the clutter. Countless maids have tried to clean up the books and make space, but they just turn themselves back into this every morning. The castle is alive, that I am certain of, and I hope it’s still here for years to come. For a moment, I imagine Mai running down these corridors with a few of our children around her, their laughs echoing around.

      The castle groans, almost like it can read my thoughts and wishes for the same thing, too. I have a sneaking suspicion the house loves my mate as much as we do, and it would make sense, being that Hades literally built this place. Maybe he put some of his magic into the walls, to be forever alive and forever loving her.

      She will come back here, and I will fight for that future. One day, it won’t be a simple fantasy daydream, but a reality. I find a balcony that overlooks the waterfall, and I pause, needing a second to breathe in air and not fixate on the fact that I just want to rip the world apart till I find her.

      I grip the banisters tightly, squeezing them under my palms as I watch the water fall down so softly, the opposite to how I feel inside. I wonder if I could borrow some of the calmness from the water, to soothe me.

      I’m surprised when I hear him. I rarely hear Hades outside of my dreams, but this time I do, so clear, like he’s right there next to me. His power is completely and utterly controlling my body for a moment, and I can feel his anger, his worry and panic like it is my own.

      “Our queen is cunning and fierce. Be ready for her return and the army she brings at her call. The war is coming.”

      In a blink, he is gone, and his power still echoes through my blood. I knew Mai was coming back, and this is a warning that we need to get moving to the Ravensword Pack quickly. She will need us soon. Mai’s the most important thing to Hades and me. He didn’t seem to think she was in danger or hurt, or he would have said. I don’t think Cenwyn will hurt her. If I did for a second, I’d be there. No. I saw him pretending to be Ragnar, and I think he loves her in his own warped way. He’s possessive of her, jealous of anyone close to her, and he will keep her close. The idea of him even touching her makes me want to rip every inch of him to shreds. But that sickness he thinks is love will keep her safe. He might be so obsessed that he won’t notice what she’s doing while she’s there. Our little spy, something I never thought that she would be. Mai could be our only hope of saving the entire world. I hear a slight ringing noise right before something small lands next to me.

      I look over to see the strange little fairy thing that lives in the library. I don’t know if she is a fairy or gods above know what, but she looks like one but missing wings. She is the size of a doll, and her grey hair looks like a curtain around her shoulders. She is wearing a weird blue dress with dozens of stripes on it and a bandana around her head to match.

      She sits on the banister, looking at me with those strange eyes of hers. I’ve met her a few times, and she never actually talks to me. Just stares. My brothers say she is the same with them, and Silas states she is always in his room after he has a shower.

      Creepy little thing.

      “My name’s Dot. If you don’t remember,” she says. Her voice is sweet and childlike, no doubt to lure some unlucky fool into thinking she is harmless. Being small doesn’t equal safe.

      “I am not in the mood for a chat with a fairy,” I reply and look away from her at the waterfall.

      “Hades’s soul, I don’t care what you wish for,” she replies.

      “I have a name, and it’s Henderson.”

      “Yes, but who cares about that?” she replies. Dot stands up in little flat shoes and walks across the banister. It’s harder to ignore her when she stops in front of me. I let go of the banister and step back.

      I sigh and rub my forehead, a headache beginning. “What do you want?”

      “I have a secret for you, alpha.”

      The way she calls me alpha is almost patronizing. I really want to throw her into that waterfall.

      “And why would I want to know a fairy’s secret?”

      “One, I’m not a fairy,” she replies with a disgusted tone. “Two, for Astra.”

      It takes me a second to realise she is using Mai’s middle name. One of them anyway. “Mai?”

      “Yes,” she replies with a smile. “Aren’t you going to say please and beg me to tell you? You’d do anything for her, wouldn’t you?”

      “What is it then?” I bite out, my patience with this creature gone.

      She giggles. “One of the seven is in the Ravensword Pack. You will see it or feel its power. You should definitely get it and bring it back.”

      “The seven?” I question. What the hell is that? The only thing I can think of is how there were seven children born with gods’ souls, but that isn’t true anymore. There was an eighth, the witch Erin.

      “Each of those seven weapons are a clue.”

      “What weapons?” I ask.

      She gets a little sparkle in her eyes. “Do as you’re told, alpha, and it might save her in the end.”

      “How could I possibly trust that you want to save her at all?”

      “Why would you think I wouldn’t?” she counters.

      Honestly, I don’t have a clue either way. No one knows what she is or where she came from. Hades might.

      “What are you?” I demand.

      She looks up at me with her strange white eyes. Her eyes are all white which makes it even creepier.

      “What are you?” she mimics me. “Alpha wolf or god?”

      “Both,” I reply.

      “I find it so interesting that you think you’re part of him. One soul can only be one soul. You could split a soul a thousand ways, and it still can be only one person. Perhaps it’s time you start looking at yourself as one person and using the power the same way. Aren’t you tired of sitting on the sidelines and watching other people fight for you, alpha?”

      Then, she’s gone in a burst of gold light, leaving me with a vague secret and a new threat to worry about. I don’t trust Dot, and I won’t for a second let her close to Mai until she tells us what she is. I growl before heading straight to the training rooms.

      I’m going to find a hundred wolves, all good fighters, and then I’m going to destroy the Ravensword Pack for every single time they hurt my female.
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      I lie in bed looking up at the plain ceiling above me, and I almost forget where I am for a second. I can imagine myself back in Darkland Castle with the beautifully painted ceilings and my alphas all around me, filling the room with their warmth. But it’s a lie I’ve created for myself to escape the reality of my situation, and at some point, I need to sit up. The bed itself is extremely comfy, and it’s not what I expected when I first saw it. It’s one gigantic grey board that has a built-in mattress, and it’s extremely low to the ground with a tiny headboard. There are little side units made of glass, and above the bed are three neon red lines for lights. This is such a human-created world, and it feels untouched in here. The only part I think I’ll like is the massive and expensive shower room to the side. My clothes stick to me like a second skin, and I place my fingers on my forehead, over the alpha female marks. With everything that has happened, I haven’t had a chance to really take in the fact that I won The Rite, and I am going to be their mate. I was once a rejected female wolf, with no title or power and nothing but darkness for memories. Until I washed up on their beach and my world changed.

      I changed.

      The room shakes now and then, like the wind is furious with the cavern and wants to blow it out of the hill altogether. The glass cabinet rattles with the movement, and I eye the various colours of many dresses inside it. The colours of the dresses stored in the glass don’t mix with the utterly spotless white fur rug in front of a long mirror. There are no windows in this room, and part of me is glad there isn’t. The temptation to jump out of one of the windows would be too much. Plus, with angels flying about, who knows who is watching me. I hear guards outside my room, but I think they are pointless when the door is laced with Erin’s magic. There isn’t even a handle on the door, and every time I go near it, it pushes me away. I could use my powers, but with how our magic exploded before, I don’t think it’s a good idea. I look away and to my boots by the door, where Morganis is hidden.

      I don’t think it’s wise to carry her around in this revealing dress, and no one is going to look at my boots.

      Hopefully.

      The polished stone walls are so smooth, and I briefly wonder if I should shift and run my claws all the way down it. A yawn escapes my mouth, and I rub my tired eyes, fighting off the need to sleep. I’ve lain in this bed for hours, unable to sleep and not caring much to close my eyes at all.

      It’s a mix of fear and overthinking my plans that makes sleep seem so far off. I breathe in the citrus scent that clings in the air, but it does nothing to comfort me.

      I know he isn’t going to kill me or hurt me, because it wouldn’t make any sense, but I know that I can be hurt in far worse ways than just being killed. I need to be extremely careful. I’m going to guess it’s morning when the door opens and Cenwyn himself walks in. He is wearing a dark red shirt with black buttons, and it’s tucked into tight black trousers. His sleeves are rolled up, and his shiny shoes squeak on the floor with every step. I try not to recoil from him when his scent hits me, a mixture of his desire and all Cenwyn. My wolf instinctively rises to the surface and itches to get out.

      He runs his eyes up me, focusing on my chest for a second too long before meeting my eyes. His changing scent makes my stomach feel twisted. He looks almost human as he stands there with his wings gone, but he is too unnatural in the way he stands, his eyes too bright and glowing like gold.

      “Good morning, my darling Mai,” he offers, and I clench my teeth hard. I can’t say anything. “Not much happens in my home, but lucky for you, we’ve got a full day planned with your introduction to my inner court. There are others who aren’t here, but most are, and I can’t wait to show you off.”

      Inner court? I need to learn about these people, how many there are and what connection they have to the armies. Do they have men to fight for just them and how many?

      I don’t say anything as I sit up and watch him as he walks around the room, looking so pleased with himself. “I’ve been away a long time, so it might be boring for a moment for you. Females struggle with such important business.”

      I bite the inside of my cheek. “I will be happy to see your inner court.”

      “Good,” he replies, and he sounds pleased.

      “What are inner court members called? I’m aware your leaders in the courts around the world you made are called viscounts of each area.”

      His eyes spark with interest. “So, you researched and learnt about the world I made?”

      The world he destroyed and built on ashes of humans. But I can’t correct him.

      “Yes,” I reply. “I wanted—want—to learn about this world. I was trapped behind walls for a long time.”

      “Ah, that,” he hums. “Being the alpha female of a large pack gives you more power. It was difficult for me to have you on that Ravensword alpha’s arm, but it was the only way I could see you getting the power you need.”

      “I’m already powerful, thanks to Persephone,” I remind him.

      He smiles. “Yes and no. You needed to be blessed by the Wolven gods. The only way known is The Rite of Wolves or mating in the Ravensword land to the alpha.”

      Hearing him talk about the Wolven gods makes me worried for a reason I can’t put my finger on. I don’t like him knowing about them or using them.

      I don’t even know who and what they are, but it was my mum’s and my secret.

      “What if I mated with my alphas?” I question.

      His eyes narrow. “I told you to forget about them!”

      “I’m sorry, I was curious,” I reply quickly.

      He sucks in a breath. “I’ll tell you what. I’ll answer your question and you do something for me in return.”

      “What exactly were you thinking?” I thoughtlessly ask.

      His eyes strip me down, and I hate his gaze. “You get dressed. That simple.”

      “Fine, I’ll go and get—”

      “No, here,” he purrs.

      My stomach drops and my hands shake slightly. I don’t want this. He’s seen me naked before when I’ve shifted back, but I had no clue that it was him underneath that shell that he put on to trick me. I thought he was Ragnar, someone I was in love with. I can’t believe I didn’t see it before I was told, because Ragnar was so different from the second we got to Fall Mountain Pack.

      “I’m waiting.”

      His statement lingers in the cold room, and my skin pebbles with how nervous I am. This is different from shifting back, having no choice but to be naked for a short time. Most shifters are fine with nakedness, but not me. It’s private. I know that Cenwyn’s in love with me, and I’m using that connection to build armies against him, but there is only so far I can go. I try to imagine the millions that will die, all the wolves gone from this world, my alphas dead. I try to think of the reality of this world if I don’t play this right.

      But this is not something I want to do. I look around for anywhere that I could shield myself, and he clicks his tongue.

      “No, I want to watch, and I’m getting bored.”

      I nod once and he grins. I watch as he goes to the glass drawer and pulls out a long red silky dress. It’s dark red, like blood, with a black band around the middle holding it together and a large slit up to the top of my thigh. The neckline is very low, but it seems well fitted around the top, at least.

      I can do this.

      It means nothing.

      He is nothing.

      I walk over and take the dress off him, but he catches my hand, squeezing it tightly, making sure I can’t go anywhere. His voice is laced with cold fury. “I told you to get undressed, and you shouldn’t have blinked before doing it. You need to learn to listen, or I will teach you a lesson. I am your king.”

      Love is control to him.

      My power itches at my fingertips, and I know I could make this room explode with it. I could take down this whole hill with me inside of it. But I need to survive. I’ve got to play this stupid game, and I hate it.

      “Yes, King Cenwyn,” I respond.

      He smiles, but it doesn’t reach his eyes as I take the dress and step away from him. I need distance between us, at least. I rip off the clothes I’m wearing until it is a puddle around my feet. I try to pretend I’m alone as I face the opposite way to him. He can see my back and the alphas’ marks down my spine. Unfortunately though, there’s a mirror right in front of me, and I’m forced to see his eyes as I strip off the rest of my clothes.

      But I can see the alpha female markings covering me for the first time. They slide down my collar bone on each side before meeting in the middle to make a crown shape. The marks curl down my upper arms and down my back to where I can’t see them. The swirls and moons curl around the side of my breasts and onto my stomach, connecting in the middle to make a moon shape with a pomegranate in the middle that matches the mark on my arm. I glance at my hand, where the upside mountain mark is, and I think of my home.

      The very reason I’m here and doing this.

      I will always, always belong to my alphas.

      Cenwyn can never take that away from me.

      I quickly pull the red dress on and tighten the black band around my waist to hold it in place. It doesn’t do much to cover me, I notice, as I pull my long hair out of the dress straps.

      “Put your hair up,” he commands from behind me. Too close. “I like it when you have your hair up.”

      “I don’t have any bands,” I snap, and I regret losing my temper as he moves right behind me, pressing his body against mine, and I’m forced to feel how much he liked his view.

      Bastard.

      “I have one,” he whispers in my ear, and the urge to be sick gathers in my throat.

      Breathe, Mai. This will be over soon. Imagine his face when you escape. When you’ve used him.

      Cenwyn gathers my hair in his hand and ties it tightly up in a ponytail on top of my head. I feel like a doll he has just dressed up, and I really, really don’t want to be here. I’m surprised he makes me wear red, though red mainly makes me think of Hades, and it makes me think of them, my alphas, and their shifter energy.

      “I prefer the colour blue,” I tell him. I don’t say it’s because it reminds me of my twin alphas’ eyes.

      “I don’t,” he replies, taking my hand and dragging me out of the room. The door opens for him, slamming against the wall to let us out. I’m left in bare feet as he wraps an arm around me, pulling me hard against him before flying and taking the air out of my lungs. He flies down corridors effortlessly, and everyone moves out of his way, flattening themselves against the wall as we dive through them. Suddenly, we’re outside and I breathe in the cold air only for what seems like a second before we’re back inside, and I can’t see anything because he moves so fast. I can only hear the flap of his wings, and everything else is blocked out before we suddenly land.

      My stomach dances as I try to stand straight. Cenwyn holds me close, and I really want to shove him away from me.

      I don’t need to look around to know there’s a lot of eyes on me. I can feel their presence in the room as my bare feet touch the cold stone, and I shiver.

      I turn around, not surprised to see a dozen angels. There aren’t many women here, and I only spot two who stand at the back. The rest are males and most look a lot older. Some are young, but most…most look like they’ve been here a very long time. Maybe they are Oisean’s friends? It would make sense. They are wearing a mixture of clothing, suggesting that they are from all over the place. The females aren’t wearing any armour, and I think they are consorts, or mates, of one or two of the males in the room. Cenwyn takes my upper arm and pulls me towards a large red velvet couch. It’s small and only one person could sit on it. I wonder where I’m going to sit when he wraps an arm around my waist and sits down with me on his lap.

      “Aren’t you all glad to have your king back?”

      His question is sharp, and his voice echoes in the room. It’s another one of the all-glass rooms with stone floors and open archways that allow in the cold wind. There isn’t a fireplace in this room, and it isn’t as welcoming. The ceiling is domed almost into the building, and a long chandelier hangs in the middle of it, splintering light around the room. Outside the sea rages, harsh water blows against everything, and I try to focus on that when the angels cheer for their king for his win.

      For stealing me.

      The cheering eventually stops, and Commander Oisean walks through the crowd, with Erin at his side. They both incline their head to Cenwyn before moving to stand on either side of the couch.

      “We are ready to hear about any issues,” Commander Oisean states.

      They all start talking at once, and it’s hard to focus on what anyone is complaining about in the madness. They rant about mundane things like salt being low in stock, sheep missing from farms, and Levi ruining some of their homes. The only thing I notice that is common is their people don’t have a good amount of food coming in.

      Blood, that is.

      The monster at my back reminds me he is there when he tightens his hand on my waist.

      I glance over at Erin as Commander Oisean makes up a bullshit excuse for why he can’t help with food storages and simply states they will make a better deal with the America Court for humans. Erin is watching me, her face expressionless, and I’m not sure what she is thinking about.

      “Why don’t we raise an army and attack the America Court?” one of the angels asks, stepping closer than anyone else. “We have a big enough army to stretch to both the America Court and the wolves’ pack. The wolves’ pack is pointless until the shield falls anyway. We should attack the America Court and make the wolves fear us. We will then rule the world with no threat.”

      That means the shield is holding. They can’t get in.

      “Are you questioning your king’s commands? Do you believe you can do better than he?” Commander Oisean asks.

      He shakes his head and bows it low. Swift as a bird, Oisean is across the room, and he lifts his sword.

      I look away as I hear the sword cutting through flesh and a body slamming on the floor.

      “No one questions the king.”

      There is silence across the inner court, and I make myself look as the angel’s body is dragged away, head and all, leaving only a trail of blood.

      I know I have to say something, use this silence. “So, this is all your court, everyone that’s in it? I thought you ruled the world.”

      “I do rule the world, my darling. I have several courts of divided land, and they are led by angels who won fights I held for the titles,” he explains to me. That makes sense with what I learnt in the Fenrir Court.

      “Interesting. I was never allowed to travel much. I can’t even imagine what these other courts look like. Do they worship you there like they do here?”

      “Yes. You seem so interested in power already, and we haven’t even coaxed her out of you,” he says, kissing my cheek. I want to wipe it away the second I am out of his view.

      “How do you know she’s not coming out on her own?” I respond.

      “You’re not her yet,” he replies. “The goddess of death isn’t so sweet.”

      I place my hand on his chest. “I can’t wait. I want to know who I am.”

      “You will,” he hushes me. “Together, we will rule this world.”

      I keep my expression as blank as I possibly can to hide the inner turmoil going on inside of me.

      “I want to see these courts. Would you take me?” I ask. “Like a date to get to know each other again before we become mates. I’d really love that.”

      Commander Oisean immediately interrupts. “That would not be safe, my king. You’ve just gotten her back from those wolves. Taking her out there means there’s a risk that they could get to her.”

      “But aren’t they locked inside the pack lands? That means they can’t get out, and I doubt Cenwyn will leave me in danger,” I say.

      “King Cenwyn,” Oisean corrects me. “You are not his mate yet, young goddess.”

      “Technically, I’m a wolf,” I taunt.

      His eyes flash with anger.

      Cenwyn stares at me with his empty gold eyes before looking at Commander Oisean. My heart is racing because everything depends on Cenwyn’s answer, and I need him to say yes. “Isn’t she amazing? She will make a beautiful and strong queen.”

      I will, but I won’t be his queen.

      “Yes, my king,” Commander Oisean replies.

      Cenwyn sighs. “And she does have a point. They will never get near her, and we do need some time alone.”

      Commander Oisean looks more pissed with every passing second. “I do not think it’s wise to go traveling around the courts right now, my king. I wouldn’t risk it.”

      “It’s a good thing you are not the king, then,” I tease, and Cenwyn laughs with me. I enjoy the look Commander Oisean gives me as he realises that his control over Cenwyn is nothing on his obsession with me.

      He let a wolf into his court, and I plan on destroying it all.

      I flash a smile at Cenwyn. Fake and pretty. “Can we go then?”

      “Yes,” he replies. “I can’t wait to have you alone.”

      I won’t be with him long enough for that, I’m certain.

      “Me too,” I respond before looking away.

      “We’ll go to the Styx Court first,” he states. Oisean immediately starts barking orders for travelling, and Erin walks out, her black dress sliding through the blood-marked floor. I wonder what it was like to be a wolf growing up in a place her kind is hated?

      It couldn’t have been easy for her.

      Commander Oisean looks down at me as Cenwyn shouts at a human to bring him a drink, and I see nothing but contempt. He’s been plotting a long time, well before any of us were even born. He created us in a way.

      And now he’s got to play with the monsters that he created.
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      I’ve never been as thankful for clothing as I am right in this moment, as cold, sharp wind batters against my body. Cenwyn holds me tight to him, ever so careful of his prize, as we fly through the air towards the sloping coasts and sandy beaches of the Styx Court. I remember Silas’s warning that the Styx Court isn’t controlled by anyone, but perhaps they have their own form of leadership. Silas hasn’t been here in a long time, so who knows what could have changed, and either way, I need to find out if they are truly on Cenwyn’s side.

      “The cliffs of the Styx Court are so high and nearly as stuck-up as its viscount.”

      We fly for what feels like hours, so it’s as though my entire body is covered in pins and needles, and I’m shaking from head to toe even in the thick fur-lined coat I’m wearing. They let me keep my boots, and unknowingly Morganis, but the long-sleeved cotton shirt and black leggings are from them. It’s much better than the dress, but unfortunately, I watched them pack all the dresses into one of the suitcases carried along with us.

      “Ready, my darling?” Cenwyn purrs as I look over the hilly mountaintop from the small rocky hill I’m sitting on top of. I nod, carrying on acting the meek wolf captive until he chokes from my pretence. It’s still cold in this part of the world. Cold and silent as nothing but the wind whistles through the trees, and the snowflakes fall silently upon the white ground. The musky forest scent, damp and earthy, reminds me of my alphas.

      I miss them.

      I try not to reach for the necklace and demand to know why it hasn’t shown me them yet, but he is watching me.

      “The forest’s reflection is beautiful in your eyes,” Cenwyn comments. “You must hate the forests that remind you of our old pack and then Ravensword.”

      He is so wrong.

      The forest is home for me, a place that is safe and loving, and somewhere to easily hide. The forest is alive, living and breathing, and I want to run through it as my wolf.

      “I have many good memories of forests. The good outweighs the bad,” I reply, standing up and brushing off dust from my coat.

      “I don’t,” he says flatly.

      “Where did you go when you were a kid? Did Zeus call for you?”

      He looks away from me for a moment at the sky. “Yes. I was called to follow the storms to where he died, and after that, I was never weak again. Zeus was a king of the gods, and I am now king of the world. It was always my fate to be this, and it was always yours to be my dark queen.”

      I highly disagree, but I force myself to smile.

      Cenwyn flies right at me, catching me around the waist and propelling us into the clouds. I gasp and clutch him in fear of falling. I don’t trust him at all, but a part of me knows he won’t kill me like this.

      Not until he realises what I’m doing, and I’m gone, that is.

      Then he might kill me.

      It’s a long time before we even pass the deserts of the Fenrir Court, which are nothing but fields of long sand, empty still of life except for a few ruined houses dotted around. I don’t see any of the Levi, and not for the first time, I find myself wondering where the hell they came from. It was never just Cenwyn that destroyed the world; the Levi did a good job too. Twenty angels, swift and deadly, keep close to us in the sky, and other angels hang back, carrying boxes through the air. One male angel carries Erin nearby us, and she looks so peaceful in his arms. I glance between them, the wind whipping against my face. The angel is holding her close to his chest, and her arms are wrapped around his shoulders in a familiar way. I can’t see much of the angel’s features under a black helmet he wears, but I do see the way he holds her tight. The way she looks up at him and rests her hand on his chest.

      Erin and this angel are together.

      How interesting.

      Every cloud we pass, every mountain and field, brings me closer to finally getting out of his arms and escaping back to my alphas. Being away from them feels like my heart is ripped into two, but I feel them connected to me, giving me strength, reminding me that I am not alone.

      We dip down between four large hills, covered in ruins of what must have been a town at some point, and start flying over a large river. I look across onto the banks to see a herd of black horses drinking from the river. The largest horse, a stallion, neighs loudly, and the herd starts running down the river after us.

      Beautiful.

      The river seems to get wider until I scent the sea and manage to look up to see the sheer cliffs on either side of a city on the sandy beach. The cliffs are huge, looking like they almost touch the clouds, and they are pure rock, pieces of it falling into the calm sea. The tide is in, and the beach is filled with people who look up as we pass, heading closer to the city. There are dozens of little islands in the distance, and the sea shines like a blue agate crystal. It’s so clear that I can see the dozens of small stones in the water. In the middle of the city is a long dock, stretching far out into the sea, and hundreds of old-fashioned pirate ships line it.

      “Welcome to the Styx Court, my darling,” Cenwyn shouts over the wind. Welcome indeed. The city is gigantic, and it looks like it’s newly built out of wood and anything they could find to make homes and buildings. The city is a multitude of bright colours, thanks to the fabric-made doors and windows that every building seems to have. The angels flying around all seem to like the colours orange and yellow, their dresses and cloaks shining in the sunlight.

      I gasp as Cenwyn dives off the cliffside, and I have to look into his chest to block my face from the sheer wind. We land with a loud thud that seems to echo around us as I try to stand up on my own. My legs are shaky as I stand on old and cracked stone covered in a light layer of dirt. I push my hair out of my eyes and pull down my cloak before looking around. There’s a large wooden cabin building that seems to stand on its own in a small space of land, but the rest of the city is towering around us, casting its own shade. It’s cold but better than it was in Cenwyn’s court, and there isn’t much of a breeze to move around the scent of strange spices, smoke, and something sweet I don’t recognise. Several fire torches light up a path to the doors of the cabin. The doors are held open by sphere-shaped stone doorstops.

      Someone moves in the shadows of the cabin before walking forward.

      When he steps into the light, I tense.

      Niall.

      My mama’s secret friend, the angel who visited us all of the time and left me alone in the Ravensword Pack, promising to come back.

      He didn’t.

      He abandoned me to them. Those monsters...and all this time he has been here.

      I don’t see Chaitala, the yellow sword that belonged to my mama, and I hope he has it. I want it back, and I want nothing to do with him after that.

      I furrow my brow when he looks at me, and his gaze is empty of anything. I can’t tell if he is pretending not to know me or not, but I suspect so. Cenwyn would kill him if he knew who he was.

      His expression is completely calm and balanced as he bows low for his king.

      “What a grand honour it is to have you here, my king,” he says. His voice hits me like a rock. It’s so familiar and haunting because it reminds me of all the times he would make me laugh as a kid. He was an uncle to me, a second dad, the male role model I needed when my father never came back.

      He was looking for him. I wonder if he ever found my father in the end.

      “It’s been a long time,” Cenwyn agrees, looking down at me. “This is Mairin, Mai for short, and she is my soon-to-be mate and your soon-to-be queen.”

      “It’s an honour,” Niall says, bowing to me. I can’t read anything in his eyes as I keep my expression blank. I can’t speak, I can’t say a word as shock holds me still. I’m worried that my legs are going to give in under me at this rate.

      “We came to travel and party. Mai is very interested in learning about the courts,” Cenwyn starts, “as a good queen should be.”

      “You’re both very welcome here, my king and soon-to-be queen,” Niall replies.

      “It is a pleasure to meet you. What’s your name?”

      “Viscount Niall of the Styx Court,” he replies, his voice respectful and like a trained monkey.

      Or bird.

      “We had slow news of your arrival; therefore, we haven’t got a festival going quite yet, but it will be on tonight. The city is hard at work to celebrate your presence,” Niall tells us.

      The other angels with us start landing, and I look over Cenwyn’s shoulder to see Fox and an angel land, the angel immediately dropping Fox on the ground like a bug to be squashed. Erin and her angel land next, followed by others with chests in their hands.

      “I love the festivals,” Cenwyn says, clapping his hands. “I do hope there is plenty to eat. I’m famished.”

      My stomach rolls and feels empty, knowing he is talking about blood.

      “Of course,” Niall replies with a warm smile for Cenwyn alone. I need to tread carefully because he might actually be on Cenwyn’s side. He is one of the viscounts.

      Cenwyn keeps a tight grip on my hand as he tugs me up the pathway and into the cabin entrance. It’s warm inside, cosy with red-painted wooden floors and multicolour tapestries hanging on the walls. There are two steel staircases that spiral up before going in different directions on the top floor.

