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Cass Saélihn is the weapon, the hybrid born to kill the Olympian gods.
Only the price is her own life.
One dies so millions can live. So her mates will live.
But Cass can't just abandon them, can she? She's just found them—a home she'd never imagined she could have. So when Death offers her a way out if she plays one of his sick games, she can't refuse. If she plays it right, she might just rise from ash and ember.
And her loyal warrior-mates will be with her in life, or death. Even when she has to become the Darkness that devours the worlds. Even when she's lost to herself.
She's not lost to them.
So, she'll play the final deadly game, and when Cass unleashes her true, powerful self, the immortal gods will burn in her flames.
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PROLOGUE
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Alaric, King of the Hybrids






All fucked up. 

First, the fucking idiot Hephaestus had to pick the third Gate of Hell as the location to forge the Blade of Five Elements, claiming the blade must be made in the boiling lava at the Hell Gate, which was the entrance to the death god’s backyard. 

Then fucking Hades showed up. 

We battled his army of demons and wraiths in the stifling volcano cave and suffered heavy casualties. We would mourn our fallen later. My bonded brothers nodded in unspoken agreement, as we were all battle-hardened in the long, miserable march of time before our mate came on the scene and brought life, light, and joy into our existence. 

Our mate had just started experiencing war. She hadn’t learned how to block the damaging emotions of grief. She could deal with brutality, as she’d been raised in a cage and tortured by the gods, but she couldn’t handle loss. 

We’d lost many warriors, and that was just the beginning. 

When she saw Reysalor, her mate and our brother, chained and dragged to Hell, she lost her shit. 

She turned into the meanest she-dragon. 

For a long second, my bonded brothers just stared at the massive dragon in a stunned stupor. 

On top of the cliff, Cass Saélihn swung her beautiful, vast wings, fire sparking on her peacock-blue scales, and all the warriors—including us, her mates—had to leap back as fast as we could, giving her a wide berth. 

She raised her head, roared, and spewed fire toward the endless black sky in an inconsolable rage. 

Our mate didn’t know how to cope with the heartache of losing her mate and the warriors who had become her friends. 

The warriors had fallen, but Reysalor wasn’t dead yet. 

We needed to help her overcome her sorrow. We must comfort our mate. She was our passion, our reason to breathe.  

We needed to conjure her back to us, to shift her back to her Cass form. 

“Dulcis?” Lorcan called in concern.  

I glared at him, for his voice wasn’t velvet or soothing enough. The vampire still had much to learn about how to romance a female.

Cass snapped her large head toward him, baring her fangs.

Fuck, they were huge. 

Yet, she was still the most beautiful and fiercest thing I’d ever seen, even in her dragon form.

Fire emitted from her scaled snout. Perhaps I’d let the vampire have a taste of her fire first, for he’d startled our mate and set her on edge.

“Sweetheart,” I tried, taking care to keep my voice gentle and enticing. 

She turned to me, yet she was unmoved by the seductive smile I put on only for her. 

Half-madness glinted in her two-toned dragon eyes—the left violet and the right golden like liquid living fire. 

Fuck, we were losing her. And the longer she stayed in her beast form, the harder it would be to conjure her back. Pyrder and Lorcan traded a panicked, dismayed glance, sharing the same dread I tried to keep at bay.

The she-dragon roared into the dark sky one more time and flapped her fiery blue wings. An urgent, desperate look in her eyes spelled out her need to go seek out her one lost mate. 

Raw, brutal fear punched my gut. 

If she took off now, she might not return. 

She might not find a way back.  

We couldn’t lose her—our sun, our moon, and our universe. 

I’d do anything to stop her from departure. 
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A storm raged in me, so dark and violent that nothing else existed. I welcomed it. When the gale swept over me again, I would know no pain. I hadn’t learned how to survive the agony of losing a mate. I never wanted to learn, either. 

I had lost many friends and brave warriors that I’d come to treasure. 

Reys sat chained in Hell, where I couldn’t reach him. I had no strength left to go to him. 

How I hated my weakness. 

So, let the black storm rage.  

Let its dark mass claim me, claim my flesh and soul. And let Cass Saélihn be no more and carry no grief.  

The icy wind swirled in the emptiness, then erupted into fire. 

A spark of an ember emerged from the center of the terrifying storm, expanding and stretching to distant galaxies to find its source. 

The pain only increased, tearing into my flesh and soul. 

I screamed as my bones stretched and rearranged.  

I roared. It was a dragon’s roar, her powerful lungs pumping out a stream of fire. 

I became a fucking dragon. 

I breathed in fire—red, blue, and black—which came from my three heritages. But who was I exactly? 

My memory shifted. 

A veil formed in my mind. On one side, a sea of fire and smoke hovered over a blazing land. On the other side, it was but hazy colors and shapes in the endless mists. 

“Cass baby...sweetheart...dulcis...”

The urgent calling and noises bothered me. I glanced down and noticed a group of immortals surrounding me atop a cliff, with a black ocean crashing onto the base of the ancient rocks. 

The immortals appeared to be warriors, their swords in the grip of their bloody hands. 

I snarled. Was it my blood on their blades? How dared these puny creatures try to attack me! I’d toast them to charred meat and devour them for lunch. 

Not lunch. Dinner. It was dinner time. 

But I couldn’t remember what I’d had for lunch, or if I’d had lunch. 

I was famished.  

I gave myself a quick once-over before I trained my hungry gaze on the immortals again. 

I wasn’t wounded. The blood on their blades wasn’t mine. It smelt foul, like the blood of enemies. 

Were the warriors allied with me? 

If it were so, then why did they encircle me? Three of them seemed more brazen than the others as they approached me carefully. They didn’t hold any weapons this time, yet I wouldn’t trust them. Old wisdom said that men were treacherous and couldn’t be trusted. 

Did they plan to hunt me? Had they lured me here? 

My genetic memory flashed through the old tales of dragon slayers and their fabricated glory.  

I opened my jaw, ready to devour them if they got any closer or grew aggressive. A trail of fire twirled on my snout. I longed for some appetizers. 

“Throw down your fucking weapons!” an immortal with rich auburn hair shouted. “Do not let Cass see you as a threat. She might not know you at the moment.” 

The warriors all around me tossed away their swords at once, sharp clanging ricocheting off the cold, rocky ground. They raised hands in the air to show they were unarmed and slowly backed away from me. 

That was more like it. 

They were fucking smart. 

The one who had barked the order had called me Cass. I kind of liked the name. 

My gaze trained on him, meeting his honey-brown eyes under his perfect dark eyebrows. Just one look and I knew he was the most ruthless, dangerous male walking the Earth. Yet he held no menace or challenge toward me even though I sensed the wealth of power vibrating inside him. He leashed it tightly. 

Something clicked. Damn, he was a demigod.  