      “We can begin with—”

      I cut Niall off mid-sentence as I come to a stop. Cenwyn stops with me and turns to look at me.

      “I’m sorry to interrupt, but I’m just really exhausted. It’s been a really long flight, and I’m not used to flying. I feel like I might be sick, to be honest.”

      “Do you have a room ready?” Cenwyn demands.

      “Yes, of course,” Niall replies. “I will have a healer brought up as soon as possible as well.”

      “That would be nice,” I say.

      Alone. Perfect. I need to escape the room and—

      Cenwyn looks to Fox. “Fox, you are charged with taking Mai to her room.”

      Fox gives me a tight expression as he nods at Cenwyn and moves to my other side.

      “It would be an honour to escort her,” Fox agrees. “Wouldn’t want her sick.”

      “No, we wouldn’t. Females are fragile beings,” Cenwyn states, and I imagine killing him for that comment until it’s all I can think of. “And not escort. Stay with her. She must not be alone.”

      Fox nods. Dammit, I’m going to have to knock him out.

      “Please take any of the rooms at the top of the right staircase. Although the one on the far right is preferable, it’s a bigger room and has its own bathroom,” Niall suggests, and I swear his eyes flash with a million emotions for a second.

      “I will take that one then, thank you,” I reply and place my hand on my stomach. “I just need a lie down.”

      “Go, my darling. I will come up to rest with you soon,” Cenwyn whispers to me before walking away with Niall.

      Looks like I have that fresh hell to escape later.

      “This way,” Fox commands, and I walk behind him towards the stairs. We head up the staircase, which creaks with every step, and I’m hyper aware of the big problem in front of me.

      Fox.

      I have to admit; he hurt me a little with his betrayal. I thought he was my friend, but the whole time, he was just a fox waiting in a hen’s nest for the eggs to hatch. He was always after the bigger meal.

      He’s a piece of utter shit.

      The staircase opens up to a long pathway with a banister on the one side and wood panels on the other. We walk down the pathway to the last door, made with tightly pulled rope and oak.

      Fox opens the door and holds it for me to head inside before he closes the door behind him. The room is square-shaped and has a small window with a fabric drop of see-through lace hanging over it. A massive tapestry is hung on the wall behind the bed, and it’s a pretty sunrise over a forest. The bed sheets are yellow and smoothed down, with plump pillows, and there is a tiny bathroom on the right. Fox examines the entire room before sitting down in a small chair in the corner next to a cabinet.

      “Time to rest, little wolf,” he says, sounding frustrated. “Babysitting you once again. Gods forbid any of us have better things to do.”

      “I’m going to use the bathroom first,” I say tightly and walk away from him.

      “Go ahead,” he replies, his voice full of sarcasm. I slam the door of the bathroom shut behind me, and I try not to scream into my hands. The bathroom is a sickly colour of yellow, and there is a row of duck statues above the toilet.

      All the ducks are in a row, looking at me with glass eyes, and it’s creepier than the yellow tiles and yellow floor.

      I need a plan, and I can’t have Fox sitting here watching me. I stare at the ducks for a second longer and then at my boot. I can’t use Morganis yet; it’s too risky, and I want to let the dagger grow in power being around Cenwyn for a little longer.

      I lift up the heaviest duck, and it’s heavier than I thought it would be. It’s old, covered in scratches on the gold-painted surface.

      I walk back out after flushing the toilet, pretending that I’ve used it, and into the bedroom. Fox is standing up now, looking out of the window.

      You should never turn your back on a wolf. Especially not an alpha female.

      I smile to myself as I walk closer, stalking his movement before I strike.

      “Now you have finished with the toilet, go to sleep. I would like to actually see this court, and I can’t if I’m stuck in here with you all day,” he says, staring out the window.

      “What do you even want to see?” I ask, hoping he keeps talking as I close the space between us, keeping my footsteps silent like Silas taught me.

      “Without Adira here, I’m very interested in the whorehouses. I heard they are extremely good in this city—”

      I lift the duck and slam it hard into his head, enjoying the shocked gasp of pain that escapes his lips. He collapses to the floor and looks up at me, a little dazed, as I wrap my hand around his throat. I let my magic pour out of my soul, releasing a tiny bit of the fury burning within me and making sure he feels it.

      Green vines of magic spread around his neck from my hand and sink into his skin. I don’t know how I do it, but I know he will be tormented for hours, not able to wake up and only able to dream of whatever he is scared of.

      My magic is burning with fury as I pull it back and blow out a breath. I want to kill him, but first I’m going to have some fun.

      For a while, I try everything to make the necklace work, but it doesn’t, and I start to panic that the trickster has lied to me. It doesn’t take more than half an hour before I hear a door shuffling open, and I realize it’s behind the tapestry. The tapestry is moved to the side, and Niall steps out. This time his expression isn’t blank. It’s not anything but joyful to see me.

      But he’s not alone.

      My Ragnar follows him into the room, and the whole world seems to stop.
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      There are several moments in my life, my entire life, where I’m so shocked that I can’t process what’s in front of me, and this is definitely one of them. Ragnar looks different from the last time that I really, truly saw him and not the pretender that was in his place. He’s thinner and paler than before, like they didn’t feed him much in his time in the prison but not even that takes away from his gorgeous features. His dark coffee hair is cut quite short, and he has grown a dark beard, which actually, I think, suits him.

      His eyes, deep and dark navy blue eyes, watch me.

      But he looks at me like I’m a complete stranger who he wishes he knew.

      My body moves on instinct, and I rush straight to Ragnar, wrapping my arms around his waist and breathing in his smoky wood scent. He doesn’t embrace me back, and he holds his hands at his side for a second. He feels tense, and I stumble back away from him.

      I feel like I’m completely lost without my anchor in this world, without him. Ragnar. He doesn’t know who I am.

      “Do we know each other?” Ragnar questions and looks to Niall.

      “This is the alpha female wolf I told you about,” Niall softly replies.

      “Ah, you must be Maiy then,” Ragnar replies, and he crosses his large arms against his chest. He is wearing an old black shirt and navy blue jeans.

      I look at Niall. “That’s what he calls me. But you just call me Mai.”

      Niall keeps his eyes locked on me, and I feel nothing but exasperated for a second.

      “You shouldn’t be here, Maiy. It’s not safe outside of the pack,” he starts.

      I chuckle. “I haven’t been safe for years. Not since you left me there.”

      “Your mother would not want you to be here with Cenwyn,” he counters. Ragnar looks between us before sitting down on the bed, his eyes hot on my back.

      This is a family argument, so I can see why he would leave us alone to argue, but Ragnar is my family too.

      He just doesn’t know it.

      “But she is dead, and you left me in with a pack that abused me for years!” I harshly whisper. I want to scream and shout at him, but I also can’t risk someone hearing us.

      “I had no choice the first time, and the second time, you asked me to leave you there,” he counters and steps closer.

      “What? Why the hell would I ask you to leave me there? I hated it. Did you take more of my memories? Is that why I don’t remember you coming back?”

      He blows out a breath. “That is a discussion for another day, but I need you to trust me now. You’re a grown female now, and I know you must feel like I betrayed you, but that is far from the truth. I have always been in your corner, doing what was needed. So let me help you,” he asks, his eyes brimming with tears. My heart hurts with the familiarity of this angel, everything from his black soot-coloured hair, giant swords clipped to his side, and wings darker than any shadow could hope to be.

      “When I was a kid, I worshipped you. I wanted a father, and I got you instead, and I was happy with that. You promised to teach me to fight, and you made me sandwiches in the shapes of trees to make me happy,” I say, my voice cracking. “But then you left me! You left me...”

      “If I could change things, I still would not. I’m sorry, but you would be in a far worse place if I hadn’t taken you to Ravensword,” he firmly replies.

      I clear my throat and quickly change the subject. “How do you have Ragnar? Did you save him?”

      “Yes,” Ragnar answers. “He came for me in the prison with the creature.”

      I try not to flinch, knowing the suffering he has gone through, and the whole time we didn’t even know he was gone. I failed him, and I don’t know how to make this right.

      Ragnar’s eyes stay on mine, and I wish I could see some of the Ragnar I know in them.

      “We hear rumours out here, and I heard one about an alpha male in the wolf prisons. We’ve all known about the Fall Mountain Pack, but not many know where to find it.”

      “How did you?” I question.

      He smiles. “Using a certain magical sword, I can take memories from people. I found a wolf, and his mind showed me the way into the city and to the prisons. I planned to bring Ragnar straight to you, but...well, the city was attacked by Cenwyn. I knew I had to get him out and wait to see what would become of the attack.”

      “Because you knew Cenwyn wouldn’t kill me?”

      “You don’t kill someone you think you have a right to. Cenwyn believes he owns the world, and you are a prize.”

      “I am not,” I bite out.

      “Good,” he replies.

      “Why did you bring Ragnar here, then? It’s dangerous with Cenwyn so close by.”

      “He needs time with Chaitala.” The yellow glowing sword. “It doesn’t just take memories. It can restore them, but it takes time.”

      “How long?” I ask, eyeing Ragnar.

      “I’m not sure,” Niall replies. “When I first met him, he barely even knew what his name was or even how to walk in a straight line. The creature had taken everything, and he was close to stealing his soul.”

      Ragnar is silent, and a tear runs down my cheek, imagining him going through all that alone. Did he ask for me? Shout for me?

      “Do you remember me at all?” I ask Ragnar.

      “I don’t remember you, no,” he simply replies when it’s anything but simple.

      “We grew up together,” I tell him, searching his eyes for any sign of remembering this. “And so much more than that. Ragnar, I didn’t know that Cenwyn was pretending to be you, but I should have known because we were so close.”

      “Did you sleep with Cenwyn?” he questions, his voice fierce and possessive. I shiver at the command to answer that question. But he is jealous, angry, and there is definitely desire in his scent.

      Ragnar might not remember me, but his wolf does.

      “No. I’d kill him before letting him touch me like that. I only belong to my alphas. You.”

      All I want him to do is hold me and kiss me. Tell me that I’m doing well and that it’s going to be okay, but he only nods before looking away.

      He looks so confused.

      For the first time, I’m realizing how painful it is to love someone and them to not know who you are. My alphas went through this with me, and they were so strong and loving and patient. I have to be the same for him, and eventually he will come back.

      He has to.

      My heart hurts, and I look over to see Niall kick Fox’s leg. He doesn’t stir. “He isn’t dead. Want me to deal with him?”

      “No, he is mine,” I growl. “But for now, he’s out for the count and in a kind of tortured sleep. A present from my powers.”

      “What did he do?”

      “He betrayed us all,” I coldly reply and pull my eyes away from him. “He betrayed my pack, and there will be no mercy for him when his time to face the gods comes. I’m done giving mercy to those who have betrayed us.”

      “You may look like your mother, but sometimes there is a darkness there that she never had,” Niall softly tells me.

      “There is a light in the darkness. No matter how dark a soul can be,” I reply.

      “I would argue that fact regarding King Cenwyn, because I promise you there is no light to be found within him,” he states, and he is right. There might have been a good person in Cenwyn once, but that is long gone.

      “I came here to see you, even before I knew who you were,” I say, getting to the point before we run out of time.

      “Tell me what you need, Maiy,” he replies.

      “War is coming. Well, a war has been here this entire time, but my pack has managed to hide from it until now. I’m the alpha female of millions of wolves, and they can’t die. These are what these marks are, and if my pack falls, so do I, so does the world, because no one will be able to go against Cenwyn,” I start off, but Ragnar interrupts me.

      “If you’re alpha female and I’m an alpha of this pack, then are we together?”

      “Yes, but we haven’t made it official yet. It’s probably why you don’t sense me as your mate. It’s complicated,” I softly tell him before looking back at Niall. “I don’t know how much time we have alone, but I need you to make a blood vow with me.”

      “I’ve got female humans distracting Cenwyn with blood and other things for now, but I said I’d only be a while,” Niall says. “And we do not have long enough to discuss in detail about what you want me to vow.”

      “I’m asking you to pick the wolves or the king,” I ask outright.

      He places his hand on my shoulder. “The wolves. Always.”

      “Good,” I say, relieved. “He will ask you to fight for him and bring in the army from here. There are armies of angels kept in each court, right?”

      “Yes, and my court has over three hundred thousand angels that will fight,” he replies. “I don’t see how this helps you.”

      “Cenwyn is a complete and utter monster, and I’m going to kill him before this is all over. But first, I have to ensure that my pack, my people, are safe. The only way I could think of to secure that is by getting alliances with the angels. You can’t all want to serve him without question. I’ve heard the courts need blood and are suffering. He doesn’t care.”

      “Cenwyn is a young king, and truthfully, he has very few loyal angels at his side other than Commander Oisean. Every single one of us thought Commander Oisean would name himself a king because he had the true power of one until he decided to fight for Cenwyn instead,” he explains. “Any loyalists have been lost over the years while Commander Oisean has sat in his castle, bowing to a half wolf bastard king.”

      “I almost forget he is still a half wolf,” I say. “Do you think Oisean is his father?”

      “Possibly,” Niall agrees. “Most likely. It would explain a lot.”

      I glance at Ragnar, so silent, so unlike him.

      “My side has always been with you and your family. I wish I could have saved your mother. I really do. When I found her, she was already gone, and I had to find you. I had to get you out because at least one of you had to survive, Maiy. I’ve always seen you as the child I never had, and I hate that you believe I have failed you,” Niall says, his eyes watching me.

      “When the war starts, can we trust you to bring the angels to our side? I want you to pretend to go into war and turn on him last minute, because if we attack him at the front and he’s been attacked from the inside, there’s a good chance he’ll lose.”

      The room is silent other than the sound of our breathing as Niall looks down at me.

      “It’s too risky,” he finally replies, and my heart sinks. “And I don’t think it’ll work that way. I can’t pass that message to every single one of my soldiers because I don’t trust them all. There are a lot of them who will do anything for blood or money, but we will figure something out.”

      “Bring them to the city,” Ragnar suggests. “That way, they can run to Cenwyn, but it will already be too late to affect you.”

      “Would an army of angels, even on your side, be welcome in the city of the wolves?”

      My instinct is to say no, but this will be a change we will have to make so we can all survive this.

      “Yes,” I say. “The Fall Mountain Pack will let you in as long as they behave.”

      “They will,” Niall states. “You’ve seen the dark side to our kind, but here, we drink from animals mostly, and humans are our mates, not slaves. Cenwyn doesn’t know this, and that’s why our mates are hidden during this visit.”

      “And the humans you have distracting him?”

      “All of them are sick, human sickness, and are happy to sacrifice their lives,” he replies.

      I try not to think about that for too long.

      “So, what is your answer?”

      “I will consider and come back to you tonight,” he says. “Either way, I’m helping you. I can get you out of here and back to the pack lands.”

      “Not yet. I need to go to the Fenrir Court next and make sure my alliance is sorted there. Then it’s two against two, and our wolves on top. We might stand a chance,” I say.

      “It’s dangerous,” Niall warns.

      “I know, but I have a plan. Don’t worry, I’m not the little girl you left in a pack of enemies anymore. I suppose, when you left me to be raised by wolves like that, what did you expect me to turn out as?”

      My voice is bitter and cuts through him. I can see it, but he doesn’t respond to my anger. I shake my head and look away from him, feeling disappointed that he hasn’t said yes and he won’t tell me why he left me there a second time.

      I spot my boot glowing, and I frown as both Niall and Ragnar turn their gaze towards my boot. I pull out Morganis, and Niall takes a step back. Not in fear of me, but of the dagger itself.

      “Do you recognise this?” I ask. “It’s alive and magical, like Chaitala. It was made by Hades.”

      “How do you know so much about the weapons?” he asks, the green glow burning against his skin.

      “Tell me what you know about them?” I ask. “And have you heard of The Wolven Crown?”

      He looks shocked at that, and he sighs. “I must start from the beginning, and it’s complicated,” he replies. “Very complicated.”

      I sit down next to Ragnar, and he paces in front of us. “Your father was a stray wolf with no pack. He was adopted as a baby by humans, and they didn’t know what he was, so he carried on a normal human life. When he was in high school, he shifted for the first time and ran away from his human life in fear of hurting them. But a wolf hiding in secret gets lonely. Wolves need packs. We met randomly in a park, and he was painting for humans to make money. He knew I was different but not what I was, and I felt bad that he was so clueless and alone. Eventually, we became friends, and I told him about your mama’s pack in hopes he could find his own way in life. He went, decided not to join in stubbornness, but he met your mama. She would sneak out to be with him, and I was their only friend. For a while, things were fine before they were not. He went missing, and we couldn’t find him at first.”

      “Did you find him?”

      “No,” he replies, and he looks confused. “He came to see your mama once, when you were born, and gave you both the sword. Amica said he ranted about the seven weapons, about how the Wolven gods had spoken to him, and that he was looking for an eighth to save everyone. That something hadn’t gone to plan like the gods wanted, but they had chosen his bloodline.”

      “Eighth?” I ask. I had only heard there were seven.

      “The last time I had news of him was five years ago, and it was said he was in Australia. Those lands now are nothing but charred remains of humans, and it’s swarming with Levi. No one can get there, and he’s probably dead,” Niall tells me.

      “Why are the weapons so important?”

      “Amica and I believed they were what was used to pull the gods into your souls. Amica said the sword felt familiar, but she couldn’t remember where she had seen it,” he explains to me.

      “It would make sense because none of our mothers remember what happened. Chaitala could have taken the memories away,” I say. I blow out a breath, looking at Morganis. “Anything else you know about the weapons?”

      “That the eighth one is rumoured to be an unholy weapon. One that brings destruction to the world,” he says. “Hades only made seven. Whoever made the eighth wasn’t the same.”

      “There were eight gods and goddesses born. Now we know about Erin. So do you think this weapon was used?”

      “Yes,” he says flatly.

      “But…” I pause. “I found Morganis in Hades’s castle. How could it have gotten there if Oisean had them?”

      “They choose who they want to go to. They appear when they feel like it. They’re made of pure magic, and they’re alive in a way we can’t understand,” he explains, and I hear the warning he doesn’t voice. “They have their own desires, and you should be very cautious. What is your desire, and what are the weapons?”

      “I will be careful,” I tell him. “It builds up energy from evil, from acts of cruelty, and being around Cenwyn means that it’s getting strong.”

      I slide the dagger back into my boot and stand up. “I’m guessing you have to go now.”

      “Yes,” he replies, but neither of us wants to move. “We will talk again soon, I promise. I will keep Ragnar hidden and build his memories back.”

      “No matter where we run, we will find each other again,” I softly tell Ragnar.

      His eyes flicker with something for a second, but then it’s gone.

      “By the way, there is a party tonight. It’s going to be a massive, over-the-top celebration of our king and you. We can have more time alone, at least an hour, as I can get him distracted,” Niall states. Niall looks at Fox. “Are you going to be able to deal with this? My offer to dispose of him is still there.”

      “I got it,” I reply.

      “Be the smart cookie I know you are, Maiy,” he tells me with a smile.

      I wrap my arms around him, and he hugs me back just as tightly. “I’m sorry.”

      “I know,” I whisper back as he lets me go.

      “I’ll leave you two alone for a second,” he says before he walks to the tapestry and out the door behind it.

      Usually, being alone with Ragnar means that I’m home, that I’m safe and I’ve got nothing in the world to worry about, but it doesn’t feel like that.

      I turn around and look at him sitting on the bed, so silent and almost brooding. I don’t think about him rejecting me before I walk up and kiss him. He doesn’t react to me straight away, and my heart sinks.

      But then he kisses me back, a familiar sense of belonging coursing through me as we softly kiss, exploring each other, and his hands grip my waist as I step between his spread legs. He lets out a deep groan from the middle of his chest, almost like a growl, before he kisses me harder. His lips move frantically against mine, his tongue devouring my mouth, and his hands dig into my hair and pull me tighter against him. He kisses me like we’ve never kissed before, pouring passion into each kiss.

      His scent changes, and I place my hand on his chest, over his moon marks.

      Suddenly he pulls back, and I step away, dazed. He rubs his head and looks away from me.

      “I wish I could remember you because you feel like...well, like you’re mine,” he tells me. “Like I want to burn this cabin to the ground and kill that angel king for even looking at you.”

      “I am yours,” I tell him. “I love you. I have always loved you. And you will remember me soon. You waited years for me, Ragnar, and I will wait a thousand for you.”

      “I’d prefer if it wasn’t so long,” he replies with a smirk.

      Gods, he is so handsome. His smile takes my breath away, and I have trouble focusing on anything else. Especially after that kiss and the twinge of pleasure I felt still there, still wishing to be filled.

      Ragnar stands up and walks to the tapestry, pausing and looking back. “I’ll be watching from the shadows.”

      Then he is gone, the tapestry swinging back into place, and the room goes silent. Ragnar is alive, Niall is the leader of a big court, and if everything keeps going well, I can finally go home soon.
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      “Why can’t I go, mama?” I demand. Mama looks down at me. Her hair is pretty tonight, and she is all dressed up for the Hallows’ Eve celebrations. “I’m ten tomorrow, and everyone else will be there. It’s not fair!”

      “You know the pack rules. No children under ten,” she softly tells me, placing her hands on my shoulders. “But I will bring you back some sweets and cakes.”

      “And you could buy me a new book when you go into the human town next time?” I cheekily say. She chuckles and agrees before leaving for the celebrations. I know I’m safe in the house, even with the door open, as wolves roam the forest tonight, hunting and watching. My mama told me spirits come out of the pockets between our worlds on this night, and even the humans feel this, so they celebrate too.

      After picking up an orange, I go to my room and climb into my bed. I finish eating the orange just as I hear a scuffling noise, and I look at my window as Henderson jumps through. He is followed by Ragnar, Valentine and Silas.

      The Fall Brothers. Alphas. My best friends. Recently, things have been a little different...or it’s just me that feels different. My cheeks flush when I look at their faces and want to kiss them.

      Which is mad, because I’ve never kissed anyone before, and I don’t think my best friends are the best place to start. They will want an alpha female one day...not me. I can’t even shift.

      “Aren’t you meant to be at the celebrations?”

      “Without you?” Ragnar says, dropping down on my bed. “Nah, too boring.”

      “But we did raid the buffet table and borrow a laptop for us to watch a movie,” Silas says, dropping a big bag of cakes, sweets, crisps and more onto the wooden chest at the end of my bed.

      I grin at him and rush to the window to pull the curtain closed for the movie, and to make sure no one knows they are in here with me, when I see Cenwyn standing outside my house.

      He has a bag over his shoulder, and his eyes are so resentful like he has been hurt. I don’t know if Cenwyn is my friend; he is always watching me, but he doesn’t come to speak to me when the alphas are nearby. Which is all of the time.

      “Cenwyn’s outside. Should we invite him in?” I ask.

      Valentine steps to my side and looks out. “Where?”

      When I look back, there is nothing but darkness by the tree.

      The memory flashes from my mind as steam starts to fill up the bathroom from the shower I put on. I keep getting these flashbacks, sometimes dreams, sometimes nightmares, but this is one of the few where I can remember Cenwyn. I almost feel bad for him, being left outside, but we didn’t do anything wrong. He was gone before we could invite him in, and I doubt it was the only time he left without giving us a chance to be his friend.

      It’s almost sad that we could have been friends in a different world. But maybe he was always destined to be the monster he is today.

      I strip off my clothes and fold them up in a pile by the sink before pulling the glass door of the shower back and climbing in. The hot water falls down over my shoulders, and I sigh, closing my eyes from the pleasure of it.

      The water is so comforting, especially after that flight, and I need a second to breathe after Ragnar and Niall.

      I nearly scream when something touches my cheek, and my eyes flash open to see Valentine in the shower with me. He is fully dressed, his clothes slowly soaking with the falling water, and he looks so real.

      I step forward and touch his stubble on his cheek, and gasp.

      “How are you here?”

      He taps his necklace and then taps mine, leaving his hand resting on my chest. My breath hitches as he starts to trace his fingertip over the alpha female marks, and my stomach tightens.

      “You’re beautiful, Mai. Tell me you’re okay,” he breathes out the desperate words, and a deep ache settles in my gut.

      “I’m okay. I’m so sorry I blindsided you with everything, but I didn’t have a choice. I knew the pack would be slaughtered, and I had to—”

      He cuts me off with a kiss, plastering his body to mine, and my back slams against the tiled wall behind me. I moan as he grabs my ass and pulls me up. I wrap my bare legs around his waist, my wet breasts pushed against his shirt, and I want more.

      “Mine,” Valentine growls against my cheek, thrusting against me and sending a shock of pleasure through me.

      “Valentine,” I moan, and he sets me back on my feet before covering my mouth with his hand.

      “You have to be quiet, because I’m guessing you’re not that alone,” he whispers into my ear. “And for the record, I’m fucking proud of you. You saved the pack, and us, and when you’re back here, I’m going to show you just how much I want my mate. If anyone can do this, it’s you, but if something goes wrong, you use this necklace, and we will rip the world apart to save you. I promise you that.”

      “We endure the fall and rise in the ashes,” I whisper back, my cheeks flushing just thinking of being back with him. This is a fall in a way. We literally lost everything, and I was forced to make a terrible deal. I can’t even tell him about that, not here and now. I need to be in front of him when he knows what I did to save us. We fell that day, and now we are rising in the ashes. The only way is up. “Ragnar is here, just so you know. He doesn’t remember anything, but he will soon, and he will be on his way back with an angel. Someone I sort of trust, but that’s a long story I will tell you when we are together.”

      “Callahan? What other angel would you trust?” Valentine asks, clearly shocked by my news about Ragnar. It shocked me too.

      “No, his name is Niall. Don’t kill him,” I say and suck in a deep breath of the steamy air. “I think I have the Styx Court on our side, and I’m going to convince Cenwyn to take me to Fenrir next. Then I’m leaving and coming back to you. It won’t be long.”

      His eyes darken when I mention Cenwyn, and I shiver. “Make sure you hurt that bastard good when you leave.”

      “I plan to,” I reply with a smile. “He has made a mistake letting me near him.”

      “We know.” He leans closer. “But fuck, do I miss you. I imagine Silas and Henderson do as well. They are on the way to Ravensword.”

      Gods, I love them. My alphas.

      “Uncle Soren?” I question, and he shakes his head. I don’t need to tell him I’m sorry, as I’m sure he can see it in my expression. “Aunt Reine?”

      “Alive, but she hasn’t woken. Might not do,” he tells me. I wrap my arms around his neck and embrace him tightly. “Before you ask, Phim and Trey are fine. Worried about you, but good.”

      “She will wake. Aunt Reine is a strong alpha female, and she will know we need her,” I remind him. “I’m so glad to see you.”

      “I hate that you’re not really here,” he grumbles into my ear before softly kissing it. “But will you let me pleasure you?”

      “Yes, please,” I whisper back, and he gives me a wickedly dark smile before he kneels. Valentine grabs my hips before tugging my leg over his shoulder and sinking his mouth right onto my clit. I moan and cover my mouth to stop myself from crying out as his tongue sucks and swirls. Valentine slides two fingers inside me as he continues to lick my clit, and I cry out against my hand as I come, hard and fast, the pleasure incredible. I breathlessly look down at Valentine as he kisses the inside of my thigh before lowering my leg.

      “Valentine, I—”

      He is gone in a flash of gold light, and I breathlessly lean back, wishing he were here a little longer for me to pleasure him back. Honestly, I just wish he were here longer, but just being with him for a second is a gift. I don’t know how he was here or if he was just an illusion, but I feel stronger for it.

      I turn the shower off and climb out after washing. I can’t help the large smile on my face as I wrap a tattered old white-ish towel around me and quickly dry off my hair before brushing it until it falls softly down my back. I step out into the cold bedroom, wondering what the hell I’m going to wear to this damn party tonight. I nearly jump when I find Cenwyn sitting on the bed, in a tux and drinking a glass of blood.

      There’s a red dress next to him on the bed, and on the front of it is a rose with ivy crawling up into the halter that goes around my neck.

      Cenwyn looks at me slowly as he drinks, leaving his lips marked red. The towel doesn’t seem thick enough as I tighten it.

      “Hello,” I say and gulp. Did he hear me in the shower? Did he hear Valentine?

      He looks from me to Fox’s slumped body and back. This time there is no mistaking the anger in his eyes. “What happened?”

      “He was being rude, so I hit him on the head with a duck,” I say. It sounds insane, and I’m pretty sure Cenwyn thinks the same, but there is still a lot of anger in his expression and the way he holds himself so tensely.

      “You hit him on the head with a duck?” he questions, repeating what I just said like I’m stupid.

      “It was a heavy duck,” I reply. “But yes.”

      The way he looks at me, I wonder if he’s finally seen through all the lies I’ve told and the pretence I’ve put up.

      Cenwyn steps off the bed and walks over to me, but I never take my eyes off him because right this second, I feel like I’m about to be attacked.

      He is literally shaking with fury as he walks right up to me.

      “Do you know how easy it would be to force you to be my mate right now? I could throw you on that bed.” He pauses. “And bite and fuck you until you’re mine in every single sense.”

      “It might be easy,” I cautiously reply. “But that’s not what you want. You want me to love you. You want me to adore you, to be at your side so you don’t feel so alone anymore.”

      I’m only guessing at this point, but Cenwyn is a loner, and usually loners just want one person to understand them. I know that because I was a loner in Ravensword, and I reached out, but nothing but evil ever came back. I had Daniel, though, and I hope he is proud of me as he looks down.

      I feel like I hit the nail on the head as he tilts his head to the side, and something flashes in his eyes.

      “You don’t have anyone who really loves you and knows you. You’re a king on a throne that you made up, but it’s empty when there’s no one there at your side. People pretend to love you because you’re the king, but none of it’s real. Nothing like we could have because we grew up together and we are pack. You crave me because I’m the closest thing you’ve had to a family,” I say, finally finishing my point.

      I guess, in a way, it doesn’t matter if he agrees with me. If he tries to force me into anything, I’m going to kill him. Damn the consequences, I will never be someone’s victim like that again. He picks up my arm, almost gently wrapping his large fingers around my wrist until they meet.

      “You’re right,” he tells me, spitting out the words.

      Then I start to feel his power as it slides over my arm like a burning hot fire. I scream as what feels like shards of glass shattering inside my wrist extends all the way up to my elbow. Through the never-ending, horrible pain, I realize he’s cracking my bones. He does it slowly, never stopping as I scream and beg for him to stop. I don’t want to attack him, but I know I don’t have a choice when he is doing this. Fuck playing the weak wolf. My power lashes out after a minute and sends him flying back across the room.

      I collapse to the floor in pain, clutching my arm that feels very broken. Cenwyn climbs to his feet, wiping a slight cut away from his chin.

      “Persephone coming out to play yet?”

      “This is how you plan to coax her out? Hurting me?”

      He laughs. “Yes. You’re her vessel, and she won’t want you dead. Neither do I, but I feel like you need to be taught a lesson anyway. Those alpha assholes have made you very trying to deal with.”

      Bastard.

      My healing is already kicking in as he walks closer, and a bubble of my power spreads around me, angrily flickering with magic when he gets close.

      He smiles like he wanted me to react like this. “The quicker you learn who is in charge, the better. If I want Fox to watch you, he will, and you won’t hurt him. If I want to take you, I will. If I want you to love me, you will. One way or the other, you’re mine and I own everything about you. Don’t forget it.” He sits on the edge of the bed before adding, “I hate to hurt you.” Then he picks up his glass of blood, which he left on the floor. Somehow it hasn’t fallen over. “No one’s allowed to heal you, so you can feel it painfully heal over time. I broke your arm in at least a hundred places, and every time you feel the pain, you’ll be reminded of who your king is. Do you understand me?”

      “Yes,” I reply, a low growl slipping out of my throat as my wolf disagrees.

      He steps back at the growl and sneers at me. “Don’t make me chain your wolf up with you inside her. That would be annoying.”

      When I don’t reply, he smiles and walks towards the door.

      “Are you even any part wolf anymore?”

      “No,” he states as he slams the door shut behind him and gives me the answer that I need. He’s a wolf, and all our wolves have always been part of us, a part of our soul, and to deny them would make someone completely and utterly insane. The only reason my wolf was silent for so long was because it was dormant to keep me safe. I would never lock her away now. It would turn me insane like it has him. I think I know why he doesn’t shift, why he claims not to be a wolf anymore, and why he stepped away when I growled.

      I shift and my wolf howls as she stretches out on the floor. My fur is whiter than before, glowing almost, and there are green symbols swirling around on my paws. I wonder if other people can see that.

      My wolf cries in pain, but the pain was worth it to learn one thing. Cenwyn locks his wolf away like that because—the one thing I do remember—he was never an alpha, and all wolves submit to the alpha in the end.
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      It’s All Hallows’ Eve.

      The months have passed by so quickly, so fast, that I barely even noticed what day it was until I saw the hallowing moon in the sky from the bathroom window. The bright, burnt orange moon is casting a shine down on all of us.

      “The moon makes your hair look like it’s on fire, Mai,” Ragnar tells me, and I turn around to see him watching me, not the orange moon, as the pack celebrates the hallowing moon. There is thick, old, and strange magic in the air around us. I grin and grab his hand, dragging him into the dancers. He clutches my hands tightly as we swing around in circles.

      The moon might make my hair look like fire, but it makes him look like a god.

      The memory makes me smile, thinking back on it. That was the only Hallows’ Eve celebration we got to go to before the pack was destroyed. I didn’t get to go the year before because the pack was frightened of news of angels. But that night, that amazing celebration, was the first time I saw them as gods instead of alphas. They did look like gods on that night, so beautiful and magical to gaze upon.

      Something about this night brightens up the night sky and all of us that live under it. The moon is bright orange for tonight only, and it’s said the spirits of the dead are closer than ever, but as a kid, I didn’t care if the magic in the air was spirits. I only cared about having fun with my alphas. Now, I will spend it with my enemy.

      The red dress that I’ve reluctantly put on is tight around my waist, and I feel like I can’t breathe in it. This is a dress for torture, and I won’t be surprised to find bruises on my ribs by the end of the night. The dress does barely anything to hold up my breasts, and it is made with a very skimpy material that is close to being see through. Somehow, it isn’t though, but it outlines my curves like a second skin. The bottom half flows down with a long slit that matches right up to the top of my thigh, and I’ve had to take off my underwear because it’s pretty much impossible to wear in this dress without it looking really strange. I ignore flat shoes that are on the bed and opt for my boots. After tugging them on, I sit on the edge of the bed and tug out Morganis. I take a second to look at her in the light, and I swear she feels stronger. I can feel the power coming off her, how she’s no doubt pulling from Cenwyn with every passing day. I hope it’s making him weak and he can sense her power, thinking it’s me.

      Between the both of us, we are going to leave with a bang.

      Either way, this is my ticket out of here, and I know it. The blade glows green, casting its warm glow on me, and for a second, I swear I feel something strange. Like a desire to—

      The door shakes, and Morganis dulls instantly. I barely get a second to slide her back into my boot before the door is opened. Erin walks in, head held high, and she inclines her head at me almost respectfully.

      I watch her cautiously, but I can’t help admiring the dark orange dress she is wearing. It’s made of a beautifully styled lace and chemise to expose her ribs and shoulders. It looks like butterflies curl up her one shoulder and spiral around her waist before flowing out into the dress. It’s really beautiful.

      “So, I’m the rose, and you’re the butterfly. What does that say about us?” I question, rising off the bed.

      She smiles like a Cheshire cat.

      “A rose can be bred for power, and a butterfly is hatched but free,” she replies. Funnily enough, I think we are wearing the wrong dresses.

      “Butterflies can be easily squashed, and roses usually grow back no matter how much you try to destroy them. We have long roots,” I respond with a smile. “But they are both pretty. I like your dress.”

      She ignores my threat but narrows her eyes. “I was hoping the king changed his mind about you by now. He has all the pleasures that one male could need, but alas, he’s still as obsessed as he always was with you. What is it about you that drives males insane?”

      “Does that make you jealous, his obsession with me?” I ask, ignoring her question because I don’t have an answer for her.

      “No,” she says immediately, and I believe her from her outright reaction and the faint glimmer of disgust.

      “What about that angel, the one that carried you here?” I question. The door slams shut behind her like the wind itself shut it, and I realize it’s her powers as she walks right up to me. Her eyes burn with fury, and her magic too. My own magic reacts, flickering like electricity around me in warning.

      She looks pissed off. I don’t think anyone has really challenged her before. “Don’t you dare talk about him. You don’t know anything.”

      “I don’t care what you are to him or what he is to you, but I want you off my back and to look the other way,” I tell her.

      “What are you planning, wolf?”

      “Nothing, witch,” I counter with a smirk.

      “So, you want to blackmail me?” she asks. “Those wolves taught you how to be a backstabbing bitch well enough.”

      “I’m asking you to look the other way, not blackmailing you. I’m not asking for much,” I say. “And I’ve got no interest in breaking your heart to win. I can see you love him.”

      She looks a little bit taken aback at that, and I can tell she is surprised. We stare at each other for a long moment, neither of us knowing what to say to each other.

      “You’re right, he is more than a friend and I’m not allowed to date. I must stay pure for whoever I am married off to eventually. I’m a pawn in their game, and they want to sell me off,” she bitterly states. “But I won’t marry a stranger, and after meeting Benjamin, I could only ever be his mate. He is...well, my love.”

      “Look at us, talking like friends,” I say. “Or at least we used to be.”

      After learning about her life, I feel nothing but sorry for her, but she is still on the wrong side, and I can tell she isn’t ready to accept it yet. “The friendship was real...most of it. I couldn’t pretend all of the time around you.”

      I nod. “I thought so, but until you realise you’re fighting on the wrong side, we will never be friends again, and this is going to end badly for you.”

      “It will only end badly for you if you don’t be a good mate to my king,” she replies, but there is doubt in her voice. I feel like I just made the first crack in the rock of her trust in the king.

      I pick up a strand of my hair. “I miss you doing my hair. You were really good at it. Did you really make the dresses too?”

      “Yes,” she replies. “My magic helps me warp and twist materials, i.e., dresses.”

      “I’m guessing you made the dresses we are wearing?” I ask, and she nods. “They’re very good but a little tight.”

      “Requested changes by the king,” she replies. I bet he added the low dip and slit to the thigh, too.

      “We should be leaving for the Hallows’ Eve party.”

      She walks to the door and pauses, looking back. “Do not talk about Benjamin, and I will keep my eyes off you.”

      “Deal,” I tell her and close my eyes for a second. “If you ever need someone, I’m here for you. You don’t have to live under his rule and never be free. I could take you to wolves who would have known your mother and father, and they could tell you what actually happened. There is truth to be found in my pack.”

      “I already know the truth!” she shouts at me, her eyes burning. Her extreme reaction tells me everything I need to know.

      “No, you don’t,” I reply.

      “We can’t be friends, because you’re still the alpha female of the enemy pack who could kill my father and kill my court. It takes one bite from a wolf, one bite, and it’s over for most angels. We haven’t forgotten that. You will always be an enemy. Even when he takes you as a mate, even if you are named our queen, you will always forever be someone I won’t trust, because no matter how much you pretend, I saw the real you. I saw how much you are addicted to those alphas, and that love doesn’t just stop overnight. You were never interested in power, you just wanted to be loved, and they love you. They would be here, burning the world down, if you were truly in danger. Which makes me think you want to be here...but not for the reasons Cenwyn thinks.”

      She is a smart witch. Too smart.

      “You’re a wolf, not an angel, and that makes you welcome in my pack. The offer is there, but stay out of my way, Erin,” I warn her. “For Benjamin.”

      “Bitch,” she snaps.

      “Call me whatever you want to make your insecurities feel less like a burden. But we both know you’re only mad because you know I’m right,” I say.

      She stumbles back before turning around. She walks out of the door, it magically opening for her and slamming right behind her hard enough to shake the walls. I blow out a breath and start to brush my hair from my cheek, flinching in pain when I realise I used my bad arm.

      The bones have healed, sort of, but I can still feel them cracked and broken within my arm, and the pain is still there. It’s going to be days before I will be able to move the arm without wanting to cry in pain. Pain isn’t new to me, and I won’t let Cenwyn think he has gotten to me. I won’t show any weakness in front of him.

      The music from the party stretches all the way up here, luring me to the party and whatever fresh horrors will be waiting for me. I know this Hallows’ Eve party will not be anything like the woodland celebrations we had as a kid. In Ravensword, the hallowing moon was seen as a bad omen, and we were forced to stay locked in our homes the entire night.

      Part of me wants to stay in my room now, but I think of Ragnar and the slight chance I might get to see him tonight. Niall needs me at this party to get me alone, and Cenwyn will only come for me if I don’t turn up. I open the door and walk out, reminding myself that I might not have my alphas at my side, but Ragnar is close. I clutch my necklace for a little strength, wondering what my alphas are doing. I miss them all so much.

      I’m not surprised to see four angel guards waiting outside, all in black armour, and holding deadly sharp swords. I look up at one of the guards, but I can’t see him much behind his helmet.

      “I have no idea where we’re going, so you might need to escort me,” I ask.

      “Yes, Your Majesty,” he replies with a low bow of his head. I don’t like being called their queen, and it makes me want to run in the opposite direction, but I can’t.

      No wolf should be locked in a cage, not even one she made herself.

      And I made this cage.

      There is a wisp of fear that trickles through my heart as I hear a scream in the distance, the scream soon dying off to be replaced with the luring, creepy music that echoes around the cabin. The stairs are decorated with autumn leaves, fairy lights and pumpkins. Even the steps have glittered autumn leaves lining the floor, which crunch under my feet with each step and sparkle in the firelight. The path of glittered vermilion, scarlet, and orange leaves leads right around the corner of the entrance hall, which is marked with more pumpkins with candles inside of them that cast an eerily glow. Each pumpkin has been carved. Some have angel wings, some have scary faces, but most have a crown on for the king to show support.

      The warmth of the room ahead breezes against me and brings with it the scent of angels, humans, and spiced food. The guard in front of me leads me through a big archway with long green curtains that have been pulled to the side. Inside is the main part of the party, stretched across a gigantic room that is held up by old brick towers in each corner, connecting at the tall rooftop. There are little candles floating around the edges of the room, way above the heads of the angels in a mix of autumn colours, making it look like a painting in here. The heat is coming from several giant firepits dotted around the room, surrounded by angels and humans. Long couches also surround the fires and line the walls, except in some places where there are rows of humans holding food on platters and their wrists out above empty glasses. A blood offering. The rest of the humans are at the feet of the angels who no doubt own them. In other corners, people are dancing, and some are doing it naked. I quickly pull my eyes away from the show and ignore the scent of lust that is too strong in the air. Angel females and males walk past me, pausing to bow and to take me in, but I barely see them as I search the crowd for Niall.

      A shadow hangs over me, and I look up to see a beautiful female angel in front of me. Her silver dress matches the colour of her hair, which is longer than mine, falling to her knees. This angel is much taller than me, at least seven feet, but her expression is kind. Her arms are strong, and she holds herself like she has fought a million battles.

      “Your Majesty, my name is Arinya, and I’ve come to escort you to the king. Would you like a drink before we go?” she questions and clicks her fingers. A human male practically runs to her side and keeps his eyes low as he offers me a platter of fizzy drinks in long glasses. I look past the drink at the human, noting he is wearing nothing but black trousers, but he doesn’t look...well, so badly cared for as the humans I’ve seen in Cenwyn’s court. In Fenrir, they might not have names, but they were not starving.

      “No, thank you,” I say to the human, not to the angel. He doesn’t move or reply. There’s no way I’m drinking anything here when I want my mind clear at all times, and I don’t trust Cenwyn’s motives at the moment. I’ve pissed him off with Fox, and angry Cenwyn is unpredictable, or at least that’s what I’ve learnt.

      Arinya steps forward. “Then follow me, please.”

      The angels and humans move out of Arinya’s way, or mine, as they all stare at me while we walk across the room. Everything feels silent and quiet in my mind, despite the noise of the music, and I try to keep that calm when I’m presented to Cenwyn like a present.

      Cenwyn leans back when he sees me, and he has a human woman on his lap, pawing at the collar of his suit and kissing his neck softly. I can only see her long blonde hair that’s down to her waist like mine, and she’s wearing a red dress, very similar to mine, that is pooled around Cenwyn’s lap. What does pique my interest is that she’s got marks painted on her arms and chest, so similar to my own alpha female marks that it’s clear she is pretending to be me.

      She looks over her shoulder, following Cenwyn’s gaze, and meets my eyes with her light green ones. I expect to see jealousy or a happiness that she is in the king’s lap when I’m not, but instead she looks determined.

      Cenwyn turns her face and kisses her, and I can’t do anything but watch. I know he thinks this will make me jealous and that this is a punishment, but truly, I feel nothing.

      They eventually stop kissing, and she rests on his shoulder as he rolls his eyes over me.

      “I did wonder if you were going to come at all, Mai darling,” he purrs. “But you are here and so very beautiful. But beauty is easily found, no?”

      “You invited me, and it’s Hallows’ Eve. No one should stay in their room on that day. Don’t you think?”

      I shouldn’t be taunting him, but it’s so difficult not to.

      “I’ve never been one for the old traditions,” he replies. “They should die in the past.”

      I wonder whether he’s remembering that night he wasted underneath that tree, hiding in the shadows and being an outcast because he could never ask to be invited in. We would have let him. It was like that in every gathering: Cenwyn watching, but my alphas at my side. I didn’t leave him out on purpose, but I just didn’t see him. Not compared to them. He was just not there.

      “I don’t agree,” I reply. “There are lessons to be learnt in the past. This day marks the day that the spirits can be felt.”

      I guess, for an angel who killed millions, he wouldn’t want to feel the spirits. They wouldn’t be kind to him, I bet.

      “Well, enjoy the party. I know I’m going to. You can watch,” he says, dismissing me but forcing me to watch him instead. All a game. But he hasn’t a clue that I’m not interested. He runs his hand down her arm as a male angel steps forward to my side. I look up at him in confusion, wondering why he is here. The male has long golden hair that is braided from the top of his head down, with loose curls hanging out, and a muscular build to his tall frame. He has black armour covering him from head to toe, unlike most of the males in this room in tuxes. It’s almost like he shouldn’t be here.

      He looks down at me, and I notice he’s got two different coloured eyes. One is grey and one is green, both colours very unusual and vibrant.

      “May I ask Lady Mairin for a dance?” he asks Cenwyn.

      He looks between us and back at the human on his lap. “Yes, but bring her back after one song.”

      He offers his hand, and I reluctantly take it. He sweeps me into the dancers and takes my other hand, which makes me flinch in pain. The angel stops, noticing, and he carefully places my sore hand on his shoulder before spinning us round and round until I feel dizzy and I’ve lost where we are in the room. I look over to see we are right next to the band, hidden in the dancers, and it’s so loud I doubt I could hear him talk.

      But he leans down. “I’m a friend of Callahan’s, and he sent word,” he tells me quietly, but I’m sure the music masks what he said. I suck in a breath and relax a bit in his arms. I don’t know him, but I do trust Callahan. “You say the word, my lady, and I’ll get you out of here, but if not, I’m watching as your shield in the shadows. I will be really close to you at all times, and I will come with you to the Fenrir Court.”

      “I’m not ready to leave yet,” I tell him. “And how could I trust you?”

      “Callahan is a stubborn asshole, and I’m the closest thing to a friend he has ever had. I didn’t spend years getting my arse kicked in combat by him to let him die alone saving you,” he states. “I’m not sure if you’re his girl or what it is between you both, but he made it clear you are to be kept alive.”

      “He’s my friend,” I say. “And I let him down. I made a mistake, and I wasn’t sure he would even help me.”

      I let Breelyn pay my deal with the trickster, and I took her from Callahan. I knew they liked each other, even if they were both too stubborn to realise it. She is my best friend.

      “Are you injured, my lady?” he questions, tilting his head at my arm.

      “It’s just a few broken bones,” I say.

      His eyes darken, and his jaw tightens. “Females should never be harmed. I am sorry I couldn’t stop it.”

      “What’s your name?” I ask.

      “Alisander of the Fenrir Court. I’m two hundred years old, and I’ve been waiting for a war since he was crowned the king,” he whispers to me. His breath is hot on my cheek, and it’s hard not to be affected by how attractive he is. “You look like the queen of the war coming. I am going to make sure you’re not on his side.”

      “I would never be on his side,” I whisper back. “And it’s good to know someone has my back.”

      “There’s more than a few angels in this court that would have your back, Mairin,” Alisander tells me. “My mate is one such. You met her earlier, and she can be trusted. We both offer our allegiance to your court.”

      “I don’t have a court.” I pause. “Yet.”

      “Then I will wait for the time one such court will arrive,” he tells me. The song ends, and I’m almost sad to have to go back to the pretend life, because for a second, I saw a way out of this game I’ve started. “Good hallowing moon to you, Queen Mairin.”

      “Good hallowing moon, Alisander. Please tell your mate the same,” I reply. I can feel how reluctant Alisander is to take me back to Cenwyn, and he steps back when we get to the couch. He bows to Cenwyn before walking away, and I finally look at the king. The woman is still in his lap, and he’s very clearly fucking her under her layers of dress. Her head is thrown back as she rolls her hips, and he watches me.

      He smirks before pulling her against his chest and bares her neck for him. He bites into her, and she cries out, but I don’t think it’s in pain. I know this is a punishment in his own twisted and fucked up way. He wants me to see this. He thinks it will make me jealous, but two can play this game to get what they want. I try my very best to pretend like I’m upset, and I turn away to rush through the crowd. Truthfully, I just want to find Niall, and this could be the perfect distraction I need.

      I briefly see Fox in the shadows as I run past, and he looks very busy with several human females and one male, so he doesn’t look my way. I look around and see Alisander, who nods his head at the balcony to my left and the open door. I head out one of the glass doors and onto the balcony, the fresh salty air welcome as I struggle to breathe in this dress.

      “To hell with it,” I mutter to myself. I hide behind the curve of a wall, by a lit-up pumpkin, and pull out Morganis. I use the blade to cut the lace of my dress until it gives and loosens, finally letting me breathe right. I put Morganis back and finally look at the view over the city in front of me. This balcony perfectly faces a gap between the buildings and follows a path all the way down to the docks. This side of the cabin is high up, and it looks like there was a house of some kind below, and the cabin has been built above it.

      I hear wings moving in the air right before the shadow of a male angel lands next to me, and I smile.

      “Maiy,” Niall says with a smile. He places his hands on my shoulders. “I see Alisander sent you the right way. Happy birthday tomorrow, by the way.”

      “You know he is helping me?” I question, my heart warming that he remembered.

      “Yes,” he replies. “Commander Callahan is a trusted angel and a powerful one at that. You made the right friend in the Fenrir Court.”

      “I think he chose me, to be honest,” I tell him.

      “What do your alphas think of that?” he asks with a note of humour.

      I chuckle. “They were pissed until Callahan met my best friend, Breelyn.”

      “I am glad you have good friends to guide you through the darkness. Friends are so important,” he says, and his eyes flash with sadness. I know he is thinking of my mama and how close they were. I always wondered if they were more than friends, but I think maybe they were. Maybe they were just very close friends, sharing a mission to find my father.

      “Cenwyn is distracted,” I tell him, unable to hide the disgust in my tone.

      “I’m very glad you don’t love that bastard,” Niall seriously tells me. “And I do dare to hope your alphas are much better males than he is.”

      “They are,” I tell him firmly. “I mean, you know Ragnar—”

      “Ragnar doesn’t even know himself, so how could I judge him? No, I will make my mind up when I meet them,” he says. “And see if they are good enough for my Maiy.”

      I chuckle. “I’m sure you will get along.”

      He looks out into the party and back at me. “We have got far more important things to do in our time alone. Alisander and friends in my court will make sure we have an hour.”

      “Okay,” I say, and he walks to the end of the balcony where a twisted pair of stairs head down into darkness. Eventually, when I can’t see anything, Niall pulls out a torch and uses the light to lead us back into the building under the cabin. This seems like a very well-hidden area, away from prying eyes, and well-used, given the sand and mud on the wood floors. I enjoy the warmly lit corridor as we step inside, and he closes the door behind me.

      “I wanted to tell you about this from the very start, but I couldn’t with one of those alphas there. Gods above, they might react badly, and this is our secret,” he tells me.

      “What is it?” I ask as we walk down the corridor.

      He sighs and opens a door, letting me step through before pulling it shut. “I took your memories a second time, and this is why.”

      I keep wondering what the hell he’s talking about as we come to another wooden door, and he pulls it open to let me inside. It’s a little living room, cosy really, with big plush red sofas, soft carpets and hot air balloons painted on a wall with a fireplace in front of it. There is a small, sectioned off kitchen to the one side, but it’s the children’s drawings on every wall that catch my eye. I notice a set of children’s toys on the floor in front of me, and I lean down, picking up a small doll with pink hair. The scent of the child that’s in here immediately makes me pause because it seems familiar, extremely familiar, and something in me changes.

      “Does a child live here?” I ask.

      I turn to see Niall pulling out Chaitala from above the fireplace in a hidden part of the wall behind. The sword immediately starts to glow yellow, her magic reacting, and I sense Morganis glowing in my boot, so hot it feels like she is burning my leg.

      “I’m so sorry for this,” Niall starts, and his tone makes me take a step back. “But I need to return all your memories and then you can see.”

      “But you said it takes time and that’s why Ragnar doesn’t have all his memories back. How are you going to give my memories back right now?”

      “Chaitala has already connected with you in the past, so your mind accepts this more easily. We’ve done this before. You’ll see.”

      “See what?” I demand as he moves closer. I stop running because I want my memories back and there is no way I’m leaving without them at this point.

      “Not what, but who,” he softly says as he leans the sword tip down towards my face. “I’m so sorry, Maiy.”

      The second the tip of the sword touches my forehead, the world immediately goes black, and my stomach drops like I’ve been falling for hours. I curl myself into a ball as I keep feeling like I’m falling through the air until I come to a halting stop. I gasp for air as I shakily stand and look around to see I’m in my old room at the foster house.

      “No!” I scream at what I see, and everything goes black once more before I’m back in a little room with Niall.

      I stumble back, holding my hands on my head as the memories keep coming, and I fall to my knees.

      “What are we going to do with you?” I ask the little baby in my arms. A female born to a foster kid and the daughter of the alpha’s son.

      The monster. “I didn’t even know you were inside me until two months ago and Mike told me. I think I was in denial, because now you’re here, and I can’t keep you safe. I’m sixteen...and I can’t keep you safe.”

      She is beautiful, too much for this evil pack, and her eyes are like mine. Her hair is so light it could be snow. I’m a mother...

      I start crying, sobbing, and the dream fades.

      I look up at Niall as he kneels in front of me. “Do you remember—”

      “I remember having a baby to the alpha’s son, who attacked me, and then you turned up three weeks later. You came for me, like you said.” I pause, tears falling down my cheeks. His own eyes are filled with tears, like he can’t bear to see me breaking. I was so wrong, thinking my past was without any light in the Ravensword Pack. There was her, and she was the only good thing in that pack. “But I knew I couldn’t leave with you. I’d put her in danger, and Cenwyn would find her because of me. That I couldn’t start a war and fight him while she was here.”

      “You didn’t remember who I was at the start, but the sword gave you enough memories back.” He looks down. “You were right. And now, if Cenwyn found out about her...”

      “He’d kill her for existing,” I say, my voice strained. I shake my head and angrily look up. “I’m not the child I was at sixteen, and I will never let him touch her.”