His eyes never left me. There was strong love in them, layered beneath pain and grief. Why was he in pain? What had happened to him? And the love for me? I blinked. Maybe he thought I was his pet? If that were true, then he was making the biggest fucking mistake of his life. I was a huge, fearsome dragon, never a pet. I gave my magnificent body another quick, appreciative glance before I turned to study this interesting specimen. 

Somehow this demigod intrigued me. 

Maybe it was his lips, which were sensual and menacing and sweet at the same time. He was quite the contradiction. How would it feel to have those lips—

Where did I get that absurd thought? 

He inched closer, his plum-colored scarf stirring in the wind. This male liked to dress well and did so with style. My gaze dipped lower to take in his broad shoulders, then his powerful, muscled legs encased in slacks. Menacingly hot, baby!

And an image of him pounding with vehemence between the thighs of a woman who had tri-colored hair and two-toned eyes broke through the veil in my mind before it vanished as quickly as it had appeared. 

I suddenly felt liquid fire swirling in my belly. I wanted to fuck this demigod. 

I blinked an eye. I was a dragon. I wasn’t supposed to bang him. I was supposed to eat him. Chew on his bones. 

I licked the sharp edge of my fangs. I didn’t think I’d had lunch. My belly was empty. 

I didn’t like for my belly to be empty. 

I also didn’t like my body’s reaction toward my food, so I hissed at the demigod, a ring of fire puffing out toward him in warning. 

“Dulcis,” another deep, cultured male voice called. 

My head snapped to the newcomer. I was so distracted by the dashing demigod that I hadn’t paid attention to this stealthy one, who had sneaked up to me from the other side. And now he stood only a couple of yards away from me.   

A lock of his medium-length dark hair fell into his storm-gray eyes which shone with intelligence, warmth, and worry. 

The rigid wind sent his scent of pine and fine wine toward me. It was familiar, as if the scent was in my blood. 

With another sniff, I recognized him as an ancient vampire, a natural-born one. The blood coursing in his veins wasn’t as cold as the turned vampires. 

How did I know that? 

He carried sunlight in his blood. And fire. But fire was supposed to burn a vampire, not nurture him. The fire felt like mine. 

Did he steal my dragon fire? 

I must teach this thief a lesson. 

He reached me in one stride, swift beyond logic. His long trench coat flapped in the wind. 

“Dulcis,” the vampire cooed in the ancient tongue. “My sun, my fire, and my light.”

I blew a stream of fire at him. He didn’t duck, and the fire rushed by his marble-pale face, a picture of masculine beauty, and didn’t scorch his skin. 

His large, powerful hand reached my face, not to strike me for my attempt to burn him, but to caress me, as if I was precious to him. 

It was surprisingly pleasurable, so I gave up the thought of biting his hand. And I purred at the sensation. 

That was it. They must all have mistaken me as their dragon pet.  

I’d wait to see what benefits I could get from pretending to be their pet for a little while before I showed them my fangs and scorched them with my hot fire again. 

“Cass baby?” The third brave immortal sidled up to my other side, opposite the demigod. 

I turned to study him. 

The other warriors had given me a wide berth, and I could smell uncertainty and apprehension in them, but these three didn’t fear me at all. 

This third immortal’s gorgeous turquoise eyes held mine, full of love, pain, and sorrow.  

My heart suddenly ached. A memory of another set of turquoise eyes like his, only a shade lighter, flashed before my scaled eyelids. Then his masculine scent of autumn rain mixed with forest sun wrapped around me. It was also similar to another beloved scent. 

The scent of a mate that was fading from my memory. 

Longing pumped into my soul. 

That was why I’d ended up on this cliff under the dark, starless sky. 

But how had I gotten here? 

I’d lost my mate. Yet I couldn’t remember his name now, as if it was on the other side of the veil, amid the mist. 

I needed to break the barrier to go to the other side, but I didn’t know how. 

What had happened to my lost mate? 

I greedily breathed in the scent of the male who carried my lost mate’s scent. I wanted this male as well. 

But I had my own mate already, even though I couldn’t find him. 

How could I be so fickle, treacherous, and unfaithful? 

Wasn’t it said that the dragon heart held true and they mated for life? 

Why was I drawn to all three males around me? How many did I want? Yes, they were smolderingly sexy, but they weren’t even my kind. 

“Sweetheart,” the demigod called, pressing his face against my side. 

All three males fought for my attention, and I kind of enjoyed it. 

But why did they all call me different names? How many names could a dragon have? 

I opened my mouth to demand answers, since I had many questions as to who they were and if they knew anything about my lost mate. They were fetching, handsome males, but I needed to find the one I’d lost. Or had a hostile force taken my mate? If so, the fucker would pay!

My thoughts couldn’t translate to words, couldn’t demand the answers I desired. Only my fire burst from my mouth. 

Yet, the fire didn’t harm these three males, as if they were my own. 

They didn’t even mind the lingering fire on my snout. Their hands passed through the red flame and stroked me with tenderness, which calmed me, anchored me. 

I wasn’t their pet. I was sure now. They didn’t try to control me, chain me, or trap me, either. 

I meant something to them. 

Fine. I wouldn’t eat them today. But I might not resist the temptation for too long, since I was hungry. 

I had better take off to hunt somewhere else, since I wasn’t so sure of myself at the moment with all these sexy immortals around me. 

And I wanted to fuck them all before I ate them. 

What kind of monster was I? 

Well, I was a monster. 

My mind had splintered, no longer whole, and it was failing me fast. Only when I got my mate back would my riotous mind quiet and repair itself.

He was far away. Across the expanse of the black ocean. And even further beyond.

I needed to go find him. 

The wild, chilly wind called. 

The endless sky summoned. 

I flapped my wings, turning back to offer the three males a regretful glance, and readied myself to take off. 

“No! Cass baby!” the turquoise-eyed immortal cried out. “Stay with us, baby. We’re here. Look at us. We’re still here. We’re here with you.” 

I wanted to tell him that, pitifully, he wasn’t my mate. 

Suddenly, a thread gleamed between him and me, and he yanked it hard, pulling me to him. 

Then the other two males did the same. 

I had a bond to all three of them. The thread in me led to each of them, but one was missing. 

How could it be? What did it mean? 

My wings arched into the air, answering the irresistible call of the wind that was a fire song in my veins. I needed to soar into the sky, piercing dark clouds and lightning at the highest altitude and soaking in storms. 

After my flight, I would need to find my lair. 

“Dulcis, don’t go, please,” the vampire pleaded. Fear coated his gray eyes, so deep and profound it nearly cut into me. 

The same panic reflected in the eyes of the other two males.

A slice of light brushed my mind. 

The thought that I would take off and forsake them left the immortals terrified.

I truly meant a great deal to them. More than a great deal. 

“Your home is here, with us,” the vampire cooed. “And you’re our home. My beloved, we’re all your mates.” He pressed closer and kissed me. 

How dared this immortal kiss a dragon!

A stream of fire puffed from my snout, arcing mercilessly toward him, but it only caressed him, pleased with his touch. 

My fire would never harm my mate. 

“You’re my sun, my fire, and my light.” He said it again. “Come back to us. Come back to your mates.” 

His intoxicating male scent and voice conjured a memory of long ago, or maybe not all that long ago. 

Another image flashed behind my eyes. 

I had been in a cage. I had been in another form that bore a young woman’s shape. And he and a black panther tore off the door of the cage and set me free. 

Crystal-like tears sprang to his eyes as he saw a spark of recognition in my own.   

He might be my mate. All three males might be my mates. Otherwise, the idea of leaving them wouldn’t leave me feeling quite so gutted. 

It was possible I had four mates, though one was gone. That was why I’d turned into a dragon, as my every instinct drove me to go after him and bring him back. 

“I’m Alaric, your mate,” the demigod confirmed. “The vampire is Lorcan. Pyrder to your left is the twin of your lost mate. We’ll get Reysalor back, sweetheart, I promise. Don’t you worry anymore. We’ll do it together. We’ll tear Hell apart to get your last mate back, then we’ll stay together. Always and forever. But for now, you need to stay with us. You need to regain your strength back first.” 

I eyed him. There was truth in his words. 

Dragons held the cunning ability to detect lies. 

I slowed the movements of my wings and stared down at Lorcan first, then Alaric, then Pyrder, the twin to my lost mate. They stroked me and scratched my skin between my scales on my neck, as if they knew how to tame a dragon. 

They’d told me the name of my last mate. I still wanted to go find Reysalor. I still wanted to sail into the night sky, but I didn’t have the heart to abandon them. 

“Are you hungry, sweetheart?” the demigod asked. “We have cakes in the house, lots of cakes.”

I regarded him with wary eyes. Dragons didn’t eat cakes. 

“You have another form, a much smaller one,” Pyrder said. “Cass’s form loves cakes.” 

I frowned. This male preferred Cass to me because he thought I was too big? 

“Let me do the talking!” the demigod barked at him before swiftly turning back to give me his undivided attention. “Can you shift back to Cass, sweetie, and then we can have cakes together after we bathe you? Bathing is a lot of fun. You always liked it. Warm water, candles, music, songs, and jokes. And we’ll use a soft sponge to pat your back. And then we can all go to sleep in a large, warm bed and say goodnight to each other.” 

All those promises sounded good. But when he mentioned sleep, it felt as if a spell had just fallen upon my eyes. 

I was tired. 

I was bone-tired. The well inside me dried up, the fire now but an ember in the ash. My eyes felt heavy, and I found I could no longer hold them open. I needed to take a nap. And somehow, deep in my bones, I knew these males would never hurt me. 

They’d guard me, keep me safe. 

They were my mates, and I was bonded to them all.  

I yawned, puffing out another streak of fire. 

“Dulcis, do you want to take a nap?” Lorcan asked, kissing my nose. 

Alaric snarled at him. “Our mate will nap in our bed after she shifts back.” 

“She can’t shift back now,” Pyrder insisted. “She needs enough strength to do that. She’s pushed herself to her limits.” 

“Let our mate have a break,” Lorcan said. 

“Dragons love to nap,” whispered Pyrder, the twin to my other fae mate. “You’re doing all right, Cass baby. You’re doing great. Sleep now, my beauty, and we’ll guard you with our lives.” 

Sweeping my barbed tail in agreement, I folded my massive wings, sparks of fire skittering from the scales as I lowered myself to the ground. 

I peeked at each one of my mates once more, closing one eye, then the other. 

With my heavy head resting on my talons, I dozed off. 
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In my shallow sleep, I was aware of the three males gathering around me, one guarding, two lying on either side of me and snuggling into me.  

The non-mate warriors all ran around in the background to tend to their fallen peers and the wounded. Grief and rage hung thick and heavy in the air. My mates spoke in hushed voices, but I could catch every word in the wind.   

“Is our mate asleep now?” Lorcan asked quietly. 

“Of course, she closed her eyes and she’s purring,” Pyrder said. 

“Like you’re a dragon expert,” Alaric quipped, his tone heavy with sarcasm. “We shouldn’t have let her sleep before she shifted.” 

“Stop being a hard ass,” Lorcan barked at the demigod. “She’s suffered enough today. At least she stayed with us instead of leaving. Consider that a great achievement already.”

“We have to be firm,” Alaric argued in a grave voice. “The longer she stays in her dragon form, the harder it becomes to get her back. If she withdraws deeper into her inner beast, she might be too far gone for us to ever reach her.” 

“Our Cass baby won’t be lost to the beast,” Pyrder said. “She’s a fighter. She’ll fight to come back to us, right?” 

“It might not be as easy as you think, Fae,” Alaric said. “She’s found a sweet spot in her dragon form where she doesn’t need to face her pain. She can hide there. And becoming a dragon is much more alluring than you can imagine.”

“How do you know?” Pyrder countered. “You’re not a dragon. You aren’t even a shifter.” 

“We’ll use cakes to lure her back,” Lorcan said. “While Pyrder and I watch over her, Alaric, you should get Boone to start baking. Just the smell of honey might entice her.” 

“I’m afraid cakes won’t be enough,” Pyrder said. “In her dragon form, our mate is a carnivore. Didn’t you see the hunger in her eyes when she first spotted us? We’re lucky she hasn’t eaten us already. She won’t be too interested in cakes.” 

“Then we’ll use sex as the lure,” Lorcan said with determination. 

“How?” Alaric demanded. “She’s in her dragon form. How can we mate?”

“When she wakes up, you play a sentry,” Pyrder said. “Lorcan and I will strip off in the house and show her our magnificent torsos. All you need to do is direct her to look at the window.” 

Lorcan seemed to ponder for a second before he agreed, “I think the plan will work. I scented her interests when we patted her. It was probably the reason she didn’t swallow us into her keen belly.” 

“Cass would never eat us,” Alaric said. 

“We need to feed her as soon as she wakes, just in case,” Pyrder said. 

“You two had better know how to strip properly,” Alaric said. “I’m not entirely sure that your charm and male magnetism can really lure our mate to shift back to her Cass form.” 

A moment of silence lingered between them before Pyrder broke it. “What if she won’t turn back? What if she doesn’t know how to shift back? We can’t ignore the possibility that our mate won’t return to her true Cass form. I once stayed in my panther form for a century, and no one, not even my twin, could reach me while I was in that dark place.” 

“No matter what form she takes, she’s our mate,” Lorcan said. “I’ll love and care for her just the same.” 

“She’s our one true mate,” Alaric said. “No doubt about it. We’ll protect our mate with our last breath. But regardless, we need to bring her back.” 

“We’ll tell her we want to hold her and make love to her the whole night in our warm bed,” Pyrder said. “Chicks dig that.” 