      There is so much venom in my voice that Niall looks concerned for a moment. “She is a sweet girl, but stubborn and brave like you were as a kid.”

      “Did Mike know?” I ask.

      “No,” he says. “I took everyone in the house’s memories, including the wolf boys.”

      Daniel and Jesper.

      “Good,” I say. “Her father can’t ever know she exists.”

      Not that he will be alive long enough to ever find out. My alphas will make sure of that.

      He nods in agreement. “Your alphas...they—”

      “I will deal with them,” I interrupt, not wanting to hear it. Telling them this is going to be hard, but I won’t keep her from them. They need to know every part of me, the good and the bad, and I trust them. “They know about the alpha of Ravensword raping me, and they have never once not supported me. I was broken when we met, and they healed me with time, love, and patience. They are not monsters, and I would give her to them in a heartbeat because I trust them that much.”

      He searches my eyes before nodding. “She knows who you are. I’ve told her a million stories about you and your mama.”

      “Show me,” I quietly ask, my voice cracking and splitting in two. Niall points at the door and offers me his other hand to help me up. I stand up and wipe my eyes, not wanting to see my daughter like this in case she is awake.

      My entire body seems to shake as I walk to her door and softly pull it open. Inside is a small little bedroom, a tiny cot bed where a toddler is resting fast asleep. She has beautiful white blonde hair and pink pyjamas with butterflies. She is fast asleep, cuddling a wolf teddy, and I breathe in her scent as I stay frozen at the door.

      “Serendipity,” I whisper the name I chose for her.

      A good thing that came from something bad.

      A light in the darkness.

      A star in the ever-dark night.

      She was always my serendipity.

      “I kept the name,” Niall whispers to me. “But we nicknamed her Dip. She likes to be called Sera.”

      “Dip,” I chuckle, watching the toddler. I love that nickname. My daughter. It doesn’t seem real, even with my memories back.

      I don’t see any of him in her, which is a mercy from the gods, because she looks just like me. I’d still love her anyway. I stumble back and softly close the door before resting my head on it.

      “I didn’t know she existed, and I made a deal to save my pack,” I whisper, well aware Niall can hear me. “I made a deal for my firstborn child in exchange for my pack. I sold her away.”

      I fall to the floor, and Niall catches me, holding me tightly as I burst into tears and cry for the unknown future I have given my little girl.
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Silas Fall

      My wolf stalks the edge of the house in the dark, cold night, and without mercy for the quiet street, we break through the door. The male wolf immediately shifts, his white coat as bright as the moon, but I’m across the room in one jump, pinning him to the floor. His wolf is tiny compared to mine, and I hold him down with one paw. A child screams nearby, and I look over to see a little girl hiding behind a female. I wonder why the girl doesn’t shift in fear, but then I remember how the Ravensword Pack has a low rate of shifting young. These females are better off in our pack, where they are free, than under the Ravensword rule.

      The wolf buckles under me, and I growl at him, baring my teeth, and he immediately stills, sensing the predator in his home.

      The floorboards creak behind me, and the girl cries out one more time.

      “You have a choice. Submit to us or die,” Henderson states, walking into the room.

      The female bows her head, the child too, and I watch the male for his decision. He very slowly bares his neck, and I huff before climbing off him. I shift back, and Henderson passes me my clothes as he sends the family off with one of our wolves. We can’t risk them running to the alpha of Ravensword and telling that bastard we are on our way.

      I walk up the stairs and go into the bedroom, straight to the window that overlooks the alpha’s building. I can sense our wolves in the pack, sneaking into the various houses around the river.

      Henderson walks into the room and places the bomb on the bed. All the bombs are set to go off in ten minutes, at the same time I’m heading right into the alpha’s home.

      This pack is going to burn for its crimes.

      “We are ready and set,” Henderson tells me. “We have to find Jesper and make sure he isn’t harmed. Mai would want that.”

      Mai.

      She feels a million miles from my grasp, and every second away from her is painful. I need her, and I want to hold her, kiss her, take her as my mate. I need to hear her laugh, taste her lips, and never let her go again. This, what we do here today, is in her name, and he will know that before this is over.

      “Don’t stop me, brother,” I warn Henderson. He gives me a sharp nod before stepping to the side and letting me leave the house. Henderson is angry, but nothing on the anger I feel and breathe with every step. Sleep has been nonexistent since Mai left with Cenwyn, and I know I won’t be able to rest until she is safe in my arms again. But more than that, I’m raging at the world. I’m a fucking god, and I let my mate take the fall for us.

      “We endure the fall and rise in the ashes, brother,” Henderson shouts after me as I leave the house. I look up at him in the window above, knowing he is going to set the bomb off and follow me into the battle.

      We will rise indeed.

      I look up at the stars above, stars that are said to be marks from where the gods left the worlds and went up to the night sky to watch over us. The truth is, the gods were all killed a long time ago, and there are only eight of us left in this world. My brothers and I have battled with the line between good and bad, much like the gods did so many years ago, but they ended up with nothing. They ended up dead and alone. I won’t let that happen to my brothers and Mai.

      Alpha Sylvester Ravensword is about to learn what happens to those who wrong the gods.

      My power, driven by my anger, builds in my fingertips as I walk to the alpha building. I can’t think of anything but Mai, so young and trusting of this alpha who took her innocence and broke her heart. He hurt her, nearly broke her spirit, and he doesn’t deserve to breathe anymore. It’s no longer Hades’s power, but mine, and I am done letting anyone cross us. This world is going to find out what happens when you go near the god of death’s mate.

      A line of wolves run in front of the gate, their coats like white snow against the darkness of the night. Without much effort, I cast a net of my magic and brush them out of the way. My red magic pours out around me like an explosion, and my anger can be felt within it. The wolves cry and growl as they are thrown in the air and crash down on the wall at the side of the gate. I don’t care if they are dead. They are on the wrong side, and anyone who is not my pack dies. Alarms start blaring as my magic looks like a red shadow following me into the enemy’s gate, and I see my reflection in the wolves’ eyes. I barely look like a wolf in this moment, my eyes the very shade of blood, and my energy crackling around me. My cloak moves with the power, and my blades on my back reflect the magic.

      “I am Hades, and anyone in my path dies,” I shout. I mean every single word. With a roar, I run at the gate with my magic spiralling around me, pushing away anyone and anything in my way. The gate, the wolves, nothing stops me as I run into the building, and it crumbles around me, giving into my dark magic.

      “Alpha Sylvester Ravensword,” I shout into the night as his wolves wail and cry behind me. My own wolves are like dots in the darkness as they follow me in to take the building. Using the taunt Mai told me he used to tease her with, I call him out. “Are you like Mary the lamb who runs from the real alpha wolf? There isn’t anywhere you can run now.”

      Wolves attempt to run at me as my voice echoes through the night. They only pause when they look into my eyes and finally when the bombs start to go off. The ground shakes with the explosions, and the wrath-filled growls of wolves fill the night.

      I’m going to level this entire city to find its alpha. “Fine, if you won’t come out, I will make you.”

      With all the strength I can find, I gather a sphere of magic, red and dark like the night, and I send it crashing into the right side of the building. It explodes in a rain of rocks and dirt, and screams fill the night.

      Five wolves come out of the building, large white wolves, and I tilt my head to the side and smile. I pull my swords out, feeding my magic through the blades until they glow red, and meet them in the middle of the courtyard. They attack with teeth, but they are nothing on my blades as I cut through them easily, never once letting them close. When the last wolf falls in a heap on the floor, I turn and face the building once more.

      I start to gather magic in my hands, but Henderson places his hand on my shoulder. “He is coming out, and he isn’t alone.”

      Neither of us is surprised to see the alpha walking towards us, out of the dust cloud from the fallen building, and he has a young boy in front of him.

      He holds a large sword against the boy’s neck. The boy is about the same age as Trey but as far as I know, this boy decided to be the alpha’s ward over being pack to Mai. But she loves him, and he is a child who made a mistake. We have all been young and made stupid choices.

      Jesper, his name is Jesper, and he is my mate’s pack. He will not die today.

      I grit my teeth as the alpha stops a few feet away and smirks. “You didn’t plan this one out all that well, did you?”

      “Let me go!” Jesper screams. Sylvester growls at him, and he quietens.

      We don’t say anything as I look at the monster who attacked Mai and rejected her. He rejected the best thing that ever happened to him, and he didn’t even know it.

      “Your pack is burning and will soon be nothing but scattered wolves,” Henderson starts. “And for Mai, we will show you no mercy.”

      “Killing me won’t make her less weak!” he snaps. “She is a weak and pathetic wolf—”

      He jolts, his eyes wide, and I look behind him as Phim leans over his shoulder, her dagger buried in his back. “My sister isn’t weak.”

      He swings at her, letting go of Jesper and making the biggest mistake. The boy was all that protected him from me. Henderson jumps for the boy as I go for the alpha. I’m on him in seconds, knocking him to the ground and punching him hard in the face. The snap of his nose only fuels my anger as I continue to beat the shit out of him. Every punch feels better than the last, especially with my power adding to the force. He tries to fight me, but my power holds him down, refusing to let him shift or move.

      Henderson pulls me off of him before I kill him and grabs my shoulders to make me look him in his eyes. “He is hers to kill. Remember?”

      I growl and shake off Henderson, looking down at Sylvester, the once alpha of Ravensword. His pack is burning down, the wolves running for the hills, and soon there won’t even be a Ravensword Pack at all. He is covered in his blood, barely conscious, and he looks so weak like this.

      I walk over and place my boot on his chest, crushing his ribs as I lean down.

      “If you ever talk about my mate like that again, I will cut off your tiny cock. Do you understand me?”

      He barely nods, and I growl at him. He doesn’t submit, and my wolf isn’t going to move until he does. “I want to kill you, right here and now, but I won’t because you have a reckoning on your head. A reckoning from my alpha female.”

      His eyes seem to pale from the threat before the male wolf turns his head to the side, submitting. I look to my beta, who is standing with the boy Jesper, who looks terrified of me. I’m covered in his alpha’s blood, and I’m burning down his pack. I can understand his reaction.

      “Tie him up,” I tell Phim, nodding at the once alpha.

      “With pleasure,” she replies, letting the boy go, and of course, he runs away. Henderson looks at me, then goes after the boy before he gets himself killed. Phim ties Sylvester’s hands and ankles in the magical chains we brought just for him. When she is done, I grab the chains.

      “Clean up the pack,” I tell her, and she bows before shifting into her wolf and running off into the building. I drag the alpha behind me, over the broken gates and down into the streets. Wolves, both shifted and not, pause in horror to watch as I drag their alpha through their streets but no one bothers to help him.

      Most immediately fall to their knees, some run, and some pass out.

      The word will soon travel that the Ravensword Pack is destroyed and its alpha is on his knees for the Fall Mountain Pack.
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      “Maiy,” Niall soothes, trying to calm me, but it’s not working. He rubs my back like he did when I was a kid and I hurt myself, but this time he can’t fix this. Everything is so, so wrong, and it’s all my fault. I can’t stop crying in his arms, and the world seems to be getting smaller by the second. I barely notice when he’s ripped from me and sent spiralling across the room, catching himself with his wings before he hits the fireplace.

      My magic lashed out at him.

      “I-I’m sorry!” I say as I crumble to my knees, digging my nails into my palms to make it all stop. My powers react around me, creating a sphere of magic until I can’t see anything but green shifter energy filling the room. I try to calm myself down, but when I look down at a drawing on the floor in front of me, a sob wrenches from my throat.

      Serendipity drew this. My innocent child, and I have done nothing but destroy her life. I’ve sold her away to someone I don’t even know, and I didn’t even know I was doing it at the time, but it doesn’t make it any better. What kind of mother am I? I have barely been in her life, and I sent her away. My deal with the trickster isn’t going to go away, and he must know about her. That’s why he was so clear that I was trading my firstborn child for protection of the pack for a month. A month for her.

      I don’t even know what he wants with a young female child, but I will not let her go. I can’t be a disaster and a failure to her. She is my baby.

      I can’t breathe and I gasp for air, my anxiety and fear overwhelming me. I need my alphas. I need—

      I look up as Ragnar walks into the room, like he could hear me calling out for him. His own magic from Hades fiercely spirals around him and immediately clashes with mine. But it’s not an explosion like it was with Erin. No, our magic dances together like old lovers. The red and green magic mix together, swirling and casting a brilliant light into the room. It’s bright enough to light up even the night sky.

      Ragnar doesn’t pause or even blink as he walks through my magic and straight up to me. He kneels down in front of me and cups my face, wiping away my tears.

      “Whatever it is, we’re together, and don’t you dare let those demons in your head win,” he firmly tells me.

      The demons are always there, just out of reach, and moments like this, he is right, they are winning. It takes a great deal of strength to even meet his eyes, the very shade of the deepest cerulean blue ocean outside. I swear for a second, I can see the stars in the pits of his eyes, and they seem to shine just for me.

      “I can’t breathe,” I sob out. I feel like a complete failure.

      “You’re not alone,” he tells me over and over, making sure I know that if I decide to sit in the darkness without any light, he is right there with me. “You’re never alone, Mai. Never.”

      Eventually I blow out deep breaths, and the tears slow, but he never lets me go. The magic still caresses and mixes together around us, but it’s no longer out of control.

      “I made a deal for my daughter,” I whisper. “I’ve given her away to someone I don’t even know.”

      “You have a daughter?” he slowly asks, clearly shocked.

      “Yes,” I reply, watching his reaction closely. It means everything to me how he replies right now.

      There isn’t any judgment or disgust or anything other than Ragnar in his eyes. “Is she someone else I’ve forgotten?”

      I sadly chuckle, shaking my head, only just remembering that this is my Ragnar, but he still doesn’t remember who I am exactly. My power softly pulls back into me, and his does the same until it’s just us kneeling on the floor. Gods on our knees.

      The Fall alphas have always been my salvation.

      Niall has left us alone, and I’m thankful for it as I keep my eyes on Ragnar to keep calm. I copy his breathing until I can focus on him instead of the pressure on my chest.

      When he is sure I am okay, he lowers his hands and picks mine up from my lap. My skin prickles with the awareness of his touch, and my wolf all but purrs in my chest for him. I flicker my eyes to his lips for a moment, wishing he would remember us and I could kiss him.

      He is mine, but his mind is not.

      “Tell me everything from the start,” he softly asks me.

      I nod before diving into the story of my past, and usually I hate to even think of the past because it scared me, but I don’t feel that way anymore. I’m happy to tell my story to him because he is the other half of my soul, and I know he would never judge me. I tell him about the alpha of Ravensword who attacked me, and I see the rage in his eyes, but he stays silent as I carry on. I tell him about how I found out I was pregnant and how I hid the pregnancy.

      “Mike...well, he was a brilliant and kind male. He was old, and he still tried to protect me, even knowing it was a death sentence if the alpha found out,” I mumble. “But he stayed, helped me deliver Serendipity, and kept us safe. I wish I knew if he was alive or not.”

      “I would like to thank him as well,” Ragnar agrees, “for being your protector when I clearly couldn’t.”

      “You were looking for me,” I gently reply. “You always were, and I wish I knew it. I wish I looked for you too.”

      I carry on with my story, needing to get it all out now I’ve started. “I knew that he could give Serendipity a safe life, so I did the hardest thing I’ve ever done and gave her away. It broke my heart, but not for long, because I asked Niall to take all those memories so I wouldn’t go after them.”

      “And now they’re back?” he questions, and I nod. “And it’s like you’re losing her all over again.”

      “But worse because of what I have unknowingly done,” I whisper.

      He doesn’t need to ask me to tell him, and he waits until I’m strong enough to say the words. “I made a deal with someone called the trickster. He’s an alpha of a pack called The Wolves of Mnemosyne, and he has powers unlike anything I’ve seen.”

      “Why did you make a deal, and what exactly did you agree upon?” he asks.

      “I had to do it to save your brothers, to save the whole pack, or we all would be captured and dead. The deal saved a city with millions of wolves in it, and it was the only way.” I look down. “But I didn’t know I already had my firstborn child. I thought we had time to find a way to undo the deal or trade something else. Or maybe I’d never have children so he wouldn’t get his end of the deal, but he must have known.”

      “He tricked you,” Ragnar growls.

      I nod. “His name makes sense now. I was warned his deals always benefit him more than anyone making the deal.”

      “I want you three back in the Fall Mountain Pack, but taking her there means he would see her,” I say. “And he could take her from me.”

      “There’s no way I’m letting him walk out of there with her,” he growls. “I will not let that happen. Deal or not. I will fucking kill him if he tries. You’re my family, my alpha female, and that means Serendipity is family. Pack.”

      My heart warms hearing him defend us both and accepting her with no question or need to pause.

      “I will fight him too,” I firmly say.

      “You’re stronger than you think, Mai,” he softly says. “I can sense it.”

      “Do you remember anything?” I whisper.

      “I remember some random things,” he admits. “Like the names of my brothers and parents. Like the fact I knew I was goddamn in love with you the second I saw you hanging out of a tree in my back garden, your hair stuck in the branches and your cheeks flushed from the cold. I knew then that I’d do anything for you.”

      “I love you,” I tell him. “I always will do. I need all four of you, and I hope you need me just as much.”

      “Living without you isn’t really living at all, Mai,” he breathes out. “It’s like drowning in the darkest lake and you can’t even see the sky above.”

      “I’m not going anywhere,” I whisper. “We always find each other again. Always.”

      He runs his finger down my cheek to my neck and then down to my alpha female marks on my collarbone. “All I want to do is kiss you here.”

      I shiver as he runs his finger slowly down my chest until he reaches the top of my breasts. “And here. I want to spend a long time kissing you here.”

      “Ragnar,” I whisper, my voice full of need.

      He moves his hand off me, and I want to snatch his hand back, but he is right to stop. I want my Ragnar, but right now, he isn’t fully back. I clear my throat. “I saw your brother, Valentine.”

      “How? Is he here?” he questions. “And he’s not my real brother, though, right?”

      “No, he isn’t here, but we can talk to each other,” I explain. “And you are so close that blood has never mattered. You’re brothers.”

      “How is he? And the pack I’ve been told about?” he asks.

      “Valentine is glad you’re okay, and your mother’s not awake yet. She is alive and…” I pause, wondering if the truth is something he can handle right now, but I decide to tell him. He deserves to know. “But Alpha Soren is dead, and she doesn’t want to wake because of that.”

      Sorrow clouds his eyes, and he dips his head. “I wish I remember more about him. I know he was a father to us in everything but title.”

      “I’m sorry,” I say. “He was a brilliant alpha for many years. He won’t be forgotten.”

      “Cenwyn killed him?” he questions, a low growl building in his chest.

      “Yes.”

      He snarls and stands up, facing away from me. “It’s bad enough his scent is all over you and I can’t kill him.”

      I don’t know what to say to him, so I step forward, placing my head on his back and my hands on his shoulder blades. “I love you, and he is nothing.”

      “I know.”

      We stay like this for a while until he feels calmer, and he turns to me. “Can I see her?”

      I know he means my daughter, and I don’t pause. “Yes, but she is sleeping. I haven’t even met her yet, and I’m absolutely terrified of meeting her. What if she hates me for leaving her?”

      “Listen to me,” Ragnar firmly states, cupping the back of my neck, and I look into the depths of his dark sapphire eyes. “You kept her safe, the sole job of a mother. You stayed in a pack of monsters to make sure she could be free. That is something she should thank you for. Don’t you dare put yourself down for how selfless you were to save her.”

      He’s right and I know it, but the creeping doubt is hard to ignore. Ragnar doesn’t break eye contact until I nod and he can see I’m okay. He lets me go and walks to the door. I stand up and place my hand on my shoulder, wrapping my arm around my waist as I watch him slightly pry the door open to look inside. I see the soft expression on his face, how it changes when he looks at my daughter before he closes the door and walks back to me.

      “She looks just like you,” he tells me with a smile.

      “She does, doesn’t she?” I grin.

      “Can I come in?” Niall asks, pushing the door open.

      “Yes,” Ragnar says and looks up at Niall. “I owe you greatly for keeping Serendipity safe and saving me. For everything you’ve done for Mai.”

      “All for family,” he replies and looks at me. “We might not be pack, as I’m not a wolf, but you’re my family, Maiy.”

      Tears fill my eyes as I smile at him. “How did you keep her safe? Do your angels know about my daughter? What do they think she is?”

      “My ward,” he simply says. “They know I spent time with wolves, and only the closest to me know about her. Anyone else that found out and I thought was a threat, was killed.”

      He is brutally honest, but I suspect he has killed more than a few of his kind to keep her safe for me.

      “So, she lives down here?” I ask.

      “Mostly, yes,” he replies, rubbing the back of his neck. “I wish I could walk her around the city, but there are too many angels who could see her. All she wants to do is to be outside, on the beach.”

      I look at her door. “I know that feeling of wanting to escape.”

      “Don’t get me wrong, she is happy, Maiy,” he tells me. “And she has friends in my court. They all know she’s my ward, and they wouldn’t dare harm her. Most like to come and spend time with her as she is a little chatterbox.”

      I chuckle. I can’t wait to get to know my daughter...if she can even look at me. How do I tell her who I am?

      “I need you to get her to the Fall Mountain Pack and make your decision on the war,” I say, looking him directly in his eyes. “Now.”

      I hold my head high and wait for his answer. I get it when he pulls out a dagger and walks to me.

      I shake my head and lean into my boot, pulling out Morganis.

      His eyes look worried, but I know it needs to be her that makes the cut. I think wolf blood is not poisonous to angels during ceremonial events because the bonding purifies it, but I’ll feel better if we use Morganis. “Swear it to me.”

      Niall offers me his palm, and I cut a line across, which bubbles with blood. I cut my palm, hissing at the sting, and place our hands together. A green light shines between our palms, and it shocks Niall silent for a second.

      Ragnar clears his throat, and it snaps Niall out of it. “I vow to you, on my own blood and before the gods in the sky and the old gods hidden in our world, to bring my court and army to fight on the side of the Fall Mountain Pack and its alphas. I furthermore vow to do everything in my power to bring your daughter to the pack lands. If I hereby break this vow, death may take my soul.”

      I feel the bind of the blood magic travel between us, making a strong bond, and I let go, the bond snapping away.

      “I owe you so much,” I say to him. “So much. For Serendipity and Ragnar.”

      “You owe me nothing,” he firmly states. He places his hands on my shoulders. “Nothing. Do you understand me? We are family, and even if we don’t share any blood? I am here for you. You don’t even need to ask, because I will do whatever you need to guarantee both you and she are safe and happy.”

      “Because of my mama?”

      He smiles sadly. “She was my best friend, but I promised you a long time ago I’d protect you. You were a baby then and unfortunately threw up milk on me right after.”

      “Still counts,” I chuckle, and he grins.

      I glance at Ragnar as Niall steps back. “Will you fight with Niall to protect my daughter on the way home? There are Levi and angel spies for Cenwyn. It won’t be safe.”

      “I will fight,” he states. “I will die to save them for you.”

      “I hate letting you go with the king to Fenrir, but I have made arrangements so that you won’t be alone on the travel. Alisander and his mate will be travelling with you,” Niall tells us. “They will get you out of Fenrir if Callahan can’t.”

      “Sounds like a plan,” I say and look at Ragnar. “For the pack.”

      “For the pack,” he agrees. Even if he doesn’t remember them all, he feels it.

      He is one of their alphas, and I know in my soul that if all my memories were taken, I’d still feel the connection to the pack. They are my people, and they rely on us to protect them.

      I step closer to Ragnar. “I’m not sure I will get to see you again before we are home, so this is goodbye for now.”

      “Come back to me,” he says, wrapping his hands around my waist and pulling me to him.

      I’m a little surprised, and he leans down to kiss me. Ragnar kisses me deeply, like it’s our last kiss in the world, and it makes everything fade away. I never want him to let go, but he breaks our kiss, staying close. “I may not remember our first kiss. I may not remember many, many things yet, but I know when I kiss you, it feels like I’m home.”

      He is my home, too. I kiss him one more time, trying to remember the feel of his lips, his scent, his everything, before I know I have to leave.

      I walk to the front door and look back for a second at the other door in the room, where my daughter’s sleeping just behind it.

      “Are sure you don’t want me to wake her to meet you?” Niall softly asks. “She sleeps like the dead, but I can wake her up and you can talk to her. I know she’d be happy to see you. I’ve always told her about you. She knows who you are.”

      My heart staggers. “No, because if I talk to her and hold her, I won’t be able to let go and do what I need to do.”

      “Do you want me to escort you back?” Niall asks after a pause.

      “Sure,” I agree. “But not inside the party. I want to go in alone and play the jealous queen. I think it’s about time I make a bit of a show.”

      I don’t want to leave and go back to his side, but I remind myself it’s not going to be for long.

      “I’m always in the shadows. Always there,” Ragnar tells me as I walk away feeling like I’m leaving two massive chunks of my soul back in those rooms.

      They’re my family, and I have quite a big family now, so different from when I was a foster kid with only Mike, Daniel and Jesper as any real connection to other people. I never thought I would have this, a family like this to fight for, and honestly, it’s a little overwhelming, but in the best way. Niall closes the door softly behind me, and we head down the corridor, through another door, before Niall stops.

      “Shit,” he mutters, looking behind me. “Wait here, and I will come back. I want to make sure Ragnar knows the code word for safe people that Dip and I learnt. Or she might scream if she wakes up.”

      “Code word?” I ask.

      “Yes.” He smiles. “It’s Maiy.”

      I smile at him before he goes back through the door, and I head towards the stairs so I can breathe in some fresh air before going up.

      “Little Miss Mairin, are you lost?” Fox asks, his taunting tone grating on my nerves as he steps out of the shadows.

      With a growl, he jumps at me and slams me back into the wall. I growl right back and use my powers to push him away from me. “Or are you a betraying little whore we all knew you were?”

      “Oh, Fox,” I say, standing tall and letting my wolf tip to the surface with my powers. “I don’t know how I ever thought you were my friend.”

      With a grunt, I lash out with my powers and throw him into the wall, which cracks with green light. My magic wraps around him like vines, tightening with every step I take towards him. He struggles and his cheeks burn redder with every passing moment. I swear I can almost hear his tainted heart beating in his chest.

      “I was never your friend, and you were never anything but their little slut. Do you really think they will stay loyal to you?” he asks, barking out a laugh. “You might be pretty, darling, but you—”

      He stops when a massive black wolf steps out of the shadows, his teeth bared and a feral growl radiating from his chest.

      I sink my hand into Ragnar’s back as Fox starts to freak out. My magic comes up and winds around his mouth, cutting off his shouts and screams before they really started. I know if I say the word, Ragnar will rip him to pieces, but I have a better idea.

      Within a few minutes, Niall walks to us with Chaitala in his hand, the yellow glow filling the cracks of darkness in the space that my magic hasn’t touched.

      I step closer to Fox, enjoying the panic in his eyes. He is powerless, just like he made my alphas when he betrayed us all.

      He deserves far more than death.

      Death would be too kind, too final.

      “I’m going to take all your memories, and then Niall is going to sell you to some angels,” I say. His eyes widen and he struggles. I look over my shoulder at Niall. “Make sure they aren’t nice. Make sure they know he is a piece of shit and deserves to serve them for the rest of his miserable lifetime.”

      Niall’s lips tilt up. “Yes, my queen. It would be an honour.”

      I hold out my hand, and Niall hands me the hilt of the sword. I can’t say I don’t enjoy Fox’s expression as I place the tip of the sword on his forehead and his memories swiftly disappear until there is nothing, no hate or struggle as he stares at me.

      Ragnar growls once more and looks up at me. “Protect her and stay alive. For me,” I tell him.

      He huffs and brushes his head against my side before going back down the corridor and through the door.

      I look at Niall, who takes back the sword.

      “See you soon,” I tell Niall before leaving him to deal with Fox, who I hope to never see again. Part of me wants to turn back and kill him, but I know this is a much better ending to his story.