I might dig that. All the things they’d discussed—cakes, sex, and naked warm bodies—sounded intriguing. I’d need to shift into a smaller form and get into the house to get cozy with them. I wanted to know how it felt to be kissed by them, all over. I wanted their scorching male touch. I wanted them to bury their cocks deep in me and pound between me thighs, just like those fragmented memories that popped in my mind earlier. 

But I couldn’t abandon another mate. I needed to stay here to wait for him.

The wind, the sky, and the stars now twinkling in the vast blackness still called me to them, beckoned me to roam free. 

A new presence appeared in the proximity that I shared with the three immortal males, and my body tensed, my nostrils flaring. 

He was a powerful god. 

“It’s great that our Cass turned into a dragon!” the newcomer said with excitement. 

“She’s not your Cass!” Pyrder hissed. He was quite territorial. 

“What are you doing here, Hephaestus?” Lorcan demanded. “Alaric, I thought you locked him in the prison cabin.” 

“I don’t appreciate the hostile tone, vampire,” Hephaestus said in a grating voice. “But for Cass’s sake, I’ll let it go. She would want me to have a big heart.” 

I would want him to shut up so I could continue to eavesdrop on my mates’ conversation and gather intel. I wanted to know what they really thought of me. So far, I had mixed feelings. I didn’t like that they kept calling me a beast, though they didn’t seem to discriminate against me much. A distance memory told me that I’d been called a monster since my birth. 

Had I been born a baby dragon? 

I might eventually forgive my mates, since they’d all declared their undying love and devotion toward me no matter what form I took. They even thought I was a beautiful dragon, though they preferred my other form and endeavored to get me to take that form. 

It probably had to do with sex. They couldn’t fuck a dragon. 

An image of them bathing my humanoid form popped up in my mind. One of them spread my legs and thrust into me from behind. I couldn’t remember who it was now, since my dragon mind worked differently, but the sexual image was hot and left me smoldering.  

Liquid fire warmed my belly, and desire rose like hot rain. 

“Didn’t I warn you to stay away until we sort this out, Hephaestus?” Alaric asked in an acidic tone. 

“Oh, c’mon, my bastard brother. I’m one of the major gods. Your sentries can’t keep me in that cell, even warded by you. I stayed in there for a while out of courtesy to Cass, since I’d sworn fealty to her. But it makes me antsy not knowing how she is.” I heard the god rubbing his hands in excitement. “Look at her. She’s magnificent even in her slumber! This is so exciting. I didn’t expect this turn of events. Our Cass is also descended from the Dragon God! This changes everything. This is an absolute game-changer.” 

“How does that change everything?” Lorcan demanded. 

“As a tribrid from the most powerful bloodlines, she could be even more powerful than my father,” Hephaestus went on. “Right now, she’s still the wild card, as everyone said.” He paused for a second before starting again, as if he had to get it off his chest. “Her dragon blood will undoubtedly strengthen the runes on the Blade of Five Elements. I suggest we draw a few drops of her blood now, while the dragon still sleeps, and finish the runes.”

The nasty god wanted my blood? Would the three immortal males who claimed to be my mates steal my blood while I napped? I struggled to peel open an eye. 

Alaric summoned his flaming blade. I nearly leapt up and shook off the other two males snuggled against me. But the demigod didn’t bleed me. He thrust his sword toward the thieving god. 

Hephaestus jumped backwards, also unbelievably fast, and raised his hands in the air. “I was just saying,” he said with a shrug of his uneven, lumpy shoulder. “I know you are all overprotective of your little mate, but we’re going to war, and she’ll stand at its center against my kind, the most powerful race in the universe. You can’t shield her from that. Just look at her. She’s powerful beyond measure. We’ll only need a few drops of her blood. It’ll be like a paper cut to her.” 

“Say you want my mate’s blood again, and I’ll gut you,” Alaric snarled. 

“As will I if you try to get an inch closer to my beloved,” Lorcan said. 

The handsome vampire stood up, and I didn’t like the empty space he left. 

I liked all of my mates lying cozily around me, where my dragon fire would keep them warm. 

Pyrder snarled like a pissed-off panther. 

Hephaestus shook his head in disgust. “Please pretend that I haven’t said anything. I’m not the enemy here. I’m Cass’s friend.” He then pointed at Alaric’s flaming sword. “Why do you still hold that sword? It should be in my possession now, since it’s my payment for forging the Blade of Five Elements for you. I’ve kept my end of the bargain. I forged the blade and handed it over to you.” 

“And because of you,” Pyrder growled, “my mate is like this, and my twin was taken to hell!” 

“As I told you before, there was no other place we could forge that blade,” Hephaestus exclaimed in exasperation. “And now we’ve gotten the blade made, and Cass revealed more of her awesome power. So I’d say we’ve done extremely well.” 

“I should just use the blade to kill you and be done with it,” Alaric said. 

“You aren’t that kind of male,” Hephaestus said. “You aren’t like them. You still hold honor deeper in your humble demigod bones. Plus, you’ll need me to accompany Cass to Hades’s realm to get her mate back. I think Reysalor Iliathorr is her favorite.” 

Now all my mates growled threats. 

Hephaestus laughed. He really liked to stir up trouble. 

“Don’t take my word for it, though,” he said. “You can ask her. Our dragon goddess is actually awake. Her breathing has changed.” 

“How dare you wake up my mate?!” Alaric said. 

“You lot are nuts, and not in the best way,” Hephaestus said. “If you want to win this war, you’d better get your shit together.” 

I fluttered open my other eye and trained it on Hephaestus. 

More memories flooded into my dragon mind. I remembered him, the God of Blacksmiths and Fire. He’d been forging a blade for us, claiming “shit needs to be repeated eighteen times” before everything had gone to shit. 

Before Hades took my beloved Reys. 

My three mates inched closer to me while keeping an eye on the ugly god. 

“Dulcis,” Lorcan called. “Did the smith god wake you up? Do you want me to teach him a lesson?” 

“Cass baby, how was your nap?” Pyrder asked tenderly.  

I answered them with a small stream of fire. 

Outside the circle formed by my mates, Hephaestus’s dirty green eyes studied me as if I was the most fascinating creature he’d ever seen. 

“Sweetheart, are you hungry?” Alaric asked. “If you want, you can eat the god. He might be ugly, but I’m sure he’s yummy.”

“That’s not nice,” Hephaestus cried. Then he ignored my mates and shouted at me. “Hello, Cass, my good friend. How are you holding up? Be strong. I’m here for you. I forged the blade for you. It’s a masterpiece, the best art I’ve ever made. You’ll be so pleased when you see it. Do you want to see it now? Your demigod mate took it, and he hasn’t paid me yet. As his mate, you need to make sure he keeps his words.”

I spat a current of fire toward Hephaestus, and he yelped, leaping back to stay out of its range. 

Alaric threw his head back and laughed.  

“That’s the spirit, Cass!” Hephaestus called with a grin. “You got some fire in you. You’re a dragon now. I bet none of the gods saw this coming,” he hollered. “I’m thrilled. Now, all that’s left to do is the runes. If you don’t mind donating your potent dragon bloo—”

He didn’t get to finish the words, because Alaric, faster than the wind and fire, punched him in the mouth. The strike would kill any mortal, and possibly even an immortal, but Hephaestus was a major god. 

This whole time, I couldn’t voice my opinions, other than puffing a ring of fire here and there. So now I wanted to shift back to my girl form to issue some of my objections and sleep on a softer bed with my mates after they fed me cakes and then bathed me, just as they’d promised. 

The frigid, whipping wind hadn’t cooled the rage and grief in me, but my three mates had drowned out the roaring darkness in my ears with their presence, their undivided loyalty, and their loving determination. 

They would never abandon me. 

I swayed my barbed tail to signal to them that I wanted to shift back to Cass, the form they were accustomed to, and I wanted cakes, bath, and sex, not necessarily in that order.  

Shift! my dragon groaned. 

I waited. 

Nothing happened. 

The dragon wanted to stay, and she was stubborn. She wasn’t going to give up her freedom easily, as she enjoyed seeing the world with her big, fiery eyes and feeling the wild wind on her skin. 

I whimpered, exhaling a puff of fire. 

I didn’t have the heart to put her back in a cage or on a leash. I knew what it was like to be locked away. 

“Quiet,” Alaric called. “Mate needs help.” 

“Cass baby,” Pyrder said. “We’re here. I’ll walk you through this.”

No doubt he was an expert on shifting. I gazed down at him, leaning closer to him and hanging on to his every word. 

“When shifting,” he instructed, “you need to find the deep core that’s the true you, and call it out.” 

That was easy enough. I closed my eyes and reached deep into myself. 

Cass, get the fuck out, I called.  

She didn’t even bother to move her ass. 

I centered my mind again, picturing the womanly form I had before. 

Cass, get the fuck out! I shouted. 

When she still ignored me, I reached into my depths, irritable in my search for her. Then I realized she wasn’t there. She was gone. 

Where she should have been, a dark mass swirled like the wind, with clusters of fire crackling here and there. 

Cass the girl was no more. And I was stuck in this form forever. 

A shot of panic rammed into me blindly. 

I could never mate with my males again. 

I lifted my dragon head and roared my fear and frustration. 

My mates would leave me. 

“Calm, Cass baby. We’re here,” Pyrder called, his hands pressing against my face to soothe me. 

Alaric and Lorcan took turns leaning in to kiss me, to offer me their moral support. 

“She’s not gone, baby,” Pyrder said. “She’s you, and you’re her. Your dragon is afraid, so she might try to hide your other self from you. Convince her that you won’t leash her. Tell her you both are one and the same. When she wants to play, she can come out again. Always. You two will just share. You won’t tame her, for you are her.”

I swallowed. That was what I needed to hear. The fae prince understood co-existence more than anyone. He was both fae and panther, and his beast for sure loved to dominate, too. 

“Tell your dragon to go play in the background and let you take charge now,” Pyrder continued. “If she takes complete control of your body and soul, insanity will overcome her, and then neither of you will survive. She’ll understand survival.”

My dragon swept her scaled tail. She didn’t want both of us lost forever. 

“Now, yank the core of yourself and return to us, Cass baby,” Pyrder said after planting another kiss on my lips.

“We’re right here waiting for you, dulcis,” Lorcan said. 

Shift and return to my mates, I commanded, yanking the fire in my core, as I was made of fire.  

I didn’t shift. 

I was wading through the burning dark sea. 

I couldn’t shift. 

Fire and darkness roared in my mind. Soon I’d be lost. 

I felt a tug in my very soul. 

A glimmer of starlight, strong and steady, pierced through the black sky. 

It dawned on me that the starlight represented my mating bond to all of my mates. And that was my anchor and my way out.  

I heard them calling me in my dragon world of endless fire and darkness. 

If you return to your mates, great pain will accompany you again, a voice warned. 

There’d be great joy, too, to be with them. And for them, I’d take any pain. 

I shoved away the seductive promise of sweet oblivion and infinite fire that burned in my dragon heart. 

I leapt toward the starlight, reaching for my mates. 

But my strength wasn’t enough, and I fell. 

Our strength is yours. All we have is yours, my mates’ voices, full of love, devotion, sorrow, rage, and determination, whispered in my soul. 

I leapt higher, and the starlight reached down toward me, connecting to me. 

Take all that we have and come back to us, Cass baby. 

And with that, the veil in my mind dropped.  

I remembered me. I remembered my mates. I remembered us. 

I was Cass Saélihn, a tribrid goddess. 

I was Earth goddess, Death goddess, and Dragon goddess. 

I was bred to be a monster, a weapon to kill the gods. 

But this monster chose to protect the world. 

Because I was mate to the heir of Sihde, Prince of Sihde, High Lord of the Night, and King of Hybrids.  

The starlight expanded in me, infinite, pure energy from the combined strength of my mates filling me and feeding me. 

A naked woman stood where the dragon had been, in front of my three mates. 

“What the fuck!” I cried. 

Why was I even naked?!

“I was supposed to shift back fully clothed, like Reys and Pyrder do!” I shouted. My hard gaze landed on Pyrder. “What did I do wrong?”

Joyful tears glinted in his beautiful blue eyes. 

“Mate is back,” Alaric said in a choked chuckle. “Along with her attitude.” 

“Dulcis is back. Stop complaining,” Lorcan said, tenderness, joy, relief, and grief all churning in his storm-gray eyes. 

And then I was wrapped in his trench coat, his earthy scent of fine wine and pine enveloping me. My three mates each fought to carry me, and I ended up in Pyrder’s strong arms. 

My fae prince carried me toward our cabin, my legs wrapped tightly around his waist. Lorcan and Alaric flanked us, each of them holding my hand, as if terrified that I would vanish into thin air. 

The God of Blacksmiths trailed after us, but Alaric slammed the door in his face. 

Our world behind the door belonged to only my mates and me. 
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My mates fed me mouth-watering cakes. And then they bathed me, their large hands all over me, and I giggled in delight. 

I’d made the right decision in choosing to shift back. 

When Pyrder carried me out of the bath toward his room, I saw the same burning need for me in Lorcan’s and Alaric’s eyes, but they didn’t stop my fae prince. They put their bonded brother’s need before theirs. 

Pyrder had lost his twin to Hell, and I’d lost my Reys. From what I’d learned, Pyrder had never parted from his twin before. At least not like this. 

We needed some moments alone. 

Pyrder laid me in the center of the bed. 

He kissed my tears away, and I tasted his. Then his sensual lips traced down my neck, my shoulder, and to my breast. He suckled my reddish nipple so hard I arched my back and writhed at the sensation. 

While he sucked my other nipple, I whimpered. “I need your cock inside me now, Pyrder.”  