      The staircase curls up, and I enjoy the cold wind for a time as I walk up the stairs, my dress catching on the metal steps. I walk through the balcony, letting my power ripple into my hands, and I use my power to make a path by shoving everybody and everything, like the couches, out of my way. Some humans scream, scrambling away, and many angels fly up in the air, but they don’t dare attack me.

      If Cenwyn wants to make me his queen, then they damn well can learn I’m not powerless and weak. I walk straight up to Cenwyn, still on his couch, and his replica of me is lying on the opposite couch away from him. He looks very amused as he sees me walking towards him, my power lashing out around me.

      “There’s my beautiful soon-to-be queen!” he states, spreading his arms out on the couch. “Have you finally come to apologize to me?”

      It takes everything in me to lie. “Yes.”

      I let my power slide back into my body, disappearing and leaving the room silent. Even the music has now stopped.

      “What do you say?”

      “I’m sorry,” I answer. I’m sorry you’re such a fucking sadistic asshole. I’m sorry I haven’t been able to stab you a million times. I’m sorry you’re a monster and there is no chance of redemption. “I’ve learned my lesson. May I sit with you?”

      He smiles like he has won, nodding once, but it’s only a small battle, and the war is yet to come. The music softly starts up again as I sit next to Cenwyn, and he wraps his arm around me. I stare out into the crowd with a determined gaze, knowing I can play this game for a little longer.

      “We leave at first light,” he tells me, whispering in my ear. “I am bored with this court.”

      “But I’ve barely gotten to see it,” I instinctively reply, wanting to spend more time with Ragnar, Niall, and watch my daughter some more.

      He looks down at me and leans down, pressing his lips to mine. I freeze, bile crawling up my throat, but thankfully he pulls back with a smirk. “You saw plenty when we flew over. Don’t worry, my darling, we will come back one day when we are mated and the alphas are dead. We have three days until I need to be back at my court to make plans for war.”

      I nod and look over at the crowd of strangers. Three days to gain allegiance in the Fenrir Court and then I’m going home.
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      I wish I could have met her.

      I wish I could have kissed Ragnar one more time.

      I wish I told Niall he is the closest thing to a father I have ever had and I’m so thankful for him. It’s the only thing I can think of as the winds blow against my back as I’m flown from the Styx Court. The cold breeze from the sea has changed with the warm sands and dust of the lands we are travelling over, making it impossible to look around me. The sun is barely rising behind us as we leave the city, and I leave part of my soul there. I’m trusting Niall to not only protect my daughter, but to protect Ragnar when he doesn’t know who he is. The sword is working, but slowly, and I know Ragnar will fight to the end for my daughter.

      It was hard to leave with Cenwyn, but I know that I will see them again, and I had to pretend to be happy to be leaving. I’m so tired of fake smiling, I’m so tired of Cenwyn in general. I was told it’s only a few hours’ flight towards the Fenrir Court from this direction, and every beat of his wings gets me closer to Callahan—and my escape. I was lucky last night that Cenwyn drank so much he passed out on the couch and barely noticed me slip from the party to lock myself in my room. I spent the night clutching onto my necklace, watching the door and praying that I’d see my alphas again just for a second. But they didn’t come. Whatever this magic is in this necklace, I feel like it knows I need to be alone, completely alone, not in any danger.

      Every second I’m around Cenwyn, I’m in danger. I only have to say one word wrong, one slipup, and the game is over for me.

      The only thing that makes me smile is remembering the angry look on Cenwyn’s face when he figured out Fox was missing, and Erin wondered if he had run away. Cenwyn threatened to kill him if he found the wolf, but he won’t ever find him. No one will.

      The thick coat keeps me warm, but underneath, I’m wearing one of the skimpy dresses packed for me. I didn’t want to wear it, but one of the guards made it clear I would wear the dress or nothing. This dress is silver, the dress with the most material I could find, and it’s easier to wear than the red one.

      I’ve tied my hair up into a bun to keep it from being windswept and pulled the hood of my coat tightly over me, burying my head against Cenwyn’s chest, forcing myself to listen to his rapidly beating heart.

      I hate that I had to let him kiss me, and it felt so wrong, like I’m cheating on my alphas somehow. But it’s not really cheating if it’s something you don’t want to do, if it’s something you have to do to save your pack. In any case, I will tell them about everything because I never want there to be any secrets between us. I’m sure they’ll understand it was just a kiss, a disgusting, vomit-inducing little kiss.

      Cenwyn thankfully has kept his hands to himself, but I need to get away from him soon, as I have a feeling that behaviour won’t last long. I hope my alphas know that I didn’t feel anything, and I wouldn’t, because my alphas only have to put one finger on me, and my body comes alive, burning to life because of them.

      When wind whips harshly against my back and my stomach drops as we dip down, I think of Persephone. I wonder how long she will wait for The Wolven Crown that she’s so desperate for. It was our deal. I got my powers and the wolf, all of it, and all I had to do was find this crown. She didn’t mention to me that she was the one that made the crown, and the crown itself is actually the Golden Apple of Discord, meaning it’s extremely powerful. The gods fought over the apple, near enough killing each other for it, but that wasn’t what killed them in the end. I don’t know what did, and I want to know. I need to know. I’m not even sure if I should find it for her. What could she possibly want with it? She doesn’t have a body in this world, and she is only attached to my soul. A daunting feeling fills my chest at the idea of not getting it, though.

      A gnawing feeling enters my mind, like I’m missing the big point. That everything I’ve learnt is a clue to something, and I don’t know what it is.

      The seven weapons made by Hades, created with real lives, and they were used to link seven children’s souls to the gods, bring them back to the world. The Wolven gods, The Wolven Crown, and the weapons. All of it links back to Persephone and Hades and what happened thousands of years ago.

      But what the hell does it mean?

      I haven’t had another dream of her memories yet, and I feel like they might only happen in Darkland Castle. Perhaps my connection there is stronger. I need to be back there to get the answers about The Wolven Crown. I made a deal with her, and I know that she’s going to do something terrible to me if I don’t keep it. What exactly happens when you break a deal with the queen of hell?

      I can’t think it’s going to be anything good.

      I haven’t kept track of how long it’s been since I made the deal, but it’s got to have been six months at least, and I only have a year. It’s not long at all to find something lost so long ago, and with war coming, goddess above knows how long I could be trapped in the city and unable to actually look for it as I fight for my people. I need to get back to the Darkland Castle and search my dreams, those memories, as it’s the best chance I’ve got to find it. I’m just searching for a needle in a haystack, but—

      I gasp as we drop really fast through the air, and my stomach feels like it’s full of a million butterflies right before my feet land on the floor with a thud as warm air whips around me.

      I blow out a breath and pull back my hood as Cenwyn lets me go. I’m glad of the distance, and I’m not surprised to see Viscount Deimos and Consort Indra standing a few feet away. Dressed in gold satin clothing, they both look at me like I’m a complete stranger, and I remind myself to keep up the act. Cenwyn can’t know about my alphas and the connection they have to one of his courts. They both bow their heads and look between us as I glance around. We are inside the pyramid, a place I remember well for the wrong reasons. I stood here not so long ago with my alphas, and I peep over at the wall, which is now plain white stone, but all too recently there were angels pinned to that wall, with daggers through their wings for daring to hurt me.

      “Welcome, my king,” Viscount Deimos starts. “Who is this lovely female?”

      “This is your soon-to-be queen, Mairin Ravensword,” he introduces me, using my old name when we both know my last name will always be Fall. I hold no alliance with Ravensword.

      “A pleasure,” Viscount Deimos states, and his eyes seem to flash with amusement at our lie.

      I incline my head respectfully. “It’s good to meet you.”

      I have to pretend I have never heard their names before as they introduce each other and turn to Cenwyn. “Your Majesty, we have a ball held in our ballroom just for you. We were aware of your arrival any day now, and we’ve had a ball going on for days in preparation. My people are very excited to see you.”

      “My people. Not yours,” Cenwyn corrects him, a bite to his words. Like the psychopath he is, he smiles right after his outburst. “A ball sounds good. There best be food.”

      “Of course,” Viscount Deimos says and nods his head. “Please follow me.”

      “Wait,” I say, catching Cenwyn’s arm. He looks down at me. “Perhaps I could go somewhere to rest? The flying is always so hard on me.”

      Cenwyn leans down, and I try not to move away on instinct. “No, you stay with me for now. Last time I let you rest, you knocked out your guard.”

      “I can go to the party for a bit,” I reply, correcting myself to please him. “I’m not that tired. It’s only been three hours.”

      “Good girl,” he states, and I resist the urge to bite off his hand on my back as he guides me after Viscount Deimos. I hear the other angels landing behind us with Erin, and I don’t look back at her, but I feel her eyes on my back, watching. I hope she stays out of the way because, despite everything, I don’t want to kill her. She has been tricked and used her whole life, and one day she will wake up after that. I believe she might even be waking up now.

      Cenwyn pulls my coat off me, undressing me like I’m his doll, and throws the coat at one of the humans at the edge of the room. Thankfully, the air is warm here, soft as it blows against me, and the different scents don’t put me on edge, mostly as it’s familiar. Cenwyn gives me a warning before he tugs me to his chest and flies me down to the next level, following where Deimos and Indra are flying. We fly straight into the ballroom, and I look up at the river of water that flows above us. This time, it looks like it’s filled with glitter, sparkling little diamonds in the air, and red lotus flowers have been pinned into the water somehow and seem to almost float gently across it without moving. The floor is covered in the flowers and glitter, and I presume this is their way of celebrating the autumn months. A band lightly plays in the corner, and people dance, spinning around in dresses of reds, oranges, golds, and silvers. It reminds me of the ball with the alphas, but this time, it seems more coordinated and intense with everyone staring and then bowing.

      We land in the middle of the room, in the middle of so many angels bowing to us. To him. I’m not and never will be their queen.

      “Dance with me,” Cenwyn commands.

      He doesn’t wait for my answer as he drags me by my arms into the bowed dancers. Cenwyn clicks his fingers, and the music starts up. The bowing angels stand straight and begin to dance. I find myself searching over Cenwyn’s shoulder for one angel in particular. I do spot Alisander and Arinya together, standing at the side of the room and watching me.

      “You don’t say it, but you are mad at me for hurting you,” Cenwyn starts. “But I need for you to understand I did it to make you learn. It’s the only way.”

      He did it to be in control, to make him feel good, and none of it was me. That’s utter bullshit.

      He spins me around before pulling me back against him. “I do hope your arm is healed now.”

      “It is,” I coldly reply.

      “A bit of pain never killed anybody,” he taunts.

      “Where did you learn that pearl of advice?” I ask.

      “That’s what I was told. It’s what Oisean used to tell me when I moaned about being in pain,” he simply explains.

      “Why would he have told you that? Was he hurting you?”

      “Yes and no,” he explains. “When I was young, you know I left, and I went to him. I told him I wanted to be strong and prove to you that I am better than the alphas. I knew in my heart that I was. Oisean agreed to help me. It was not as easy as you think to get my powers. I had to climb an extremely tall mountain, the tallest in the world.”

      “Mt. Everest?” I ask, remembering reading about it somewhere years ago.

      “Yes,” he replies. “And I had to break through the top of it to fall into the mountain, and in the air, I would find my powers. I tried climbing it three times, failing each one. It was too hard, too painful, and my body couldn’t hold up. I could barely breathe when we got near the top. My wolf didn’t like it, and tried to run every single time until I shut him up. Oisean taught me strict lessons and how to overcome pain.”

      I want to feel sorry for him. I want to tell him that Oisean was wrong, but Cenwyn has done too much. There is no redemption for him.

      “Don’t look like that,” he commands. “Oisean made me who I am today. King. I am stronger than the alphas, like I wanted to be, and I never would’ve made it up that mountain and gotten my powers without him.”

      “Is Oisean your father?” I ask.

      He stops and looks down at me. “Figured that one out, huh?”

      “That’s why you went to him, to find your father and ask for help,” I say, more thinking out loud. “Why did Oisean make us all? Why did he link us all to them?”

      “Oisean is an old angel, very old, from a time when they worshipped the gods. He spent his life working out a way to bring them back just so he can worship us once more. It’s his religion, his belief, that the gods were better for the world than not.”

      The millions of humans dead and the packs destroyed would strongly go against that. Oisean was very wrong, and his choice destroyed too much.

      “I’m very glad he changed us,” he says, forcing me to dance again. “The gods should never have been killed.”

      An inch of fear trickles into my chest. “Do you know much about the War of the Gods? What exactly happened so many years ago?”

      “Are you interested in becoming a historian now?” he jokes.

      “No. But how did Persephone and Hades actually die in a gods’ war?” I question. There is a flash of anger when I say Hades, but it’s gone quickly.

      “There were two sides to the war. Those who sided with Demeter, who wanted her daughter back from Hades, and the other side, who was with Hades and agreed he should keep his mate. At some point in the war, Persephone had gone insane using the Apple of Discord, and Hades, being so in love with her, was always on her side. She had such a substantial power that she was levelling cities, destroying the world, and she would have burnt the entire earth down and sent it to hell. Hades would have let it happen, and the gods had to stop her,” he tells me. It’s funny he calls Persephone insane for levelling cities when he did exactly the same thing. I wonder what he uses to justify his actions.

      “Why would she do that?” I ask, but I think I know from the dream.

      “Apparently, Persephone lost her unborn child, and that’s what really made her go crazy. She started radiating power, attacking everybody that came close to her. Even Hades couldn’t stop her in the end, so the gods sacrificed themselves, pulling so much magic that all seven of them died at the same time.

      That number seven again. It can’t be a coincidence.

      “I imagine it took a lot for Hades to even do that. To kill his own queen. His mate,” I whisper, feeling heartbroken for him.

      Cenwyn really doesn’t like my answer. “When we get into the pack lands, you will find the Apple of Discord. That castle is linked to you, and the answers are there. I didn’t sense its power, but perhaps it is hidden in a way that only you can sense it. We will find it.”

      “What if you can never get in?” I ask.

      He darkly smiles. “I will. I have decided, when the war is over, I’m going to take you as my mate in front of them before killing them. I want them to watch.”

      Horror makes me freeze, and I can’t hide the disgust on my face. He coos and places his hand around my neck, roughly arching my neck so I have to look at him.

      “I want them to hear you moan my name, to see the mating magic link us. They will never win you as you’re mine and so is this world,” he breathes out, his scent changing into one of desire.

      He lets me go, and I stumble back. “Go and get some rest. I’m tired of you and need a female to sate my lust for you, just for now. It will be you under me soon.”

      Sickness rises up my throat.

      Consort Indra is at my side in a second, and I can’t help feeling a little relieved as she bows to Cenwyn.

      “Would you mind if I escorted her to a room, my king?”

      “Keep a close eye on her,” he commands and walks away.

      Indra hooks her arms under mine and lifts us both into the air and out of the building. I clutch her hands under my arms until she lands us on the next level.

      “I will never get used to flying,” I mutter.

      “Wolves aren’t meant to fly,” she replies with a knowing smile. She lowers her voice. “You won’t have long. I can see his angels following us. I will keep them distracted for a while.”

      “Thank you,” I tell her and lean closer. “I need to speak to Deimos alone, at sunset.”

      She nods in agreement, and I leave her to head into the room, closing the door behind me.

      It’s the same room I stayed in—and was attacked in—not so long ago. It’s a big risk being here, but I smile as I see who is waiting for me.

      Callahan is dressed in leather armour, two swords on his back, and his arms are crossed. He might still be angry with me over Breelyn, but I see the relief in his eyes.

      I walk right up to him. “I’m sorry. I’ve been a terrible friend to both you and Breelyn. She is—”

      “Amazing,” he finishes for me. “And loves you. You’re my queen, always will be, even if your decision hurt those close to you.”

      “I won’t ever make a mistake like that again,” I tell him firmly. “I was selfish, and it cost us greatly. That isn’t happening again. I’m done being the victim and being used.”

      Callahan looks over at me at the door. “We can leave right now if you want.”

      I shake my head. “No, not yet, but tonight, after sunset.”

      “Are you okay?” Callahan asks, running his eyes over me.

      I nod. “You?”

      “Wanting to get back home,” he replies, and I know the feeling. Breelyn might be there for him, and my alphas are there for me.

      We stare at each other, and I pause for a moment before stepping up to him and wrapping my arms around his chest, hugging him tightly. He lowers his arms and sighs before embracing me back.

      “You’re a pain in my ass, Mai,” he mutters. “It’s hard to stay angry at you.”

      “And you’re my friend, Callahan,” I reply softly. “I missed you.”

      “I miss you too,” he admits. “I never thought a wolf would become my friend, my queen, but here we are. Especially not a wolf with shit taste in food.”

      “Hey,” I grumble, stepping back. “It’s not my fault you don’t like chocolate or cake, or anything sweet.”

      He flashes me a look of disgust. “I prefer food rich in flavour.”

      I shake my head as we both start to chuckle, but Callahan pauses, looking behind at the window. “I have to go. Trust only Alisander and Arinya in this court.”

      “Tonight,” I remind him as he walks to the window.

      He looks back at me, his sword flashing from the sun’s light. “Tonight, we show the king what happens when you cage an alpha female wolf.”
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      The last day as a spy for my alphas is over.

      I sit on the end of my bed, watching as the sun sets below the skyline and admiring how it looks like it’s been painted with a brush. Coral pinks, grape purples and burnt oranges cover every inch of the sky, and the warm, dying light shines down on me. The city noise, the distant scent of the sea, all fades away until there is nothing but peace.

      It’s absolutely beautiful and fitting for there to be a sunset like this on the night that I’m leaving to go back to my alphas. I finally get to see them again...and become their mate. I’ve spent more hours than I can think of wondering what it’s going to be like to have sex with them, to be with someone I actually want to be with and it not be forced. My body shivers when I remember the pleasure they have taught me already and how I saw they enjoyed giving me pleasure.

      I don’t know when exactly it was, but I’m not frightened of sex anymore. I’m not frightened of being with them and taking them into my body and learning what it is like to be truly connected to the other halves of my soul.

      Nothing and no one is getting in between us again.

      I’m finally leaving the angel king, and he’s never going to get to hurt me again. I hope it hurts him when I leave. I hope he finally realizes that no one’s ever going to love him when he is this monster. When he’s killed millions, took everything he wanted, tricked, and lied to get his own way. There isn’t a good part of him left to be redeemed, and I think that’s probably something to do with Zeus and a lot to do with his poor wolf buried deep down inside his broken soul.

      But a broken king is dangerous.

      The second the sun completely disappears from sight, I hear the door knocked.

      I don’t bother to tell him to come in as he opens it and walks into the room.

      “Come on, we can’t stay here to talk,” Deimos tells me, offering me his hand. His gold cloak pools around his feet, and he has a tunic underneath with black armour over the top. I don’t miss the few daggers and no doubt other things hidden in his cloak. He won his place as a court leader by battling, and the alphas may trust him, but they never said he wasn’t dangerous. I step to his side, taking his cold hand, and he wraps an arm around my waist. I hold on to him, his citrus scent stronger than Cenwyn’s, and he flies us out of the room through the window. He flies down the tunnels all the way to the bottom, and we take a sharp right.

      We are spinning through the air so fast that I can’t see much other than feel that we have gone a few levels up. Suddenly we come to a stop, and he puts me down.

      My legs are shaky as he opens a door, and I look down the corridor. There is an open entrance on the one side and a darker tunnel that must lead further into the pyramid on the other.

      Deimos lets me go inside first, and it’s a small room, nothing more than a desk, a few chairs, and a line of bookcases on the one wall. He closes the door behind us.

      “It’s soundproofed in here,” he explains, “and well-guarded. You can’t know who’s talking to the king about our conversations. I trust no one.”

      “It’s good to see you again, Deimos. I never got a chance to thank you for the memories you gave me. They were useful,” I say.

      “I can see that. You’re not the little wolf female I once met,” he replies. “I much prefer the devious Mairin.”

      I smile, ignoring his flirting. There are only four wolves I want to flirt with. “Thank you for pretending not to know me earlier.”

      “You and I have a lot of secrets, girl,” he easily replies, walking around me to the desk. He opens one of the drawers and pulls out a bottle of wine.

      He takes a long drink and offers me the bottle. I shake my head. “Your choice. We have a lot of secrets that would end up with both of us losing our heads.”

      “Maybe,” I reply. Cenwyn won’t kill me yet, not when he wants to know where The Wolven Crown is, and the only way to get that answer is from me.

      “So why are you here?” he asks with a sigh. “Because I highly doubt it’s to play his little queen.”

      “I’m not here to play any games with him. He is just transport. I’m here for you, actually.”

      He tilts his head to the side. “I’m listening.”

      “I’m guessing you don’t want to serve your king forever. I’m guessing at some point you want your daughters back. I saw them.”

      This gets his attention. His eyes widen, and he places the bottle down before walking straight up to me.

      “Tell me—” He pauses, his voice cracking with emotion. “Tell me they are okay. I’ve not heard anything in years.”

      My heart hurts for him. “Yes, they seemed fine, and he has them working as maids. I found it strange that angels were maids at all. But then I realized why they looked so familiar. They’re identical twins, but by the gods above, they look a lot like you.”

      His eyes fill with tears. “They do.” Deimos makes his way back to the bottle. “I can’t get them off him, and I fucking hate that bastard for making me bow while they clean up after him as his slaves. No one should be a slave,” he bites out. He takes a long drink of the wine and paces by the desk.

      “Fight for me. Fight for the alphas, and we will free them, no matter what it takes. There’s going to be a war, and the angels’ army has surrounded our lands. It’s protected and it will stay protected, but we can’t stay locked in there forever, not with that many people. And Cenwyn is never going to let that happen,” I say, and he stops pacing to look at me. “He is going to force every angel under his command to be there when he breaks through the barrier or it drops.”

      “Carry on,” he states.

      “We’d end up starving to death stuck in there, and we won’t let that happen to our people. We have an army of wolves, well-trained, and our blood and our bite is deadly to an angel, but we don’t have the numbers he does.”

      “How many?” he questions, rubbing his chin. “And wolf blood is not poisonous to us. That’s just a rumour. The bite is lethal, so that’s why we don’t normally drink shifter blood. Best just to stay away.”

      “Oh. Good to know.” I nod. “There are three hundred thousand wolves trained and a good hundred thousand more who would fight,” I say, repeating what I have heard the alphas talk about in the past. “I need alliances. I need you to make a blood vow to me that you will come and fight on my side when the war begins. We will let you into the city. We will house and feed you. We will fight together as one people.”

      “Your plan is more of a fairy tale than the stories I was told by my mother,” he starts. “I have an army of two hundred thousand, but a lot of my men don’t like wolves and won’t fight to save them, even against Cenwyn. He is their king. He is my king.”

      “Who imprisons your daughters and will never let you see them,” I remind him. “He doesn’t care about you. In fact, you’re nothing to him. No angel is. He is a monster hell-bent on power and destruction.”

      “I know this, Mairin,” he reminds me. “But—”

      “You need to convince your people to fight for you. Work hard to convince them, Deimos,” I say.

      “I’ll end up losing my head when he finds out I’ve been turning his people,” Deimos replies.

      “Trust me, he’s going to be distracted, because I’m leaving tonight, and he is going to be so hell-bent on revenge and finding me that he’s not going to look in his cities and his courts. This court will be yours, and they’re your people,” I say, stepping forward. “I suggest you get them in order to follow you, because when this war is over—and we plan on winning and we will win—you will be their king if you help us. We will make a deal with you, one that will include our children and last for generations. There won’t be any more war.”

      He pauses and looks up at the ceiling and then back down at me. “My twins are my only heir, and for them, I will do this. I will fight for you, for them.”

      “Tell me about them,” I softly ask.

      He sadly smiles. “I had another mate, not my true mate, but a female I loved more than the sun. She bore me the twins on our first year together, and it was the happiest day of my life. My priorities changed when I saw them for the first time, and I promised their mother I’d always protect them.”

      He looks at the floor. “King Cenwyn took them to make sure he could control me, and I failed them. My mate was dead, and I was very lucky to meet Indra all these years later. She is my true mate. I knew the second I was inside her, and I love her.”

      “True mates are so rare and special,” I say.

      He nods. “Every healer we’ve ever met with says she cannot bear any children. So the twins are my only heirs. I love Indra very much, but I want an heir, and I need my children back. He made a grave mistake when he took them, thinking he could control me. Angels cannot be controlled.”

      “Neither can wolves,” I reply with a smirk.

      “You have me on your side, alpha female,” he says.

      “Good, I want a blood vow,” I demand, standing straight. “And you make sure to remind your people how insane Cenwyn is. I believe Oisean keeps him in that castle to make sure the angels don’t see what is going on. His soul is corrupt, and it will only get worse.”

      While Hades and Persephone might have been the gods of darkness, I think because our gods knew how to reign it for so long, we can control it.

      “Many people are going to die in this war,” Deimos warns me. “Many, many people because it’s a war of the old gods. When you lot start fighting, we’ll be nothing but toys on the ground that you knock out of your way. That worries me.”

      I don’t know what to say to that, because he’s right, and when we fight, it’s going to be explosive. I lean down to my boot and pull out Morganis. His eyes widen as he looks at the dagger, and it begins to glow.

      “You’re just full of surprises tonight, aren’t you, wolfy?” I arch an eyebrow, and he laughs. “I shouldn’t be that surprised. You certainly have been interesting since we met, and this makes more sense to me now.”

      “Do you know what it is?” I ask, nodding at Morganis.

      “It’s one of the seven legendary weapons,” he says, and he reaches into the drawer of the desk and pulls out a ring.

      I’m immediately drawn to it, like it’s something I’ve held before and feel like it should be mine. The ring base is completely silver, and on top is a red stone with a viper woven around it, biting into the stone with its razor-sharp teeth. The stone starts to glow bright red.

      “Anyone that touches this dies if I want them dead,” he says, pointing at the red stone. “But I have only seen it glow twice. Both times you were here.”

      “How many did you kill with it?” I ask.

      “None,” he states, surprising me. “You might be linked to a goddess, Mairin, but some of us don’t wish to play with the gods and their objects. You should have this.”

      “I can’t take it,” I reply, shaking my head, but he still holds out the ring. “It is with you for a reason.”

      “This ring appeared to me five years ago. I was just in there, sitting down, and then suddenly it was in my hands. I never even picked it up. I had no idea where it came from, but I sensed its magic. I knew deep down that I could not get rid of it, but it was not mine to use. I’d heard of the seven weapons, and I started researching it the minute I got this ring, trying to learn what its name was and if it was one of them, which of course, it is,” he says with a low laugh. “The last one made, to be precise. They say the god Poseidon actually loved his human, the woman given to him as a virgin present. They lived together until she was old and death was but a moment away. He took her to Hades to become this so she could live forever, still in his hand.”

      I look at the dagger and then at the ring. “It’s not life. It’s a prison.”

      “Perhaps, but we will never know that,” he replies.

      “What’s her name?”

      “Iris,” he tells me.

      “In your research, did you come across the Wolven gods?” I ask.

      “The seven and the Wolven gods are fairy tales, I once thought, but here we are, with two of them,” he says.

      “What are the Wolven gods?” I ask. “My mama used to pray to them in the woods at the altar. She would light ten candles, and I swear the candles sometimes would turn green. The flame, that is.”

      He shrugs. “Sorry to tell you, but not much is known about them. I know they’re older than our gods. They’re older than time itself, and apparently, they see between the worlds. They see what we do not.”

      “How are they linked to the seven weapons, then?” I ask.

      “The river of death that Hades made them in is said to be a place between worlds. Between life and death,” he explains. “Maybe they are linked after all.”

      “There’s not many people that actually even know of them anymore,” I reply. “When I’m home, there is a library, and I hope I can find out something.”