He raised his boyish, handsome face that was now twisted by beastly, carnal need. 

“I need to taste you more,” he said coarsely. “I need to lick the sweet juice from your pussy.” 

He kissed me all the way down my belly, until his head was between my thighs. 

He licked the peak of my swollen clit, and my leg jerked at the sensation that his lips, followed by his teeth, brought me. I could come just from that sensation alone. But my fae prince wouldn’t allow me to come that soon. 

His wicked tongue thrust into my heated passage, meeting the liquid fire inside. 

I lifted my torso and grabbed his thick golden-red hair. My free hand traced along the inked golden panther that rippled on the taut muscles of his hard chest. 

Pyrder raised his head, lust ablaze in his dark turquoise eyes. He pushed me down, heaved up my hips, and dragged me toward him. His massive cock, hard as steel, aimed at my entrance. Then, with one powerful thrust, he embedded himself deep inside me. 

I moaned, pleasure bursting in me, and my moans made my mate wilder. 

He pounded into me, withdrew a little, and drove into me deeper.  

My legs wrapped around his thighs while he thrust into me relentlessly. The prince adapted to long thrusts, pulling back all the way to the edge and pounding all the way back, his speed never slowing. 

“Do you like me fucking you like this, Cass baby?”   

“Yes,” I moaned breathlessly. “Fuck me. Always fuck me like this!” 

“Soon my twin will join us, and we’ll fuck you together. We’ll fuck you until you’re hoarse. Until you keep screaming our names, not knowing exactly who’s fucking you.”

“Will one of you watch?” I purred, lifting my hips higher to get his cock even deeper inside me. 

“Yes, my little slutty mate, we’ll take turns watching as the other fucks you, and then we’ll fuck you together.” 

He slammed into me again and again, and my pussy gloved his cock perfectly. 

The weight of his granite-hard cock inside me was delicious and addictive. I’d never let him go. And soon I would have his twin’s equally hard cock filling me and stretching my inner walls.   

“Your cock belongs to me,” I declared as I propelled my hips toward him, meeting each of his plunges, “as does your twin’s.”

“Take what’s yours, mate,” Pyrder said, his face distorted by ecstasy and lust.

He drove into me harder and faster until his movements blurred. 

I erupted, waves of my blinding orgasm flooding through me, and he pumped his bountiful seed into me with growls only a panther could make. 

My fae prince then made love to me. After that he fucked me again. 

And I fucked him in return, exploding on his cock over and over. 

“I told Reys I loved him,” I offered. 

“I know,” Pyrder said quietly.

“I haven’t told the others the same.” 

“I understand. My twin is worthy. I’ll live up to the high bar he set and gain your love one day.” 

I pressed my palms against his gorgeous face. “You never need to gain anything, my Pyrder. I love you just the same. I love you as much as I love Reys. I love all of you the same and equally, yet differently.”

Tears glinted in his beautiful cerulean eyes, and they lightened like the bluest ocean under sunlight. 

Then he laughed. “Cass baby, this is between you and me. You don’t need to tell Lorcan and Alaric this deep feeling of yours.”

I smiled at him slyly. “We’ll see.”

Pyrder brought me to the common room and didn’t even fight for the spot when Alaric and Lorcan slept on either side of me.  

My fae mate was gracious for the first time. 

I rested my head on Alaric’s warm chest, and Lorcan draped his hand on my waist. 

“Thank you for not eating us in your dragon form, sweetheart,” Alaric said with a chuckle. 

I blushed with morbid embarrassment. 

“Don’t tease her, demigod,” Lorcan hissed. “Mate is still recovering from trauma.” 

“We should be grateful that we were able to entice her back to us at all,” Pyrder said, slouching on the sofa where Alaric used to sleep. 

I braced a hand on my hip. “You should have more faith in me. I’ll always come back to you, to all of you.”  

No, you won’t. In the end, you can’t come back to them. A dark voice whispered in my mind, but I shoved it down.  

I’d pay any price to save my mates, my friends, mortals, and immortals, but I wouldn’t allow any negative thoughts and emotions to darken my remaining moments with my mates. 

And I had plans to make to get Reys and Amber back. 

It was time to go see my father, the God of Death. 
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The Blade of Five Elements had been forged in the river of lava by the third Gate of Hell, by the hands of the God of Blacksmiths and Fire. 

Hephaestus’s signature magic hovered over the godly steel for two days in the form of maroon light. 

The twenty-eight inch sword with a gold hilt now lay on the table, blood runes etched on both sides of its blade.  

We’d thought we didn’t have Reys’s blood to mix with ours, but somehow, Hephaestus had managed to collect some of my fae mate’s blood that had been shed outside the Hell gate and offered it to Alaric to make the runes.  

The warriors gathered in our cabin, admiring the blade, but I’d be its sole wielder. 

I would thrust it into the Olympian gods’ black hearts and pay the final asking price with my own death, as foretold by the prophecy, to save my mates, my friends, and the world. 

That was the endgame mapped out by Earth Goddess Gaea eons ago, long before I was born. 

My mates, all of them excellent swordsmen, would need to speed-train me with some sword fighting techniques. But at least Alaric wouldn’t demand I do horse stance again, since we were running out of time. 

I picked up the glorious sword, and it warmed instantly in my hand, the runes glowing. 

Hello, Cass, it said in my head. 

“What the fuck!” I cried out, dropping the blade onto the table as if it had burned my hand. “Did you hear the blade talking?”

Alaric snatched it, narrowing his rich brown eyes at the blade. 

The glowing runes faded. 

“It seems normal to me,” he declared. 

Lorcan took the blade from the demigod, listened, and shook his head. 

Pyrder did the same out of curiosity and courtesy. 

I bit my lower lip and lifted the blade again. 

We aren’t going to have fucking fun, but we’re certainly going to have killing fun, Cass, the blade purred in my head. Just you and me. And we’re going to kill some evil gods. 

“It’s fucking talking,” I insisted, flaunting the sword in a clumsy way, and several warriors jumped back. “How can you not hear its loud voice?” I scanned everyone’s grave expressions. “Have I ever lied to you?” 

Everyone just looked at me, and I hissed. Did they think I lied all the time?

“Dulcis, we’ll figure it out,” Lorcan said, tender understanding blazing in his gray eyes. “You’ve been under a lot of stress lately.” 

Hephaestus stared at me from the far side of the room with great interest. The elite fae warriors, Hector, Ambrosia, and Rainer, were busy keeping the god away from everyone. 

My gaze skimmed over the cadets—only three of them remained since Victor and Luke had perished along with Xihin and Celeb in the battle against the demons and wraiths. Deep grief swept over me once again with the thought. 

The God of Blacksmiths was allowed to be among us only because he had sworn fealty to me, and he was supposed to accompany us to the Underworld soon to bust out Reys and Amber, as he was the only one of our group who had travelled to Hell. 

“I believe Cass didn’t lie this time,” Hephaestus said, beaming at my glare. “She didn’t imagine it, either. The sword has become sentient in her hand, and it answers to her alone. I could feel its whisper, though I could not hear its words. What did the sword say to you, Cass?”

“It wants to lick blood,” I said. 

The blade chuckled in my head. 

I dropped it again. 

“Hephaestus,” I commanded. “You need to make me a sheath, so it won’t talk and laugh when I’m not in the mood.” 

I didn’t like anyone, except for my mates, to whisper in my mind. And I was definitely not fond of some alien, foreign thing joking in my sane head, either. 

Yet somehow, despite my protests, I felt a slight kinship toward the Blade of Five Elements. 

It was forged to kill the gods, just like me. 

We were bonded to be a weapon together. 

Hades would be our first kill. 

Let’s kill the evil death god and spill his guts, said the blade. 
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Before we set out for the Underworld, my mates received a call from the other Council members. The generals of the human armies had called for an emergency meeting and demanded my mates present me.  

“They have no right to demand Cass’s presence,” Pyrder said. “We won’t expose her to the public eye.” 

“What do you think, dulcis?” Lorcan prodded as he turned to me. 

I smiled at him for seeking out my opinion. 

“We need every woman, man, and army behind us, right?” I asked. 

“If you don’t want to meet the generals, you don’t have to,” Alaric said. “They’re usually a pain in the butt. We don’t give a fuck what they want.” 

“I can’t hide forever,” I said. “I’m at the center of the war against the gods, and you know it. So, it’s time for me to step up to the leadership role.”

Alaric chuckled. 

I glared at him. “What? You think I can’t be a good example?” 

Alaric laughed harder. He was really happy that I’d shifted back to this Cass. His cabin wasn’t large enough to host a dragon, and my fire would certainly burn down his house, even though my dragon tried to restrain herself from blowing fire here and there. 

The demigod inserted a spoonful of religieuse cake into my mouth and kissed my temple. 

The piped vanilla cream melted on my tongue, so my glare toward Alaric softened a notch. Plus, I knew that the demigod had never behaved in such a domestic fashion toward any woman before, let alone fed her a spoonful of cake. 

“You’re the perfect role model, sweetheart,” he cajoled. “Our enemies call you a foul-mouthed brat.” At my renewed hard stare, he added in amusement, “But I like when you talk dirty.” 

My face flamed. He was referring to our bedroom talk. 

Pyrder gave me a knowing smile, evidently reminiscing about our own wild lovemaking last night. Lorcan sent me a doting, expectant look. I would be his tonight. My mates had somehow worked out a new schedule. 

I braced the hand that wasn’t busy hoarding cake on my hip. “I don’t talk dirty!” I argued. “If you guys don’t support me and boost my morale, how can I live up to my part as the world leader?”  

“We support you, any time, any place.” Pyrder chortled. 

I needed to make them take me more seriously, but this was also nice—strong morning coffee, cakes, and my mates joking around me. We would soon get back Reys and Amber, and then everything would be perfect. 

So after breakfast, we went to the Swiss Confederation, the nation known for a history of armed neutrality. However, Switzerland could no longer maintain its neutrality in the era of the alien gods. The Olympians hadn’t touched the Confederation, since Athena was protecting the city, but the rampant fire would eventually reach this country of peace, beauty, and prosperity, reducing it to rubble. 

Alaric refused to go to the United Nations Office in Geneva. He claimed that the UN had been infiltrated by the gods and their pawns. So he demanded the world leaders meet us in a warded, gated building in Bern, the federal city, instead, in order to guarantee my safety. 

He told other world leaders bluntly that it was either that or they wouldn’t meet the new Goddess of Earth at all. 

The war leaders all showed up at this last-minute notice grumpy, but Alaric didn’t give a damn. My mates were all unashamed of their protectiveness towards me. 

All of a sudden, I had status as the Earth Goddess. I didn’t feel like a phony this time, for I actually was a goddess. However, I wasn’t comfortable sitting at the head of the marble table in the vast conference room, where Lorcan and Alaric sat on either side of me and Pyrder next to Alaric.  

All of the Council members from the Academy showed up, plus a dozen generals and high-ranking officers from many different countries. Most of them appeared solemn and self-important. Maybe I should turn up my nose skyward, too, and look the part of my role. 

The gentlemen all wore suits, except for my mates, and the high ladies were clad in formal dresses. 

My mates would have worn suits, too, on an occasion like this, but now they chose their outfits based on how I dressed. I picked for myself a blouse and washed-out jeans, but at least I didn’t put on flipflops. I wasn’t exactly making a fashion statement, but I didn’t care for this society’s propriety and would always insist on having my own style. 

So Alaric and Pyrder wore jeans and jackets. Lorcan, however, wore a dress shirt and a trench coat, as he always did. 

I surveyed the room. The only familiar faces I saw were the shifter alphas I’d met in Moonshine. 

I grinned at Dustin, Wyatt, and Cadmar, and they bowed to me. I looked at Dustin, an eager question in my eyes. He nodded at me with a confirmation, his brown eyes sparkling with warmth and amusement. The shifters brought cakes and Moonshine brew for me. 

Now I couldn’t wait for the meeting to be over. 

Thank goodness, it finally started once everyone was seated. 

Alaric made an opening statement. Damn, my demigod mate was as eloquent as the High Lord of the Night. Among all of my mates, Alaric was more acceptable to the mortals, as his mother was once a mortal queen. My other mates didn’t have much in common with the mortals, particularly my vampire mate. 

Instead of grilling everyone on the state of their armies and their preparations for the war, or discussing war strategies, like where we should post the armies, the generals and officers started throwing politics around and arguing with one another. 

Good luck to us all if we went into war like this. 

My eyes glazed over as the ineffective meeting droned on, until I lost my patience. I cleared my throat. Just when I was about to ask to have an intermission so I could have some cakes, a cold-faced man with a thick mustache fixed his attention on me. During the introduction, I’d learned that Magnar, the haughty-looking warlock, was the new head of the Mages’ Circle, the replacement for Apollo. 

“So you’re the new goddess everyone has been talking about,” Magnar drawled. 

Every head turned to me. The world leaders had tried to ignore me when they saw I was but a twenty-something woman with a pretty face. My plain jeans didn’t help me look my part as a goddess, either. Even with me sitting at the head of the conference table, no one had taken me seriously, except for the shifters. 

From their dismissive glances, I knew the leaders thought I was but a figurehead and my mates’ plaything. They’d been great at treating me like a piece of decorative furniture until Magnar, for some reason, decided to try and ridicule me. 

I arched an eyebrow at the ringleader of the mages. “What about it?” 

“Are you really going to fight the gods?” Magnar taunted. 

He wasn’t pleased at my lack of reverence toward him. I bet a lot of mages, humans, and other supernaturals cowered before him, since this bully had potent magic, but he couldn’t hold a candle to Apollo, not even when the asshole god cloaked his power to disguise himself as Noah. 