      He holds out the ring one more time. “I do know that it’s not my place to find out. Nor was this ring ever truly meant for me. It’s yours, Mairin. Please take its responsibility from me.”

      I know I can’t say no. It’d be disrespectful at this point. I take the ring, which glows brightly in my hand, before I slide it into my pocket to keep it out of sight.

      “I have to say I prefer the dresses on you,” he comments, watching me put the ring away.

      “Of course you would,” I say, rolling my eyes. “But enough with the flirting to put this off. We have a deal to make.”

      He walks to me. I cut my palm, hissing at the familiar sting. I cut right over the upside-down mountain mark for Fall Mountain Pack and offer him the dagger.

      He doesn’t take the dagger but holds out his hand. I quickly slice open his palm, and the sight of his blood doesn’t freak me out like blood used to. I’ve seen too much death now, too much for it even to bother me.

      He repeats the same vows that I did with Niall, vows of a blood bond, and the words feel like they echo around us as he promises me he will come to fight on our side in the war and bring everyone he possibly can.

      “As lovely as it’s been in your court, I’m afraid I’m leaving tonight,” I tell him, wiping our blood off the dagger and putting it back.

      Deimos seems more relaxed when Morganis is out of sight. “I thought you might be. Those marks, you’re the alpha female now?”

      “Yes,” I answer. “I won the rite, a test for alpha female.”

      “And you’re their mate?” he questions, wagging his eyebrows.

      “Soon to be,” I respond with a smile.

      “Lucky bastards,” he chuckles low. “Don’t die on your way out, and please don’t bring down my home when Cenwyn no doubt finds out.”

      “I can’t promise that,” I reply.

      He sighs. “I am aware.”

      I walk to the door and turn the handle, looking back once. “Good luck.”

      “The same to you, Alpha Female Mairin Fall. The queen of the wolves,” he replies, the title new to my ears and full of a lot of pressure. “And Callahan should be outside, end of the corridor, to take you. I’ve cleared the way.”

      “Thank you,” I whisper.

      I slip out of the door and close it softly behind me, listening for any sound of wings or anyone walking nearby, but it’s silent. I gaze down the pyramid corridor, a warm breeze blowing over me and whipping my black cloak around my legs. I feel normal again in clothes that Indra sent for me, and in the future, I want to thank her for the hindsight. I have a tight leather top that has padding at the front to protect me, and leather trousers that are skintight with slips for hidden daggers on either side of my thighs.

      My braided hair flips behind me as I look out at the gap, not seeing Callahan, and then into the darkness of the tunnel on the other side. I feel relieved to be leaving, but uneasy about escaping with every step I take towards the end of the corridor until I see an outline of an angel.

      I speed up to get to him, but I pause as I get closer, realizing it’s not Callahan waiting at the end of that corridor.

      It’s Cenwyn, waiting for me with his arms crossed, and jealous fury written across his face.

      “Who told you that you’re allowed to step out of your room on your own?” he demands. “Who have you been with?”

      I automatically want to lie to him, to play the game, but I’m done. I’m leaving tonight. I have everything I need, and I’m not playing this game anymore.

      I start to build power from my fingertips, my body faintly glowing green, and he narrows his eyes at me. “What are you doing?”

      “Leaving,” I simply but coldly answer.

      “I’m never letting you go,” he smugly replies. “Are you going to hurt me, Mai darling?”

      I scream and lash out, a whip of my magic smacking into his face and causing him to lurch to the side. He stumbles back and looks at me with wide eyes. “I. Am. Not. Your. Mai. Darling.”

      He laughs like a crazy person and wipes the blood off his cheek. “I really didn’t know you had it in you. The alpha female does bite after all, but you still aren’t leaving here. I will chain you up and teach you how to be a good girl—”

      “You’re never touching me again,” I snap. “And I will never be in anyone’s chains.”

      He tilts his head to the side, watching me. “You’ve been lying to me. Pretending, haven’t you?”

      I clap my hands together once. “Congratulations on figuring it out. After all, you taught me the best way to bring someone’s defences down is to trick them into trusting you. You played Ragnar, and I played the Mai you wanted me to be.”

      I smile at him. His eyes burn with outrage, and he is shaking. “Did you really think I’d ever, ever choose you over them?”

      He roars and lashes out at me, showing me his true powers. A blast of purple lightning, mixed with air, slides through the air to me. I use my powers like a shield and meet the energy halfway, and we both explode off each other. The walls crack and dust fills the air. I fly back in the air and roll to a stop, narrowly missing the wall. I stand up quickly, not willing to be done for a moment. Within seconds, Cenwyn walks through the cloud of dust towards me, and he must have been blasted back, too. I hear thunderstorms and heavy rain splattering outside the pyramid, and the ground shakes with every step he takes, but I stand still.

      “I’m going to make you pay for this, Mai,” he taunts, his eyes glowing as he stalks towards me.

      I keep walking backwards, knowing I need to get out of here. Callahan, where the hell are you?

      “Did you really think I would just suddenly love you? The male that has hunted me for my entire life. The male that got my mother killed, my pack killed and forced me to live without memories for years?” I shout at him. “The same male who gave me back to the alpha who raped me and then tried to get me mated to him. In what world did you ever think I would want you? That you could possibly be loved after everything you’ve done?”

      He watches me with a cold gaze, but it’s like looking in a mirror, and I can see my words are slowly cracking it.

      I keep walking backwards, feeling the warm air and the scent of the rain getting closer.

      “I did everything so I could have you! So you could be powerful and be my queen. It’s always been you since we were kids!” he shouts back, roaring the words. Thunder blasts outside, and a flash of lightning behind me makes everything bright for a second.

      “That isn’t love, Cenwyn. It’s insanity,” I say. “And I never loved you back. I don’t think you love me, Cenwyn. That is just a word to you, and it’s all about control and power.”

      I take a few more steps back, and my feet step into a puddle of rainwater. If I turn and run, I could jump out of the pyramid to escape him.

      I build up power in my hands, letting my green magic flow all the way up my arms and radiate around me. A growl escapes my lips, and only that makes him pause as he takes everything in.

      He knows I will jump to escape him.

      “You can’t ever mate with them,” he says, spitting out the words. “You’ve promised yourself to me, and even you wouldn’t escape the punishment of breaking a blood vow. You will die.”

      “Do you think I’d ever walk into that trap you made for me and make a vow with you without having another plan? I think you’ll find blood vows require all the blood in your body belongs to you. But before I came to you, I made sure that I exchanged enough blood with my closest friend so that any blood bond wouldn’t work. You’d need her to vow it too, and you’ll never find her.”

      He freezes, deathly silent as he takes in my words and realises how well he has been played.

      “You’re too arrogant, Cenwyn,” I say. “That’s what makes you lose.”

      “None of it was real,” he softly says, almost reminding me of the boy I knew before he went away and came back to destroy everything in my name.

      I want to feel pleased about the pain I’m causing him, for my mama, for Soren, for my alphas and everyone he has hurt or killed. I want to feel so, so happy that I’ve hurt him, but it’s hard when I know that all he really wants is to be loved. I just can’t love him, and I don’t think anyone could.

      “Change, Cenwyn,” I ask of him. He doesn’t deserve a chance, but I am offering it anyway. “If you stop this now, take off that damn crown you made, and move your angels from outside the pack lands, things could change. Free the humans, leave the wolves alone, and just disappear. If you do all that, then I will not hate you. You could find a mate, a life, and have the acceptance you’ve always wanted.”

      For a second, I see a single tear fall from the corner of his eye, and there are a million emotions there, but it’s gone, and he stares at me as coldly as he always has done.

      “I am a king of the gods, and I will not bow to a female,” he states. “My people, the angels, will always bow to me, and anyone else can burn.”

      He’s completely and utterly insane. So far gone that he can’t even see it. I wonder how much of him is even Cenwyn anymore or just Zeus.

      “That madness is going to consume you, Cenwyn,” I warn him, “until there is only Zeus left.”

      “Technically, I’m not part of the goddess that actually went insane,” he smugly replies. “Out of the two of us, it will be you that will be consumed.”

      “So, she was insane for trying to destroy the whole world, but you actually did that, and you’re not mad?” I slowly ask.

      I can see it in his eyes. The love that he once had for me is now quickly turning into hate because he can’t control me. I am not surprised when he runs straight at me, picking up speed with wings to propel him faster. I react with my powers to send a spear of green shifter energy straight towards him. He knocks it out of the way with his wind and lightning, and I turn around and run. I’d rather jump and fall than let him catch me. I feel physically sick as I speed up, and it feels like everything slows down as I run straight off the side of the pyramid and jump into the rainy night. My body screams for me not to do it, but it’s too late once my feet leave the ledge.

      I scream as I fall through the dark night, unable to see anything, and I look up at the stars. The rain pours down on me, soaking my face, but I don’t dare close my eyes. I pray to the Wolven gods to save me and, if this is my last few moments, to see my alphas one more time. Like a shot, someone catches me, slamming me against a hard body, and I gulp in a lung full of fresh air mixed with a familiar scent.

      Callahan.

      “I said I’d never let you fall, Mai,” he shouts to me as he straightens us up in the air.

      He’s got a big cut on the side of his head, and there’s blood dripping from the top of his wings, and in his other hand, he holds a very bloody sword.

      “Are you okay, Callahan?” I worriedly ask.

      “I had a few issues,” he tells me, his eyes drifting over my head, and his expression changes. I don’t need to look to know what has made Callahan tense.

      “I did too,” I tell him as I cling tighter, and I turn around to see Cenwyn flying straight down to us. I think he jumped after me, and now he is close enough. I can see his eyes burn with jealousy and fury as he looks at Callahan, then to me.

      “So, you don’t hate all angels?” he questions, his tone nasty. He looks to Callahan. “Commander Callahan, I noticed you yesterday at the ball. Those wings, unusual for an angel, and it’s a shame I’m going to kill you. Maybe I will keep those white wings to have above my Mai’s and my bed.”

      “And you wonder why she is running from you, Cenwyn,” Callahan calmly replies. “I won’t let you have her.”

      He sneers at Callahan and looks down at me. The rain continues to pour down on all of us, and the dark clouds above are thick in places, blocking out most of the stars. Lightning flashes across the sky in the shape of a sword, and thunder seems to shatter the air.

      “If I can’t have you, then no one ever will,” he shouts at me, holding his hands out. Lightning flashes from the sky and straight down into his hands, turning from a brilliant white into electric blue.

      “You will never have me, even in death, because I’ve always been and forever will be theirs. I’m their alpha female, and they are the only mates I will ever have.”

      He screams at me, throwing two bolts of lightning right at me. Fear makes me dig deep into my power, into an invisible lake inside my soul where the magic lives. I feel like Morganis and Iris are right there with me as I search. This time, I pull all the magic up I can, and I scream louder than the thunder as it blasts out of me. It slams into everything like fireworks, knocking his lightning out, and my magic sends Cenwyn flying back into the pyramid, blasting through one of the walls.

      Callahan looks down at me with wide eyes, but he takes the chance I’ve given us. Callahan speeds us straight away, across the city, and the thunder seems to get louder. I shiver from the air and the wet clothing, but the fear keeps me looking behind us at the pyramid. I’m not that surprised to see Cenwyn flying out of the pyramid, but his one wing looks bent at a weird angle, and he is struggling to fly as he searches for us.

      He finds us and locks his eyes on me.

      Even this distance away, through the rain, I can see his resolve to kill me for this. He hasn’t even realised what I’ve done yet, and he won’t until the war. My stomach flounders as Callahan abruptly dives left and then right down into the buildings. He loops around the alleyways and paths, easily making his way through the city he knows so well. I cling tightly to him, looking for any way to help him, but I feel weak. My power is drained, and tiredness is creeping in. I need to practice with my powers more, on a deeper level than I usually do.

      The city seems to blur before Callahan lands us behind a building with a door made of straw and mud. Callahan kicks it open and looks in before nodding and pulling me in. It’s a small room with an empty bed, and there isn’t a window. I wipe the rain off my face as my clothes drip onto the straw floor, and Callahan places his finger to his lips. For a few minutes, we both hear shouts, alarms, and angels flying past.

      “We need to go,” I whisper to Callahan.

      He nods, agreeing. “Deimos made sure not many are guarding the left gate. We are close, and hopefully we have lost most of them. If not, you can do that magic shit again, right?”

      “Erm, I don’t know,” I admit. “Maybe.”

      “I will fight for you either way, Mai,” he replies and walks close to the door. We stay silent for what feels like ten minutes before Callahan nods at me, and I pull out Morganis, just in case. Callahan nods at me again before he peeks outside the door and then walks out. I follow closely as we run down a pathway and out into a large space between rows of huts.

      “Watch out!” I shout as an angel dives out of the dark sky and right into Callahan. He catches the angel’s black wing in his hand and swiftly spins with his other hand to cut it off in one go. The angel screams and Callahan punches him hard in the face, knocking him out. Callahan grabs my hand, and we run down towards the edge of the city. We come out of the houses, and both of us pause in the thick, wet sand.

      Five angels in a line stand before the gate, and three in the air above them.

      “Fuck,” Callahan mutters, letting my hand go and trying to push me behind him, but I won’t let him do that. I’m not hiding, I’m leaving, and they are in my way. The angel in front catches my eye, and I realise I know him. Benjamin. The angel Erin is in love with. I make a mental note not to hurt him too much, but he has to move.

      Cenwyn might be injured, but he will be on his way after me soon.

      “Duck,” I tell Callahan before sending my power coursing out of my hands across the wet sand. It slithers, and I mentally shape it into vines. The angels all start to fly, and I smile as I pull my vines into the air and wrap them around their ankles. I catch four of them, and I slam my hands down. The vines slam the angels with my powers, and they bounce on the sandy ground, going quickly silent. The three angels flying look between each other before flying off, and the last one is Benjamin.

      Callahan lifts his sword, and I place my hand on his forearm. “Not that one.”

      Benjamin stumbles back before running away, and I watch him go before stepping into Callahan.

      We’re off in seconds, flying through the air and up the wall by the city gates. My stomach feels like a tumbleweed as he flies up and I look back, unable to even scream as an angel slams into us. Callahan roars in excruciating pain, nearly dropping me as I hold on to his neck, and the angel leers at me as he grabs Callahan’s hair. I scream as we all fall through the air, and Callahan spins, kicking the angel off him. The angel flies up and flies right at us, aiming for me. He grabs my arm, and I lean over, stabbing Morganis through his arm and pulling the dagger back. He cries out and falls, and Callahan keeps flying higher.

      “Callahan!” I say, looking down at his stomach and seeing why he is slowing. There’s a small sword sticking straight through his lower stomach. “Oh, gods.”

      “I’m alright,” he says, trying to make me feel better, but even the rain, thunder and wind can’t hide the pain in his voice.

      Callahan groans as he flies us right to the top of the fall, and then he lets us fall on the other side, diving through the air. Tears fill my eyes from the wind, and I try to keep an eye around us as Callahan glides and flies through the air, deep into the sandy desert. He barely manages to pick up his wings to keep us in the air, and the longer we fly, the better I feel about escaping the city and the worse I worry about Callahan passing out. I can feel he’s barely holding on, and I hold him tighter.

      “We need to stop somewhere,” I shout to him.

      He looks at me, his forehead lined with sweat, his eyes bloodshot and his lips marked with his blood.

      “I agree,” he hisses out.

      “You can’t die on me. Breelyn would straight up skin my wolf if you died,” I shout to him. “Think of Breelyn and stay alive. That’s an order.”

      “Yes, my wolf queen,” he replies with a croaky laugh. We fly in silence for a while before we both see the outline of an old human city in the distance, hidden mostly by sand. I search around for Levi, but thankfully I don’t hear any of them.

      “The city, you need to get us there,” I shout to Callahan. He swoops in the air, nearly falling, but manages to get us higher once more. We sway in the air, and I feel powerless as we keep getting closer. “Just a little longer.”

      “Pull the sword out of me, or I won’t heal. If I die, tell Breelyn, I’m sor—”

      “You’re not dying!” I interrupt him. “No. You can tell her yourself.”

      The tall, once high-rise buildings are soon around us, and Callahan flies straight through the first one on the highest floor and through a gap where glass windows used to be. I scream as he passes out halfway through the room, and we both crash onto the floor. I groan as my shoulder flares with pain.

      “Callahan!” I say, my voice panicked as I reach for his passed-out form in the darkness. “Callahan, don’t you dare leave me here alone! You’re my friend, and you can’t die here!”

      The building creaks and groans in the storm, and I can’t see much as I pull Callahan onto his side and feel for his breath, relieved to feel it on the back of my hand. I need to see where we are. I lean down and pull out Morganis, her bright green light brightening up the entire area around me. I’m going to guess this was an office building once, but there’s not much left in here, and it’s too open because half the building has fallen in, and the glass has been shattered. Any angel flying past could look in and see us. The Levi could easily kill us here.

      I pat Callahan’s shoulder with a shaky hand as I stand up, my soaking wet clothes sticking to me as I look for somewhere to hide. There is nothing but fallen over desks and chairs, which have been chewed on by animals or Levi. I head further into the building, avoiding a few gaps in the floor before getting to the top of what used to be a staircase with a door on the right. I walk over and pull it open, happy it’s not locked. Inside is a small room with shelves, but it’s a good enough place to hide for a bit. I rush back to Callahan and lean down, pushing my arms underneath his shoulders and lifting him up.

      He weighs a tonne with all the muscle and the fact he is about seven feet long.

      “Gotta get you on a diet if we have to do this often, buddy,” I mutter, then I slowly tug him across the floor, my back screaming in protest. Eventually I get him into the room, and I collapse on the floor, breathless, and only the sight of the line of blood across the dark carpet makes me stand up. I shut the door and see a lock, switching it to the side. I don’t know how good a lock would be against a hell-bent king of the angels, but it makes me feel better. I put Morganis and Iris on a shelf, and they glow brightly, making it possible for me to look at Callahan and this sword.

      It’s buried deep in his lower abs, right below his armour, which would have protected him. They knew where to hit.

      “I’m sorry about this,” I tell Callahan, brushing back his wet hair and trying not to be sick. My hand shakes as I wrap my palm around the hilt of the sword. Without thinking about it too long, I pull it out in one quick slide.

      He shouts out in pain before passing out once more, and I throw the sword to the side. I rip the bottom of my cloak with Morganis to make strips of fabric and carefully tie them around the wound to stop the bleeding.

      “Bree,” Callahan mutters, stirring as I tighten the bandage and pull off my cloak. I hang it on the shelves, and I pray to every god listening that he makes it through this.

      I search the room, only finding cleaning supplies and a broom, nothing else, before blowing out a breath. I pull off my top and leggings, hanging them up to dry, and swiftly shift into my wolf. My wolf takes up a lot of space, but I’m not as cold in this form, and I can hear much better. My wolf lies down and listens to the angry storm as the angels search the skies for us.
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      A hand rests on my paw to jolt me awake, and I didn’t even realise I had fallen asleep. Callahan! I look up in my wolf form to see it’s Callahan touching my paw, and he is slowly sitting up against the old shelves that groan under his weight. He tensely smiles at me, looking around at the tiny room we are in. “Shift back, Mai.”

      I tilt my head to the side, and he sighs before closing his eyes, knowing I don’t like to be naked in front of everyone. Some things friends don’t need to see.

      I shift back, my wolf wishing we could have run around a bit, and Callahan keeps his eyes closed as I pull my damp and stinking-of-sweat clothes back on. In fact, this entire building smells terrible, but it does mask the scent of Callahan’s blood.

      “You feeling okay?” I ask him, kneeling down at his side as he opens his eyes.

      The bandage I put around his waist is soaked with blood, as are his trousers and shirt, but it mostly looks dry. I look up and search his amber eyes, noticing how pale and tired he looks even though he slept for hours.

      “We need to leave,” Callahan states. “I need blood to heal.”

      I place my hand on his shoulder. “No, you need to rest and heal. You...well, you can have my blood just this once.”

      He knocks my hand off his shoulder and struggles to his feet, swaying a little. “No, Mai. Sharing blood is a lifelong bond between supernaturals. Humans, we can take from freely, but wolves mean we are bonded. We fly now.”

      “Callahan...,” I say, stepping in front of his stubborn ass as he reaches for the locked door. His blond hair is a mess of locks, and he shoves his fringe out of the way to glare at me. “No, you—”

      “Mai, this is all for nothing if we get caught. We have to go, and I’m telling you I can do this,” he firmly states, locking his eyes with mine.

      “The pack is going to be surrounded. It won’t be as easy as walking in,” I remind him. “You need blood to be strong. What kind of bond are we talking about?”

      He pinches the bridge of his nose. “I will be able to connect to you, talk in your mind and you in mine. Apparently, the bond might even let a strong alpha like yourself see inside the other’s mind.”

      “Like a pack bond then?” I question.

      “I’m not sure. I don’t make a point of testing the supernatural bond by biting wolves,” he tells me. He is grumpy, but I don’t blame him at this point. I don’t want to be testing this right now, but he looks seconds away from passing out. “Nor do I have a clue what a pack bond is.”

      “Neither do I,” I admit. “But you’re my friend, my pack and my family. I’m not leaving until you feed.”

      “Mai—”

      “Callahan,” I mimic and offer him my wrist. I won’t force him, but we both know we are flat out of options here.

      He looks into my eyes for a second before nodding and picking my wrist up. He pauses right before he strikes, digging his fangs into my wrist, and I gasp, not in pain, but as it feels good. The pleasure makes my knees feel weak, and he only drinks for a minute before letting go, and I stumble away from him.

      “Sorry, I can’t stop how it feels,” he says. “It’s been a long time since I bit anyone, and I’m not thinking straight.”

      I hold my wrist, putting pressure on it to stop the bleeding. “I don’t feel this bond you warned of.”

      “Not yet,” he says, and I realise he looks a little better already.

      “How are you feeling now?” I ask.

      “They won’t expect an angel to fly in the top.” He straightens up and winces as he holds his stomach wound. He doesn’t answer me, but I think we both know he might be okay to fly, but the blood isn’t a miracle. “Hopefully, the barrier lets us both in.”

      It will, or I’m murdering the trickster sooner than I planned to. I know it’s going to be more than a few hours of flying to get to the pack lands, and I can’t help but be worried as Callahan grabs his sword and leaves the room. I pull my torn and bloody cloak back on, and grab Morganis and Iris to shove in my pockets before following him out. Callahan looks back at me and nods as I walk to him. It’s silent outside, the storm gone, and hopefully Cenwyn with it. I know the chances we won’t run into any angels on the way to the pack lands are slim, and by now, everyone will be looking for us. Callahan wraps his arm around me, pulling me onto his good side, and I clasp his neck as he runs and jumps out of the building, using his wings to fly us high up and into the clouds.

      “The clouds should hide us for a while,” Callahan tells me, his voice barely understandable over the wind. Callahan is stronger than I thought as he flies for hours, never stopping or wavering under the weight of carrying me and the grave injury he hasn’t recovered from. Like my heart beats faster, I sense when we are getting close to my home, and my excitement turns to dread when I see the angel army outside. I can’t see all the way around the gold barrier hiding the pack lands, but this side I can see is thick with tents and rows of angels. They aren’t flying around the top, just like Callahan said, but they are flying around the base like they are doing patrols. Callahan keeps us hidden in the clouds as we look down, and I try to count the army outside. There must be half a million angels here, and we need to fly right into them.

      “How are we going to survive this?” I ask Callahan. He looks at me, and his eyes soften.

      “I’m going to get you home,” he tells me and leans closer, pressing a kiss on the top of my head. “I never had a genuine friend before, and when we met, I felt a connection. Truthfully, I thought it was just lust, as you are beautiful, but it wasn’t that. It was a connection for friendship, and what happened with Breelyn...well, I didn’t know what to think. I was angry at myself for not realizing how goddamn much I liked her, and I lashed out at you. That was wrong and I am sorry for it, Mai.”

      “I was wrong,” I remind him. “You don’t need to say sorry to me.”

      “I need to say it to her,” he replies, watching the shield. “And gods be damned, I’m getting her best friend home.”

      “Callahan!” I gasp as he propels us through the air, faster than I’ve ever felt him fly before, and it literally takes the air out of my lungs. I duck my head to stop my neck from feeling like it’s being snapped off, and Callahan only goes faster.

      A scream rips from my throat as something sharp goes through my calf, and I look down to see an arrow in the middle of it. Callahan swoops and dives, spinning through what feels like a hundred arrows, and I can’t think as I pull my head from his chest to look forward just as we get closer to the shield.

      “Sor—ry, M—Mai,” Callahan’s voice fills my mind, and it shocks me. I can sense him, and he feels like pack, and he just spoke in my mind.

      “Callahan—” I scream as I fall through the air as he drops me, and I manage to spin to look up in horror to see Callahan passing out, dozens of arrows in his wings and back. More arrows are flying right at us, and angels right behind them as we both rapidly fall.

      Callahan might even be dying. We both will if he doesn’t wake up. I scream his name louder and try to reach for him as we both fall right down, and I feel the second I crash through the barrier, back into the Fall Mountain Pack lands. My home, my pack, fills my soul, and any relief is quickly taken away because I’m thousands of feet in the air.

      I scream and scream as I fall, losing track of Callahan in the air, and everything starts to go black, as I can’t breathe. My life and everyone I care about seems to fill my mind, like my body knows this is the end and is giving me the people I love in the last moments. I look up at the gold barrier and think only of them, knowing I’m going to hit the ground any second now.

      Valentine.

      Silas.

      Ragnar.

      Henderson.

      Serendipit—

      I gasp as someone catches me and we both reel to the side before slamming onto the ground, and I roll several times before smacking into a wall, hitting the side of my head. The world spins as I try to sit up and look over at a blurry angel running towards me.

      “Lady Mairin!” Arinya, the silver-haired angel who’s Alisander’s mate, shouts as she kneels in front of me. She is head to toe in armour, and I’m sure I’m dead now if she is here, inside the pack lands.

      My eyes widen, and I push her hands away. “Callahan! You have—”

      “Alisander has him and is flying him to the alphas,” she tells me, but I barely hear her, feeling like the world is disappearing into a trance. I’m barely aware of wolves surrounding us, bowing to me, as I hear an echoing set of howls.

      I know those howls anywhere.

      My alphas are here, and I let myself finally fall into the awaiting darkness.

      I’m home.
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      I look down at an extremely bloody battlefield filled with piles of bodies in every direction, and the sound of screams, pleas for the gods to show mercy, and cries fill the daylight. The sun shines high in the sky, casting an almost orange tint on the field of blood-stained grass. It’s a massacre: blood, bone and destruction everywhere. High fires whip up in the distance, powered by an unnatural wind, and thick smoke fills the sky as it burns its way around the field. Sickness rises up my throat at the awful smell, and I have to hold it in as I spin around to figure out why I’m here.

      Why I’m here.

      This is a dream, a memory of Persephone, and I hope she didn’t do this. I have a sinking feeling she did, and this is only a tiny blip of the destruction she caused to make the gods kill themselves to stop her.

      Goose bumps rise on my arms as I sense someone coming close. I feel him looming behind me, and I turn to greet Hades.

      I don’t know how I knew it was him, but his presence washes over me like his magic, greeting and seeking, controlling, and possessing. I feel like a part of me belongs to Hades, just like the rest of my soul belongs to my alphas. He walks through the battle towards me, casting his net of power wide and reaping in a way only the god of death can. Smoky red wisps float out of the dead bodies in droves and follow him like he is singing a song only they can hear. The handsome god walks through death like he owns it.

      And he does with a brilliance only he could.

      The souls swarm into a flow of magic that trails behind Hades, right out of his back. He seems to walk straight towards me, like he can see me, and perhaps in this dream, I am his Persephone.

      Hades stops a few inches away, and his presence is so overwhelming that my body stiffens. There is male beauty, and then there are gods. My alphas are beautiful too, but they are real, and Hades feels like a painting of a man instead of a real one. His dark hair is like the night sky, each lock painted with tiny stars, and his eyes are truly pits of darkness. He wears black leather from his neck down, and he isn’t as muscular as I thought he would be. He is slim, and a long black cloak is wrapped around him, clipped on his right shoulder by a black circular pin.

      The only reason I don’t give into the fear is how similar he feels to them, my alphas. This god was born from darkness, wears and owns it, and it’s natural to fear him. It’s built into him to be feared.

      Yet I don’t move.

      “I always loved her,” he tells me, his voice deep and somehow beautiful.

      I’m certain he really sees me now, even more when he carries on. “You’re the only part of her left in this world, Mairin Elysia Astra Fall. Child born on the day three stars shot across the sky and left stardust to fall down upon you.”

      “How is it possible you’re in my dreams, Hades?” I question. I’m talking to Hades, a real god, and I don’t know how I’m not more freaked out.

      “You’re in one of her many memories.” He pauses to look around. “One of the more disturbing memories, I’m sure.”

      “You’re the god of death. I’m sure this is nothing to you,” I respond.

      He smiles at that, and his smile is devastating. “Every part of my soul is touching you; therefore, we can speak like this. I had to meet you, Mairin.”

      “Why?” I question. “I know you think I’m her, but—”

      “You’re not,” he coldly states. His eyes flicker with pain in their dark, endless depths. “Mairin, you’re not her, but parts of you are. You are her, reborn, but different. For what it may mean to you, I loved all of Persephone and forever will. I am not here to claim you when I know your heart is claimed by others. Unlike your alphas, I will not share.”

      “I won’t be claimed by anyone I don’t choose, Hades,” I reply.

      “That strength will carry you and your people far,” he replies. “We don’t have long, and I must tell you something while she isn’t here. I always loved her, and she always loved me, but don’t for one second think that her love for me was more than her desire for power. Persephone was born to a power-hungry mother, who taught her well, and when she was given the Apple of Discord...her desire grew into insatiable lust. Find the seven. Use them to talk to the Wolven gods of your bloodline and destroy The Wolven Crown. If you don’t, there’ll be nothing left in this world except for her, and not even your alphas will survive her plan.”

      A feeling of dread settles into my stomach at his warning. “Who are the Wolven gods?”

      He moves closer, his darkness settling into my bones. “Look into the part of you that is not the goddess for that answer. Your mama always knew, and so do you.”

      He leans down and kisses my forehead, and I could swear death itself kissed me as the dream fades away.

      I blink my eyes open a few times, still feeling the darkness of Hades like a chain around my soul even in the bright room, his sadness touching a deep part of my heart. I wonder if he made me feel it to send a message to Persephone through me. I felt his grief for a second, and I don’t ever want to feel that again.

      I stare up at a very familiar ceiling, breathing in very familiar scents that fill the bedroom as I lie in a cushy bed, warmly pressed against a hard chest. Soft moonlight shines into the room as I look down at the thick, muscular arm around my waist and follow it to the hard body and naked chest I’m leaning against. My pulse quickens, and an urge of lust makes everything tighten. I’m sure my scent is changing as Silas’s even breathing changes, and he goes still. We are alone on the bed, and it’s been so long since we have seen each other. Every second feels like it lasts forever. I tilt my head up, looking past the moon markings on his neck, and meet his winter grey eyes.

      “Silas...,” I whisper, my voice breaking with need. I need him, and my body aches for his.

      Being away from them has been harder than I ever thought, and now that I’m here, in Silas’s arms, I finally feel like I can relax. I lift my hand from my side and run my fingertips over the stubble on his jawline, and across to his soft lips. He reaches out and gently nips my fingertip, a low, possessive growl vibrating from his chest.

      “Mai,” he breathes out my name, and I can see how much he’s missed me without him needing to say a word. Instantly he kisses me, his body tense against mine as he slides his hand up my arm at the same time he sinks his tongue deep into my mouth. Lust controls my body, begging and pleading with me to take everything Silas has to offer as he kisses me like we have never kissed before, and I never want this to stop. I sink my hands into his hair, which causes a low groan of pleasure from the back of his throat, and he rolls on top of me, holding his weight with his muscular arms on either side of my head. His body perfectly presses against mine, pushing up the sheet around my waist as he settles between my thighs, his hard cock pressing against me. I moan at the contact, my body feeling like it’s on fire, and Silas doesn’t seem to want to stop. Neither do I.

      The door opens, creaking and echoing around the room. Silas only breaks away when the door shuts.

      “As much as this is interesting to watch, can you let our girl up for air so I can say hello?” Henderson questions.

      Silas growls at him, and I chuckle. “We will have time, Silas. I’m never leaving your side again.”

      He looks down at me, his eyes flashing with love. He leans down and nuzzles my cheek, my alpha of few soft words but many actions, before climbing off me. Silas doesn’t bother to hide his hard bulge as he helps me sit up, not moving from my side.

      Henderson walks over and climbs on the bed, right in front of me. He gently picks up my hands and brings them to his lips, kissing them once. “Tell me you’re okay, Mai.”

      “I’m okay,” I faintly tell the male I love, knowing he more than needs to hear it. “Tell me the same.”

      “We always break without you here...,” Henderson replies, holding my hands still. “But this time, we knew you’d come back.”

      “Always,” I softly say. “You are my home. My alphas. My pack. This is my world, and I will always fight for who I love.”

      “No more fighting for you for a while,” Henderson says, leaning closer to me. “My heart can’t take it.”

      I beam at him as his pale blue eyes calmly watch me, speaking a million different things in a single look. The connection between us flares to life, and I clear my throat.

      “Where are the others?” I ask. “I thought they were all here.”

      Hades said so, but he might have been wrong.

      “They just stepped out,” Henderson tells me. “I’m sure they will be back in a second.”

      My eyes widen as I remember how I got here. “Callahan? Is he—”

      “Alive and fighting. The healers say he will live,” Henderson explains, and my rapidly beating heart finally slows.

      “That’s good,” I breathe out. “I owe him my life. Like ten times over.”

      “It should have been us saving you,” Silas growls, and I turn to him, wondering if he is alright when the door opens. Silas leans closer, tucking some of my hair behind my ear as I watch the door swing open. “But I’ve never been so fucking proud of you.”

      Pride blooms in my chest as I look back at him to smile and then sense Valentine before our eyes meet. His eyes widen when he sees me awake, and he’s across the room in a few steps, cupping my cheeks and kissing me deeply, pushing Silas out of the way.

      Silas growls at him, but Valentine doesn’t notice, and I barely do as we kiss.

      He keeps his forehead resting against mine when he breaks away. “Are you okay? How is your leg?”

      “I feel fine,” I tell him truthfully. I must have healed while I was sleeping.

      He nods. “Can I see?”

      “Sure,” I agree and pull back the covers as Henderson stands to let me. I’ve been changed into dark green silk pyjamas, shorts and a vest top, and it’s easy to see the bandage around my upper leg. Valentine peels it back, and there is nothing but a scratch where the arrow went through.

      “The healers are amazing,” I say.

      “We owe them a great deal,” Valentine agrees, tucking me back into bed. “Like we owe you. Our alpha female who saved the entire pack before falling back into it. Literally.”

      “My heart fucking stopped,” Silas states.

      I cringe because I can’t imagine what it must have been like for them to see me falling like that even if it wasn’t nice for me.

      Ragnar pushes the door open and walks in, his lips tilting up when he sees me. I’m surprised to see Chaitala strapped to his back, and it glows in welcome. He steps into the room with a tray of food and some drinks. Ragnar places them in front of me, and I smile at my favourite sweet treats, chicken and salad sandwiches, and various cheeses with biscuits. “Hello, Mai. It’s good to see you, sweetheart.”

      I smile back at him, seeing familiarity in his eyes and knowing he remembers more. But when the alphas all go silent, I realise there is one thing we need to talk about before anything else.

      Because they must know Serendipity is here and who she is.

      Gods above, they must hate me.

      I look down, but Valentine tips my chin up with his finger and gives me a stern look, one I’m not used to seeing cast on me. “Don’t you dare look down like you’re ashamed or embarrassed because you were assaulted and had a beautiful child that came from that evil. It’s not her fault. It’s definitely not yours, and we welcome her into our pack and into our family because she is part of you.”

      “I didn’t know about her,” I say, looking away from Valentine, my cheeks burning red. “It’s true. It’s not her fault. It’s no one’s fault but Sylvester’s, and despite everything that happened to create her, I am glad she was born. I understand if this is too much for—”

      “Nothing you could ever do, or any secrets you have, could be too much for us,” Silas growls.

      Henderson places his hand on top of mine. “You’re the bravest female I’ve ever met, and Dip is a very welcome addition to our family. We will take her in as our own, and she will be the princess heir to this city.”

      “But—”

      “No buts,” Ragnar stops me. “You’re our world and now, so she is she. I haven’t got a clue how to look after a kid, but I’m sure Niall will help us.”

      “The old man looks like he needs a break,” Silas agrees.

      “How old do you think he is?” Henderson asks. “I’m going to guess over two hundred. He looks like he was born in that era, and he has the attitude to go with it.”

      “Hey,” I interrupt, smiling at their banter. “That angel is practically a father to me, so be nice.”

      “Do we need his permission to take you as our mate?” Silas darkly whispers to me.

      I shiver and meet his lustful gaze, his changing scent overwhelming me quickly. “Yes.”

      He grins at the challenge, and I know nothing and no one is going to stop us from mating.

      I look at the door for a second, knowing if Dip is here, then so is the trickster. He hasn’t taken her yet—the alphas would have said—but he will do.

      “Is the trickster still here?” I ask quietly.

      They all look at me strangely, and a tense feeling fills the room.

      “What deal did you make?”

      I look to Ragnar, knowing he must not have told his brothers, and I’m thankful he didn’t. This is my sin to admit to.

      Every deal I’ve made with that bastard wolf has ended badly for me and people I care about.

      “I need you to promise you’re not going to beat the shit out of him when I tell you,” I ask. None of them look happy about that request. “We’ve got to be smarter, and fighting him like that won’t break the deal.”

      “Tell us, Mai,” Henderson commands, an alpha command.

      “I made a deal for my firstborn child,” I whisper. “I thought there would be time to find a way to undo the deal or trade something else. Or maybe I’d never have children so he wouldn’t get my firstborn. But I didn’t know about Dip. He truly tricked me, and he definitely lives up to his name, but there’s no way in hell I’m letting him walk out of here with her.”

      They are silent for only a second. “None of us are letting her leave with him. He dies if he goes near her.”

      Valentine pinches his nose. “I also made a deal with him for the train route to Ravensword.”

      “Val,” I whisper. “Gods, what did you do?”

      “He wants a weapon he claims is in this castle and belonged to Hades,” he replies.

      “Please do not say it’s one of the seven weapons, as I need them too,” I reply.

      He nods and I sigh. “I hate the trickster. I really, really hate him.”

      “You’re not alone in that feeling,” Ragnar growls. “He has been playing us all.”

      “I have a lot to explain to you,” I start, and Silas nods his head at the food.

      “Drink and eat, and we will listen. We have things to tell you about Ravensword,” he replies. I pick up some food as the others settle on the bed, and Silas explains how they filled the train five times with wolves from Ravensword. The alpha fell, but they don’t tell me how, and the Ravensword people have each sworn themselves to this pack. Valentine tells me about how Reine is awake but not talking, how the pack army is ready and waiting, and the city is in a lockdown curfew.

      “Did you find Mike?” I softly ask.

      Henderson shakes his head. “I asked around, but no. We did bring Jesper back...but he is an angry little boy and doesn’t leave his room.”

      “I will talk to him. Thank you,” I say, meaning it. After eating a little more, I explain all about the seven, the Wolven gods and The Wolven Crown. I tell them about my blood vows with Niall and Deimos, and everything that happened while I was away until my voice nearly cracks and the sun looks like it’s starting to rise outside the window, casting its light across the waterfall in the distance.

      “Cenwyn is ours to kill,” Silas growls.

      “Have at him,” I agree.

      Valentine pops a grape into his mouth and leans back against the headboard. “We can’t let Persephone get this crown. Who knows what effect it would have on you? On any of us. There is a reason the gods went mad over the Apple of Discord.”

      I put my head on Silas’s shoulder and really relax for the first time in weeks. “Why, when we solve some mysteries, do a million more pop up? When do we just get to be alone? No pack to save, no lives to mourn, and no gods to fear.”

      Silas picks up my hand and links our fingers. “I don’t give a fuck anymore about the world, because nothing and no one’s going to stop us becoming mates as soon as you are rested.”

      “I’ve wanted nothing more in the entire world than to be your mate. Tomorrow,” I reply, feeling the sensual promise shiver down my spine.

      The alphas all look at me. The pressure of all their gazes sets my body on fire with lust. I wiggle on the bed, and Ragnar gulps. “Tomorrow.”

      “Tomorrow,” Valentine and Henderson echo.

      I curl up with my soon-to-be mates, trying to ignore the feeling of dread lurking over my soul from the dream with Hades. Something bad is coming, and I know the angel king is never going to let me go that easily. War is waiting for us, but it can wait until the sun sets tomorrow. I want my mates. I need them.
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      The floorboards creak under my bare feet as I tiptoe out of my room and softly close the door behind me. I lean on the wall, pulling on my boots and hearing the walls of the castle move in the wind. I suck in a deep breath and look into the shadows, jumping out of my skin when I see him.

      “Hello,” I coldly say, straightening up. He walks out of the shadows, a gold cloak trailing after him and across the floor. The trickster tilts his head to the side, his eyes pure gold.

      “Welcome back home, alpha female.”

      There are a million things I want to say to him, to threaten him with, but I am not fighting him on my own, and I suspect he knows this, and it’s why he is here when the alphas are not. I hold my head high. “What is your real name?”

      “Draycian of the house of Mnemosyne,” he formally states. “I wished to make sure you understood our deal. I will be leaving with her in seven days. Then, you will be alone to fight the angels.”

      I look him up and down. “What could you possibly want with a toddler?”

      He doesn’t reply, and I shake my head, turning away. “Not your toddler, then. Just a toddler. Do you claim your daughter at all, Mairin? Can you? So far you have abandoned her, brought her back to a land at war, and furthermore sold her away like cattle. It’s no wonder you don’t claim her as your own—”

      He grunts as my power cuts out of my hands and slams into him. He moves back only a step, catching my power in his hands like fire, and with one clap, he makes it disappear into gold dust that falls to his feet. “What the hell are you? You’re no wolf, but you are a fucking bastard.”

      “I am a wolf and I am more than you could ever imagine. Do not attack me again, young alpha female, or I will end you.”

      He walks away, reeking of frustration, and I watch him until he is swallowed up by the shadows of the corridor. His words repeat in my mind, cutting deep into my heart, because he is right. I’ve royally messed up with my daughter, and I’ve not even met her.

      That needs to change. I won’t let Draycian take her, and I will not let her not know me anymore. I glance back at the bedroom door where I left my alphas sleeping. They all passed out so quickly it makes me wonder if they haven’t slept well since I was taken. I never slept well either, but there is so much on my mind that sleeping is difficult.

      I reach inside my mind, searching for the cord I felt when Callahan spoke to me, and I follow it down the corridors. I head down the stairs to the third floor and run my hands over the bookcases as I pass them.

      I scent her right before I see her walking my way, and I stop mid-step. Breelyn is wearing a dark gold dress, a black cloak and knee-high boots over tights. Her hair blows in the wind as she finds me, widening her brown eyes. I don’t know who moves first, but we are running towards each other in an instant. We clash in the middle of the corridor, and she hugs me tightly. I hold her back just as tight, and I’m so happy to see her. She is my best friend. I really need a friend right now.

      She hits my arm and glares at me. “By the moon goddess, you scared me! I couldn’t breathe when you came and made a deal with Draycian, an insane deal. Then you went to play spy with a psychopathic angel king. Don’t you dare do that again, got it?”

      I chuckle, wiping some tears away. “Got it. I missed you.”

      Her glare turns into a soft smile. “I missed your reckless ass, too. I can’t deal with losing you; you’re my best friend, and I would be left with Seraphim. Don’t do that to me.”

      I laugh and hug her one more time. I almost don’t want to lower the tone, but I need to ask her something more serious. “Please say Draycian’s not a monster. I’ve made another mistake, and it’s not my life on the line again.”

      “He’s not a monster, and he kept to his word. No one hurt me, and they wouldn’t dare because of him,” she tells me, her eyes full of emotion. So much. I know she must know about Serendipity by now. I blow out a breath, trusting her completely, but it still doesn’t mean I’m going to let him take her.

      “What is it like in his city?”

      Bree pauses, her face strained. “I can’t tell you much, thanks to Draycian’s magic. While he is close, I can’t tell you anything he doesn’t want me to. I couldn’t even say his name until now, and he must have decided to let me. I’m sorry, Mai. I really am.”

      I look away because I think she believes I am going to keep the deal I made. Since he can restrict what she says, can he also compel her to tell him secrets? I think it’s safer for her and myself to not tell her my plan.

      “Damn,” I mutter, crossing my arms. “Where are you going anyway? I’ve interrupted you.”

      “I was going to see Callahan,” she firmly says. No wonder we bumped into each other. “The healers haven’t let me in all day, and they’ve just said I can go in as he has been asking for me.”

      “I’m glad to hear he is awake. Bree—” I start to tell her about letting Callahan feed on me and the bond, but she interrupts me.

      “I need to thank him for saving you,” she says. “He nearly died saving your life. Do you want to walk there together? Was that where you were heading?”

      “No,” I say. “I think I should leave you to it, and I need to go to the library before finding someone.” She nods. “He saved my life for you, Bree. You should know that.”

      Breelyn looks away. “When we met, he was an asshole. A pure asshole to me, and even then, a part of me found myself gravitating towards him. I don’t want a male near me, not after—” She pauses, and she doesn’t need to say it. Her past is dark and horrible, and I understand why she wouldn’t want a male near her. “But he pushed and pushed into my life, and I damn well pushed right back, hoping to scare him away. Then we were locked in that house together, and it was impossible to avoid him. He kissed me.” She looks down at the floor. “And I pushed him away. He called me a coward for not admitting my feelings, for fighting the burning desire between us, and he was right.”

      “He wasn’t,” I say, and she lovingly laughs.

      “No, he was,” she lightly chuckles. “I was a coward and I shouldn’t have been, but I don’t know how to fix what is broken inside of me. I still can’t—”

      “Tell Callahan this,” I compassionately suggest. “And it’s okay not to be ready yet. Bree, just because some males in this world decide to take and hurt their females because they don’t appreciate what they have, because they think they need power and control more than they do us, it does not mean all males are like that. Give him a chance to understand, and I think you will be surprised. Callahan might always be a little of a stubborn asshole, but I know he is sorry about calling you a coward. He judged because he didn’t understand.”

      “Does…” She stops and clears her throat. “Does it feel good to have them touch you, even after everything? Do you not freeze up?”

      I just want to hug her, hearing the doubt and pain in her words. “I have to admit I was scared of being close to my alphas at the start because I thought I was broken, too broken for them. They are handsome, sexy and amazing alphas who could have anyone. But every soft touch, every kiss and embrace...it chipped away at the fear until I crave their touch because I know they would never hurt me.”

      She nods and I reach out, hugging her once more. “You will know when you’re ready, and if he isn’t going to wait, then I’ll help you tell him off. Got it?”

      Breelyn chuckles but we both know Callahan wouldn’t do that. He is a good male and a damn good friend I owe my life to. “Got it.”

      “I heard a rumour that the alphas are taking a mate today,” she teases, leaning back.

      My cheeks seem to burn red as I nod.

      “You deserve all the happiness that mating will bring you, Mai,” she breathes. “I’m so happy for you.”

      “Thank you.”

      “Oh.” She leans closer to whisper. “You might want to see the healers unless you want a baby on the way. They have a tonic to stop pregnancies, so I’ve heard the maids talk about.”

      “Good to know,” I say. “A baby wouldn’t be a good idea with the angel army outside getting larger by the second.”

      “We will fight them and win,” she firmly states. “And when you want to talk about Dip, I’m here. She is very sweet.”

      “So everyone tells me. I am terrified to actually meet her,” I admit.

      “Mai, you’re her mother, and it’s complicated, but don’t waste a second,” she tells me. “Like you said, we have a big enemy waiting for us.”

      “And a bigger one ready to take her,” I quietly say.

      She looks like she wants to agree, but instead she whispers. “Be careful, he is more than he seems and something you should look in your nightmares for.”

      “I will,” I tell her, wishing she could tell me more about Draycian. I don’t think, even if she told me the whole city, including him, was made of rainbows and fuzzy things, I’d still want him to take my daughter.

      Breelyn pats my shoulder before heading back down the corridor, and I turn around, going up the stairs and onto the balcony path towards the large doors of the library. The library is warmth, the scent of old books and flowers filling my senses as I head inside. A small giggle grabs my attention, and I look across the library to see Niall’s dark wings. He turns his head back and catches my eyes, relief shining across his face.

      I walk over and stop at his side, following his gaze down the library where between two massive shelves are my sister and daughter. Phim is sitting on the ground, flipping a dagger up and down in the air for Dip to watch. She giggles every time Phim pretends to drop the dagger, and claps for her to do it again.

      “Thank the gods you are okay,” Niall softly says, placing his hand on my upper back. “The alphas told me as much, but the possessive bastards wouldn’t let me near you.”

      “Be nice,” I say with a chuckle. “I’m okay. Did you have any issues on the travel here?”

      “No,” he says, furrowing his brow. “No Levi at all, which is rather some damn good luck or—”

      “Or what?”

      “I don’t know,” he replies, and a sinking feeling fills my gut once more. He clears his throat. “Ragnar is keeping the sword, it is helping him remember. I believe he has been having intense flashbacks since coming here.”

      “I’m not the only one the castle affects,” I say. “I get creepy dreams from gods.”

      He pats my back once. “Are you finally going to talk to her?”

      I can’t answer him, because I can barely move being this close to her. She is so invested in Phim that she hasn’t looked this way yet, but it’s only a matter of time. I think of something random. “Can she shift into a wolf?”

      The laws of Ravensword meant our wolves were kept away, so many females didn’t shift, but in Fall Mountain, that is different.

      “Yes,” he answers. “She shifted on her second birthday, and she is a tiny white bundle of fur with very sharp teeth.”

      I know who she gets the white fur from, and if that is all she got from him, then I’m happy. I still don’t even know what’s happened to Sylvester, but I hope he is dead. The alphas wouldn’t have let him stay alive when they took the pack.

      “The alphas have accepted her. If anything, they were upset that I thought they might not,” I tell him.

      “How do you feel about that?” Niall questions.

      “I love her,” I say simply. “And I’m going to do everything I can to keep her safe. To love her, even if she doesn’t know me yet.”

      “I must leave today, Maiy,” Niall says. “I’ve been honoured to be her carer for these years, but she belongs with you, and I cannot keep her safe out there. Make sure to protect her, Maiy. She is special.”

      “I won’t let you down, Niall,” I tenderly say. “And I should have said it before, but the only dad I’ve ever had has been you. Thank you for everything you have done for me. I love you very much.”

      He pulls me into a hug, and I hold him back. He kisses the top of my head. “If you need a dad, you got one in me, Maiy. I’m so proud of you.”

      I didn’t know how much I needed to hear those words until then, and a warmth fills my heart. “Be careful out there.”

      “I will,” he answers, letting me go.

      Tiny footsteps make me turn to see Serendipity running down the bookcases towards us, and it is too late for me to move as the little girl looks at me. Her bright green eyes, the very same green as mine, stay locked on my face as she walks closer. Her blonde hair bounces around her shoulders, and her little yellow dress matches her yellow leggings and the bow in her hair.

      Phim walks behind her, and I look up once for her to sadly smile at me.

      “You’re my mama, aren’t you?” Dip questions, stopping in front of me. It takes everything in me not to fall to my knees, but I gently lean down, which does nothing to stop my heart racing as I look at my little girl. I remember her as a tiny baby in my arms, who screamed until I fed her and wailed when she was even a tiny bit cold. I also remember holding her as she slept in my arms right up until I had to let her go. The pain of losing her is sharp and vivid as I nod to answer her question.

      I’m speechless, and no words seem to form as she watches me, taking me in.

      She smells like the sweetest water lilies.

      “You’re pretty,” she says, her angelic voice so sweet. “But you were gone. You never came back.”

      “Serendi—” She frowns at me, and my voice drifts off. I don’t feel like a powerful alpha female in this moment, but just a broken mother who can’t even talk to her daughter.

      She looks up at Niall. “Can we go home now, paps?”

      Niall kneels down and places his hands on her shoulders. “I know this is going to be hard for you to understand, but this is your home now, Dip. With your mama, and your aunt, and everyone here who will care for you. I have to leave in a few hours, but I will be back. Mai will look after you—”

      She bursts into tears, and her expression cuts through my heart as she runs past us.

      “I’ll sort her,” Niall graciously tells me. “It’s a lot of change for a little girl. Don’t worry.”

      His words don’t soothe me as I watch him fly across the room and leave to chase after her. It should be me chasing her, but I can’t move.

      Phim wraps her arms around my shoulders and pulls me into a rare hug. “It will be okay, she will come around.”

      “She likes you though,” I mutter back, unable to stop the tears. “I feel like she just rejected me, and I can’t blame her. She only knows me as the mother who abandoned her, and now I’ve turned up to wrench her from her entire world and the family she knows.”

      “She might be young, but she knows the world isn’t safe. One day she will understand why you did what you did,” Phim tenderly tells me. “And I think you were brave. Our mama would be proud.”

      I hold her tightly, and something lands in my hair. I lean back and look up to see Dot floating in the air, sharpening a pencil and letting the dust fall on us.

      “Goddamn fairy thing!” Phim shouts, brushing the pencil clipping out of her hair. Dot smiles at me as I brush my own out.

      “I am not a fairy. You wolves are so stupid,” she quips and looks down at me. “Come and see me alone when you need guidance.”

      In a blast of white light, she is gone, and Phim glares around at the library. “I hate this place. Can we leave?”

      “Sure,” I chuckle. “I think Dot just likes winding you up.”

      “I need a catch-up on everything that happened with King Cenwyn, but I heard you were okay. I would have come sooner, but I wanted to give you space with the alphas,” Phim says. “I’ve spent time with Trey and tried with that Jesper kid, but he isn’t interested in speaking to anyone.”

      “I’m okay and can’t wait to see them,” I tell her. “Did you find Adira? Did she come out of The Rite Forest?”

      “No, no one’s seen her since. Did you kill her?” she questions, and I shake my head.

      “I will when I see her next,” I state, and Phim smirks.

      “Only if you get there first, sister.”

      Phim nods behind me, and I turn to see my alphas coming in through the library doors, searching for me. I don’t miss the relief in their eyes, like they thought I had disappeared and it had all been an illusion, before they walk over.

      I turn to Phim. “Can you do me a favour?”

      “Of course,” she instantly answers. “I’m your omega in everything but title, and your sister in blood. You never need to ask.”

      “Can you get the library to search for anything it can find on the Wolven gods, The Wolven Crown and the seven weapons? Or any mention of the seven relating to the gods?”

      She nods and doesn’t ask any questions, which would be hard to explain right now. I do owe her a long explanation later.

      “Alphas.” Phim bows her head, and Silas smirks at her.

      “So we are finally going to get respectful greetings from our beta wolf?”

      She laughs. “No, I was testing it, and I’ve decided it doesn’t suit me. Later, losers.”

      Phim heads deeper into the library as Silas growls at her, but it’s playful.

      “Did you four miss me?” I question, placing my hands on my hips. “I should have woken you, but—”

      “You never have to explain where you went,” Henderson interrupts me. “You’re free to come and go as you please. This is your pack as much as it is ours. But yes, we were looking for you.”

      “We’d like to show you something,” Valentine says, leaning against a table with his long legs crossed and stretched out.

      “What is it?” I question.

      “A present you’ve deserved for a long time,” Silas states, his arms crossed, and there is a darkness to his tone that sends shivers down my spine.

      “Call it a pre-mating gift,” Henderson suggests. Ragnar is quiet, and I look at him.

      “This...well, I agree with it, but things are still confusing,” he tells me, the sword on his back glowing brightly in the dimly lit library. Silas offers me his hand, and I don’t pause as I take it, and we all leave the library. We head past the court meeting rooms, further past our rooms, and down to the fourth level of the castle. This part is heavily guarded, and each guard bows their head as we pass them until we come to a pair of heavy stone doors. Silas and Henderson take a door each, and their muscles strain as they pull the doors open, the creaking filling the silence.

      I nearly stumble back when I see what’s in there, on his knees and at our mercy. Alpha Sylvester, my once fated mate and the male who tore my soul apart before rejecting me. He’s on his knees, chains thickly wrapped around his ankles, wrists and neck, which are bolted to the castle walls. His arms are stretched wide, and his head is bowed.

      He slowly lifts his head, his hair blood-soaked and knotted, and face a bloody mess. There is an awareness between us, placed by the moon goddess, but it’s nothing that keeps me from looking into his empty eyes and seeing no soul there at all. Seeing him like this, weak and powerless and at my alphas’ mercy, isn’t something I expected to see.

      My alphas stand tall at my side, two on each side of me, and Sylvester sneers at me. “The whore of the Fall Mountain Pack is here, I see.”

      Silas stalks across the room and punches him hard across his face, jolting him to the side. He grabs his hair and pulls his head up, and Sylvester looks frightened at what he sees on Silas’s face, what he sees in Silas’s soul.

      Every bit of darkness in the room seems to become colder as Silas holds Sylvester up by his hair. “Say one more word about my mate, and I will rip you to shreds slowly. Do you understand? Choose your own death, wolf.”

      He drops Sylvester and walks back to my side, and I glance at him. There is no hiding the fury in his eyes or the fury that is rippling off them all. I can almost taste the dark magic filling the air, building up in the shadows. The alphas might be in this room, but they are Hades, and he wants revenge.

      I walk across the damp stone and stop in front of him. It’s been a long time since I’ve stood in front of him and felt no fear. He can’t hurt me anymore.

      “How the tables have turned,” I purr, tilting my head to the side. He looks disgusted as he runs his eyes over me. “What’s the matter? Don’t you like the wolf you created when you rejected me?”

      He snarls and shakes his chains, trying to get to me. “Do you really think you matter to me at all? You are nothing, just like the day I took your innocence. Just like the day I rejected you!”

      His words roll off me because they don’t matter anymore. He can threaten me, brag about using and abusing me, but I’ve found my peace. I don’t need or want anything from him other than his death, and he will never hurt me again.

      “We used to be friends, and I thought you were someone I could trust. I was naïve in that respect, but I really did believe you were someone that I could count as a friend. See, you were broken in your own way, and I will always be a friend to the broken and suffering. My suffering made me kind and compassionate, but yours? It turned your heart to stone and cracked it a million times over until there was nothing but dust left.” I pause and look back at my alphas. They are silent, letting me say my piece and being there for me if I need them. “You worship the moon goddess but twist her words, the echoes of her soul, to fit your own need to control females. To control your pack until no one but the cruel could breathe.”

      “What is your point, bitch?” he spits out.

      I smile. “That your pack is over. Your rule is gone, and I’m going to take all of your power away and give it back to the females of your pack. They will be free, and you will be dead. I want you to know that, long before you rejected me, you thought you chipped away at my soul with the pain you caused and broke me. But the truth is, you never had the power to break me.” I stand straighter. “I was never yours, and you never could turn off my light. No one but I gets that switch.”

      “I broke you! I took you, and you will never be able to forget—”

      I laugh. “You are already forgotten, Sylvester. If you tell me where Mike is and what happened to him, then I will ask them to make your death quick.”

      He sneers at me, blood pouring down his lip, and he looks like a feral wolf. “I ripped that old bastard to pieces a long time ago. Ask the boy, he saw it.”

      My heart drops, and a shot of pain makes me close my eyes for a moment. I hold in the scream I want to release. I open my eyes, and this time, I feel nothing but a need for his death. “I sincerely hope the gods show you no mercy, because my alphas certainly won’t.”

      I look at my alphas and nod once. They shift as I walk away, and I hear Sylvester’s pleas and cries turn into growls and snarls from my alphas as they rip him to pieces.

      Revenge was always ours.
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      The bells ring out across the city, marking the day the alphas will take their mate. It feels more than strange to have bells telling the entire pack about our sex life, but according to the alphas, this is a tradition, and it will give the pack hope for a better united future. I’m already their alpha female, thanks to the rite, but this is more personal. Niall left a few hours ago, making his way back to his court and getting ready as many as he can to protect us. Dip didn’t take him leaving well, and she outright ignored me. Phim is going to watch her for tonight, but I’m not giving up. I haven’t had a chance to see Trey or Jesper, but I know they are okay.

      My hands shake as I tie up the silk dress cover around my waist and look at myself in the mirror. I’m wearing a dark green shift of a dress under a black silk cover, and I didn’t bother putting on any other clothes. My hair is down, as I think they like it that way.

      But I can’t stop my hands shaking.

      I glance at the stone door, the one that leads to the ancient mating ceremony room underneath the castle, and a new wave of nervousness fills my chest. I do want this, them, so much, but I’m seriously afraid I’m going to be a letdown for them. I have no idea what I’m doing, but if I’m going to embarrass myself, there is no one else I’d rather be with. The door opens on its own, like I was told it would, and I steel my shoulders before walking over. There is a small staircase heading down into warm light, and I walk down the steps, surprised to see a meadow of blue and white flowers and waterfalls that pour down every wall, and it’s a breathtaking place to stand in.

      The cavern glitters with its own magic, and I can taste the magic in the air, along with the scent of the water and flowers. This place is old but familiar, and I wonder if Persephone ever stood where I did. The door shuts at the top of the stairs behind me, and I glance up at the dim lights on the ceiling, which are cut into star shapes to look like real stars in a night sky. It’s not too bright in here, just dim enough, but I don’t have to hear the door opening to sense them walking in. I head to the bottom of the stone steps, digging my toes into the thick grass.

      It must be some form of magic, and it certainly feels that way as my alphas walk together down the steps, in their wolf forms, and it takes my breath away to see them like this. Their wolves are large and black-furred, and red magic bounces off into the shadows with every step.

      It doesn’t seem real that we are finally going to be together, bonded in a way only death can stop. I’ve waited since I was a child to be their mate. Even when I couldn’t remember them, they were my entire heart. I’ve fallen for them more than once, and I fall even more with every second I spend in their arms.

      My alphas are mine, and I’m theirs. They are my mates.

      I turn and walk into the meadow, knowing they will follow me over, and they do. When I stop, they surround me until there is nothing but the dark fur of my alphas and the darker presence they give off. The room feels warmer, and my skin pebbles as Valentine shifts back first. The others move back as Valentine stands in front of me, completely naked, hard and his scent filled with desire, just like mine. I take a moment to really look at him, bared in front of me like this. He is all male. Thick corded muscles line his upper arms, his chest tight and his stomach rippling with muscles. His cock is thick and long, jutting up in the space between us, and my mouth parts.

      “Are you ready to be our mate, Mairin?”

      Valentine’s deep voice vibrates around me as I look up into his forest green eyes. The answer to that question was decided by me a long time ago, even before I admitted it to myself, and it will never change. The time I spent away with Cenwyn taught me that no matter where I am, a part of me will always be with them.

      “Yes,” I breathe out. “Can you kiss me now?”

      Valentine chuckles low, his expression filled with joy, and the other alphas howl their love as Valentine walks closer to me. My body seems to be burning with the urge to touch him, like it always is, but this time, it’s more intense. There’s something about them that has taken away any fear of mating. They waited for me. They healed me and they love me. I want them all to shift back, but I also don’t know if I can take all of them at the same time. It’s too overwhelming, and my cheeks burn with the many thoughts that fill my mind. Valentine gently runs the back of his hand down my cheek before sliding his hand to the back of my neck, pulling my body against his, and I willingly go.

      “I’ve waited my entire life for you, Mai. I’d wait a million lifetimes,” he softly whispers to me.

      “No more waiting,” I whisper back. Valentine growls at my command and tugs me into a deep kiss, his soft lips melting to mine and setting my body alight. The first kiss of our mating is slow, exploring and pushing us both closer to the edge of losing control with every soft movement. Valentine picks me up by my ass, and I wrap my legs around his waist, his hard cock settling against me, only the thin fabric of my nightgown between us. He grinds against me, and I gasp from the pleasure, but he kisses me, swallowing any noises I can make. His lips leave mine and kiss down my jawline to my neck, to a spot that’s sensitive. I clutch his large shoulders as he sucks and nibbles on that spot, and I feel myself getting wetter. His large hands squeeze my ass as he kisses me.

      I quickly realise I’ve never wanted anything as much as I want him inside me now. I barely notice Silas shift back until his hard body is pressed against my back, his scent surrounding me as much as Valentine does. I get the feeling they are being careful, soft with me, but I want everything they can give me. I don’t want them to hold back. Valentine slides me down his body until my feet are on the floor and captures my lips again as Silas presses his body to my back. Silas slowly peels off my robe, like they want to take their time, whereas I just need more of them.

      There’s nothing but the warmth of my alphas around me, their heat intoxicating. I feel tiny between both of them, but I also feel like this is the safest place in the world.

      My robe falls to my feet along with the slip of a nightdress I was wearing, and I’m suddenly very bare in front of them. Caught between my alphas.

      Silas buries his face in my hair, breathing in my scent as he steps closer. I can feel how hard they both are, pressed against me, and I purposefully make sure I’m pressed against them as tightly as I can get.

      Valentine takes a moment to step back, and I miss his lips on me, but the look he gives when he sees me is worth it. He looks down at me very slowly, starting from my feet, drawing his eyes up over every inch of me and focusing on my alpha female marks for a moment.

      “Do you like our mate?” Silas asks, his dark and sensual voice echoing around the meadow. Silas’s hands come up, and he runs his fingertips down the alpha female marks on my chest until he gets to my breasts and rock-hard nipples. He cups my breasts and runs the pad of his thumbs over them both, sending a burst of pleasure through me, almost buckling my knees.

      Valentine’s eyes flare, and his cock juts in the air. “Yes.”

      He steps closer and looks at me. “Be a good girl and stay still.”

      Valentine’s commands brush over me, and I nod. Silas continues to play with my nipples as Valentine goes on his knees in front of me. I’m held tightly against Silas as Valentine runs his hands up my shaky legs, and he leans forward to softly kiss my thigh, parting my legs with his hands.

      I know where this is going, but it’s still a shock when Valentine puts his hot tongue on my clit, and I buckle against Silas, who holds me still for Valentine to devour. I moan, arching my neck back onto Silas’s shoulder as Valentine’s hot tongue swirls and sucks on my clit, his hands digging into my thighs. Silas’s hands continue to work on my nipples, and soon both of them have me crashing into a world of pleasure. The orgasm makes me cry out, and Valentine licks all the way up my slit before looking up at me and offering me his hand for more.

      Silas lets me go to Valentine, and Valentine grabs me, pulling me onto the meadow floor and covering me with his large body. He cups my cheek as I widen my legs for him to settle against me, feeling how wet I am for him.

      “Look at me as I go in you,” Valentine commands, pushing an inch in. I clench around him on instinct, and he pulls out a little before pushing himself further in. His whole body is tense above mine, and I moan from the feeling of having him inside of me. “Gods above, you’re so big.”

      “But you were built to take me,” he groans, seating himself completely inside me. I’ve never been so full before, and it’s like nothing else I could have imagined.

      He pulls out and thrusts back in, and both of us gasp in pleasure. “You feel incredible.”

      “So do you,” I moan back. He soon starts losing control, thrusting harder and harder, and another orgasm is quickly building with every thrust of his hard cock. I barely get to cry out his name, clinging to his shoulders as I crash over into oblivion, and he soon follows me, his kisses pausing on mine as he groans, his cock getting bigger inside of me and knotting us together as he fills me with his seed.

      We are both panting as he pulls out of me, and there is a burning feeling inside of my chest, which I rub only to realise it’s the start of the mating bond. I can feel it flickering to life between us, and I look up at Valentine with soft eyes as I start to feel his pleasure, his love for me, and the link between us that will never end.

      His eyes are dazzled as he places a hand over his heart and stares right back at me. We are mated, and I’m glad it was him first.

      “Mai,” Silas gruffly calls for me, and I turn his way where he offers me his hand. I place my hand in his, and he lifts me up off the ground, pulling me onto his lap and impaling me on his large cock in an instant, throwing his head back and letting out a deep growl from the back of his throat. It feels so raw, so overwhelming from going from one male to another, but they are my males.

      I run my hands up his chest to his neck and over his moon marks, enjoying the shiver he lets out from my touch. I feel it everywhere. Silas looks at me, his expression so raw and open for the closed-off wolf I’ve always known. We fit together perfectly, and I lean closer, rolling my hips, and his hands grip my hips tightly.

      “Fuck, I’ve never wanted to come as badly as I do when I’m in inside you,” he tells me, moving my hips and showing me how he likes this between us. “Mai.”

      My name is a plea from his lips, and I love how he lets me be in control, even as he dominates me. “Silas...”

      He groans deeper as I start to move my hips faster, letting him fill me over and over. He cups my breasts as I lean back, moving up and down on him, and he tweaks my nipples, sending a blast of pleasure through me. I feel myself tightening around him as I orgasm, crashing into wave after wave of pleasure. Silas cups the back of my neck and pulls me down, kissing me as he stills and knots inside me, his cock growing bigger and filling me with his seed.

      His scent.

      His mark.

      The mating bond burns to life between us quicker, while he is still inside me, and I feel Silas’s emotions like my own, like a distant sound only I can hear.

      And I don’t want to stop until I have all of my mates.

      Silas grips my hips tightly, kissing me softer than he ever has before. “My mate. I love you.”

      “I love you too,” I tell him, my heart warming. Silas helps me climb off him and wraps my robe around my shoulders as I look over at Ragnar and Henderson. They haven’t shifted back, and I wonder for a second if they still want me, if they can share me with the other alphas. Henderson moves first, tilting his head to the side and walking into the forest. Ragnar follows after him, and I pause, unsure what to do.

      “Go with them,” Silas suggests, but into my mind.

      “Take all your mates, my love,” Valentine speaks next, and I grin at them.

      “This talking in our heads is going to take some getting used to,” I say in my mind, and they both look amused.

      “I don’t know, hearing and feeling you come at the same I did is—”

      “I’m going,” I say, interrupting him and blushing at the same time. But I still love their laughs as I walk away through the meadow with a smile on my lips. Even as I walk away from them, they still feel like they are at my side because they are. We are mates, and that bond can never, ever be broken. The meadow dips down, and I stand on the hill, looking down at the pool of water at the bottom of the hill and the males swimming in its deep blue depths.

      Henderson looks up at me as I stand on the hill, breathing in the salt from the water. It’s so clear that I see every part of their bodies from up here, and my toes curl.

      My body feels like it’s buzzing as I walk down to the water’s edge and slowly pull off my robe, very aware they are watching me. I dive into the warm water, which feels like satin against my skin, and swim up to Henderson as he is closer. Ragnar is lounging back on the edge of the pool, watching me.

      “Enjoying yourself?” Henderson questions as I stop in front of him.

      “Yes,” I tell him simply. “I didn’t know it could ever be this good.”

      Henderson’s eyes darken, and he swims closer, wrapping his arm around my waist. He holds me to him, and I wrap my arms around his neck. “Never again will you know anything but pleasure from a male. We live for your pleasure, and sharing with you is an honour. Thank you for choosing us, Mai. I’m sorry it took so long for us to get here.”

      “Then what are you waiting for?”

      “For you to be ready,” he replies, nipping my bottom lip. “I’ve been ready for you my entire life, Mai.”

      I lean in and kiss him, the world disappearing into the darkness only the soul of Hades can bring. Darkness and shadows seem to darken the water as I kiss Henderson, but I barely notice anything but him. I reach between us and stroke his hard cock, feeling him tense and swear under his breath. He is longer than Silas and Valentine, but not as thick, and I can’t wait to feel him inside me. Henderson slides his hands down my body, brushing over my curves and breasts until he cups my core. I moan as he rubs my clit and slides two fingers inside me.

      “So tight and wet for me,” he murmurs against my lips. “I need to feel you around my cock, squeezing the life out of me.”

      I love his dirty talk, and I wish I was better at it. I don’t know why I was ever nervous they wouldn’t like me or I wouldn’t be good enough for them, when it’s clear all they ever wanted was me.

      They will always be enough for me.

      It’s not long before he’s pushing inside me, watching my eyes the entire time, and I watch the most alluring male I’ve ever met as he settles inside me.

      I’m so wet, so wanting for him. It’s easy as he glides in all the way, and we fit perfectly. I feel completely and utterly full of him as he thrusts out and back in, setting every nerve of mine on fire with pleasure. His tongue fills my mouth as his cock fills me, and I can think of no one but Henderson as he thrusts in and out of me again and again, pushing me closer to the edge with each thrust of his cock. He knows exactly what he is doing as he tilts my hips to push in deeper, hitting a new spot, and I moan. I’m soon spiralling, the world disappearing until there is nothing but our groans filling the night.

      Ragnar swims behind us and kisses my shoulder, then his brother fills me again and again. I turn my head to look at him, and that look sends me over the edge. I moan as I come hard, exploding over his cock and tightening around him. He knots immediately, growing so large and tightly fitting inside me before filling me with his come. Henderson breathlessly lets me go, and I float in the water for a second, feeling the bond kicking in. Henderson feels like a warm summer breeze in my mind, and I let him in, knowing there is nothing I want to hide from him. From any of them.

      I turn to Ragnar and pause. He is my Ragnar, the male I love, but he doesn’t remember all of us. He sadly smiles at me and offers me his hand. “I know I’m not everything you expected—”

      “Hens, can you give us a minute or so?” I ask Henderson. Ragnar swims away from me and to the rocks, pulling himself up on the edge. Henderson kisses my cheek before swimming away and climbing up the hill as he shifts back into his wolf. There is silence around us as I swim to Ragnar and float in the water under the rock.

      I search his eyes.

      “Do you think, because you can’t remember us yet, that I’d ever not want you as my mate?” I question. “I would understand if you don’t want me because I didn’t know it wasn’t you, and I was tricked when I should have known. I understand if you—”

      I yelp as he picks me up out of the water and lays me down on the stone rock, lying next to me. We face each other, and he brushes some of my wet hair away from my cheek. “Loving you has always been a second nature to me because you are mine, and I am yours. I don’t blame you for what happened, or myself, and I don’t want to let him drive a wedge between us like he tried to do.”

      “I don’t want that either,” I admit, my eyes filling with tears. “I’ve always loved you, Ragnar. I want you as my mate. I want us to have forever.”

      He smiles. “I want the same thing, and even if I don’t remember all of it, I hope my mate can show me our past in our mind bond.”

      I never thought of that, and I can’t help smiling, feeling like everything is finally coming together and we can heal from what has happened. I know there is a war coming for us, and we have millions to protect, but we will do this together.

      Ragnar pauses as I lean up and kiss him, and then he suddenly snaps. He groans and kisses me deeper, searching between my legs and rubbing my clit. I’ve lost track of the amount of times I’ve come since I came down here, but my body doesn’t seem to care about pausing as it burns to life from his touch.

      “No more waiting,” I all but beg. He growls his agreement, and I’m surprised when he flips me over, pulling my hips up and sinking deep inside me. This angle feels amazing as he thrusts deep into me, sliding through my wetness. He grabs hold of my hair, and the sting of pain it causes only makes the pleasure better as he thrusts harder and harder, both of us chasing the orgasm that is swiftly coming up. When he puts his finger on my clit and rubs it, I can’t stop it anymore. I cry out his name as I tighten around him, waves of pleasure crashing through me, and he groans as I feel him knotting inside me, getting bigger and almost feeling hotter until he comes deep inside me.

      I fall down only for him to pull out of me and tug me on top of him, both of us shaking and catching our breaths back.

      Then something suddenly snaps. The pack bond that has always been teetering on the edge of being here bursts to life between us all, crashing and twisting until there’s nothing but our bond. Ragnar was the final bit of the puzzle, and as I feel his emotions as my own, I can feel the entire pack in my mind. It feels like there’s a tree connecting all of us, and every single pack member is a leaf on that tree. But the branches, the stem, the main part of the tree, that’s our mating. All five of us, and we are more connected than ever.

      Strangely, I feel Callahan like one of the leaves but a stronger bond than the others. I haven’t had a chance to tell my alphas about him and the bond yet, mostly because I don’t think they are going to take it well, and I didn’t want them to think it was anything more than something we had to do to survive.

      But we can get through anything, because we are mates, and nothing in this world can part us now.
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        * * *

      

      I curl up with my mates, enjoying the warmth of their bodies in the meadow, where there is no breeze, but I feel nothing but warmth. Between my legs is slightly sore, and it’s been hours and hours since we came here, and we’ve done nothing but enjoy each other again and again until we are all exhausted. Even now, I want them again, and I doubt that will slow anytime soon.

      I’ve lost count of how many times we’ve had sex, and I never knew sex could be as amazing as it is. I now see why everyone’s obsessed with it. It’s perfect between us because I trust them completely and they love me as much as I love them.

      I sit up, my body still damp from being inside the river only a few hours ago, and run my fingers through my hair, tugging out some of the knots when I hear a sound. At first, I think it’s an echo from somewhere above, but it grows louder, changing into a song. The song is like a lullaby, and I frown, standing up and looking around to see where it is coming from.

      “Ragnar,” I say, shaking his shoulder, but he doesn’t wake. I call for them in my mind, but everything is silent. I try not to panic as I shake Valentine, Silas, and Henderson, but none of them stir.

      “Wake up!” I shout as the song gets louder, and I tug my robe tighter around me, pulling my power into my hands to defend myself and them if need be. I’m not losing my mates after just getting them. But nothing comes out of the meadow or water, but the song keeps playing, repeating itself over and over.

      I look down at the alphas, wondering why they won’t wake up, and rub my forehead to think. I need to find where the music is coming from. Perhaps the song is making them stay asleep with magic or something. The bond is still there, the pack feels fine, and no one is being attacked as far as I can sense, so it doesn’t make sense if this is an attack.

      I have to find where the song is coming from.

      I walk through the meadow, following the song until it leads me to a part of the waterfall where I can hear it echoing from behind the water, but I can’t see behind it from here. The water very slowly parts to the side in a flash of green light, and I cover my eyes as the light fades to reveal a gap in the waterfall and a tiny space behind it. Three stones rise in the water to make a path, and slowly the space burns with green light, revealing a stone pedestal with a crown on top of it. The crown is really beautiful, and the light is coming from it, but something feels very wrong as I freeze. This is a trap. I know it in my soul, and every inch of me is telling me to run away, but my legs won’t move. The crown curves up with delicate silver spikes holding four green stones, and it’s the stones that feel wrong.

      The crown pulsates with power as it floats up, the song getting louder, and I stumble back, trying to escape, but I trip and fall on my back. I barely have time to look up and reach my hands out to stop the crown as it floats right down to me. I can’t stop myself as my hands latch around the crown, and it begins to shake in my grip as I feel its power. It’s more powerful than anything in this world, and it knows it.

      The crown suddenly starts melting into a red liquid that travels up my arms and snaps around my wrists before disappearing into my skin.

      For a second, I wonder if that’s it, and then I scream in pain as my mind feels like it’s being ripped apart, making room for her.

      The goddess of death.
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Cenwyn, King of The Angels

      I watch the growing army build outside the pack lands and the annoying shield still hanging over it. My witch goddess is working her magic, and it will fall in the next few days, and then nothing will stop us from destroying the last threat to this world. My army stretches far and wide, eight hundred thousand angels already here and many more on their way.

      The pack lands are going to burn, and I am going to finally win this world. The one I deserve. I clench my fists as I think of my Mai darling. Her soft, long blonde hair, her pale skin and curvy waist. The last time I saw her, she was in an angel’s arms. How comfortable she seemed to be when he held her, and not me. I’ve done nothing but love her, teach her, coax Persephone out of her weak soul, and she left me.

      I will teach her a lesson when I get my hands on her next.

      My armies are coming from every court, and there will be nothing left but ash when I’m done, and the alphas can watch as I make their mate mine.

      She will learn to love me because she always has done since we were kids, and she didn’t know it. They have not won her, and they won’t get to keep her.

      I will coax out Persephone, and then Mai will be mine like Persephone always should have been.

      Hades will not stop me.

      Oisean comes to my side, looking over the gold shield with me. This place was right under our noses and invisible. How did we miss it?

      “Once we have destroyed them, there will be no one to threaten your rule. You will have an immortal throne, my king,” he says, a bite to his tone. He is pissed about Mai and how I let her trick me.

      He isn’t the only one.

      “Why did you make us gods?” I question him. I’ve never directly asked him, but something about recent events makes me interested in hearing his answer.

      “When your mother told me she was pregnant, I knew it was time to bring them back,” he states.

      I don’t call Oisean my father—his demand, not my choice—but he isn’t one to me except in blood. I don’t need family or anyone but her. I will have her back, and the key to awakening Persephone and finding The Wolven Crown has always been in that city.

      “What is that?” Oisean questions with an ounce of fear in his voice that I don’t think I’ve ever heard before. I turn around, my own eyes widening as I look at the hordes and hordes of Levi walking towards us. They don’t look right. Their eyes are glowing blue, and they’re unnaturally moving together, structured like an army. So many of them, millions, if I would guess, cramped together like a wave. At the front, they slowly part, and I fly over to the edge of the cliff to see better. I look down to see what is parting between them, and I slowly recognize their leader.

      Adira Fall stands in the middle of the Levi army, glowing as blue as all their eyes.

      Whatever she did to get this kind of power has destroyed her. Adira was once a beauty in every sense and a good lay, but now her skin looks dead, like ash. It’s peeling away to float in the wind, and her hair is like straw, her clothes torn.

      The gods have screwed her over, but she might still be useful to me.

      I fly down to her, ignoring Oisean’s calls to stop. I fly over the Levi, half expecting them to attack me, but they stand stiller than I’ve ever seen them. They are gross creatures with no drive other than to destroy and kill.

      I don’t know where they came from, but more of them pop up every time I use my powers. The problem has always been that they couldn’t be controlled.

      I land in front of Adira, trying to ignore the scent of death around her. “My lovely Adira.”

      She watches me, unblinking, and there is nothing alive to her anymore that I can see. She is a shell of herself.

      “We attack the city in the morning. Together,” she states coldly. Her voice is so different from what I’ve heard before, but I don’t care.

      Her army of Levi will be an attack they won’t see coming, and I will get Mai back.

      “Together,” I agree with a smirk. The alphas are going to die, and Mai will be mine.

      

      Read the next book by clicking here…
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        Happy Autumn! I love this time of the year and I loved writing some of the wolf traditions into this book for All Hallows Eve. Wolf shifters have always been an obsession of mine, starting with my nan reading me Little Red Riding Hood as a child and I hope I’ve poured my love for this fantasy world into my books.

      

        

      
        Thank you to everyone who helped, edited, poured me coffee or inspired this book in my mind. A special thanks to Helayna, who saved this series a million times over.

        The next book in the series, Her Night Wolf, is on pre-order already. This is the end of Mai’s/the alphas storyline but there will be three more books in the series based on Serendipity.  You can click here for the link for Her Night Wolf.

      

      

      

      
        
        Thank you so much for reading my story!! Lots of love, G. xoxo
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            Bonus Read
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      Want a free shifter book to read? Click here.
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