And this clown thought I’d bow to him? 

“Isn’t that why you all requested my presence?” I said. “So here I am. Let’s get to the point and discuss how we should coordinate efficiently and fight the alien gods.” 

“We can’t just take the word of some as to who you are,” Magnar said. “Prove to us that you’re the real deal and can actually fight.” 

Many heads around the table nodded in agreement. 

My mates growled. 

“Lady Cass Saélihn doesn’t need to show you a thing,” Lorcan said coldly. 

Pyrder declared, “None of you have the right to demand anything from Goddess Cass.” 

Magnar sneered. “Do you want our armies to fight the gods or not?” 

“Fighting the Olympians and protecting Earth is every citizen’s duty,” Alaric said. “The planet isn’t just mine, Magnar. Know where you stand and don’t end up like your treacherous predecessor.” 

“Are you threatening me, demigod?” Magnar snorted. 

“When I threaten you, you’ll know, mage,” Alaric said icily. 

“Threaten me all you want, Alaric,” Magnar said, narrowing his hazel eyes. “Not everyone is afraid of you. And besides, who knows where your loyalty lay, seeing as you’re the bastard son of the King of Gods.”

That’s it. This Magnar douchebag needed to be taken out like trash. 

“Everyone knows where King Alaric’s loyalty lay,” Pyrder snarled. “Without him protecting Earth an eon ago, your ancestors would have been long gone, and you wouldn’t even sit here pointing fingers at anyone.” 

“Of course you spoke for Zeus’s bastard son, Prince Pyrder,” Magnar said. “Everyone knows that you, your twin, and the vampire are the demigod’s bonded brothers, and now you all share the same woman.” His vulgar gaze dipped to me. “She must be quite an item in bed.” 

Icy fire burned in Lorcan’s eyes. 

All my mates were one second from summoning their blades. I coughed to signal them to hold back. Not yet. We needed to learn who our foes were, and more would pop up. 

“Why are we here to argue the stupid, petty thing?” Dustin, one of the shifter alphas, said in disdain. “I can testify for Goddess Cass Saélihn. We all witnessed her great power. She’s the only hope for Earth in our war against the alien gods.” 

“Well, speak for yourself,” Magnar said. “You shifters have always kept to yourselves and never stuck out your necks for anyone else. What has changed? And why did she show her power only to your kind?” His expression grew lewd, hinting that I’d whored myself to all the shifters. 

Wyatt growled. “Be careful who you offended, mage.” 

He remembered well that I’d made him suck a large ice dick when he affronted me. 

“Show respect when you look at Goddess Cass!” Cadmar barked. He’d forgotten how he’d leered at me when I first visited Moonshine. “You’ll be lucky if she were to let you lick the ground she walks on.” 

“How do we know you aren’t in Apollo’s pocket, Magnar,” Pyrder asked, “considering he was once the head of the Mages’ Circle, not to mention the majority of your spineless mages turned their backs on humanity to serve the alien gods?” 

Magnar’s face turned purple. “I’m not in anyone’s pocket, and I’m not that eager to be in the pocket of some girl who claims to be a new goddess, either!” 

“The people don’t follow you,” Wyatt sneered, his legs braced apart and his muscled arms folded across his broad chest. “The earthlings don’t follow any of you, but they follow Cass. And we’ll follow Goddess Cass to every battle and stamp out any obstacle in our way!”

Who would have imagined that the hard-ass alpha would turn out to be my most vehement advocate? 

A fire mage standing behind Magnar twirled fire balls on his palms, and an ice mage breathed out icy steam. They were ready to demonstrate their powers on me to show the world what a phony I was on their boss’s order. None of them had been in the Academy when I ate up the mages’ collective magic. 

The shouting matches went on, forming an unbearable cacophony of sound, which hurt my sensitive eardrums and grated on my nerves. 

I understood they were driven by fear. No earthlings had ever stood up to the Olympian gods, and none of them had seen my power when my mates and I went up against the aliens.   

They thought they would get a goddess, only to find a ridiculous-looking young woman with tri-colored hair and two-toned eyes sitting at the head of the table as what they assumed to be a figurehead.  

I didn’t have the superior, majestic air of a goddess. 

I didn’t look any more graceful or regal than a mortal queen. 

I didn’t appear to have even suffered a day. I looked pampered, like someone who had no idea of blood, gore, and battle. 

They didn’t know me, but they felt cheated when my powerful mates presented them with a naïve young girl they believed had no business ascending past their rank of power in the patriarchal society. 

I’d thought handling the gods was tough, until I had to deal with the mortals and their politics that preyed on the weak. They regarded me as weak. 

“Stop bickering, you whiny bitches, you’re giving me a headache,” I barked, my power rippling in the room and punching the walls. 

My mates smiled. They’d been waiting for me to take over the show. 

The room quieted for a second, then the leaders fumed even more. 

“How dare you?!” an older woman in her late forties scolded me. She’d been introduced as Madam Senator. 

I slammed my palms on the marble table. “How dare you talk to a goddess this way, you crone? If there were a minor Olympian god in the room, many of you would beg to wipe his ass instead of testing his patience. Here I am more powerful than a fucking major god, and I’m on your side, yet none of you have paid me the slightest respect since I walked into this room!” 

My dragon fire whisked along the edge of the marble table, and the leaders jumped back with surprised yelps. Those who moved a bit slower may have lost a finger or two instantly, but I didn’t give a fuck.  

Everyone had to learn a lesson or two in life, and life wasn’t fair. 

The next moment, the marble melted into nothingness. 

“What kind of witchcraft is this?” a general shouted.   

“She’s the Earth Goddess, you morons,” Wyatt seethed. “You’re lucky Goddess Cass melted only the marble table instead of your nuts.” 

I rose from the chair, levitating into the air, my eyes glowing as I scanned the leaders. 

The shifters dropped to one knee. “Goddess Cass, what are your orders?” 

They would snap anyone’s neck at my command. Wyatt had already shifted into his half-form, claws poking out of his hands and brown fur covering his bulky arms. 

I pointed at the fire mage, who had been itching to throw his magic at me but had given up the idea when I melted the marble. 

“Let me see what you’ve got, mage,” I said.  

His face paled, yet he couldn’t disobey me, my words rippling with power. 

The mage pushed a tidal wave of orange fire at me, and the world leaders between us leapt further back to stay out of its blazing path. I spread my arms, letting the mage’s Earth element sink into my skin. 

My hair flew up, brightening at the energy feed. 

“What a nice fire bath,” I said. “More please.” 

“It can’t be,” the fire mage murmured, then dropped to his knees, fear flickering in his eyes. “Forgive me, Goddess.” 

I turned to the ice mage. “Care to cool me down with your ice hails?” 

The ice mage dropped to her knees beside her peer. “I apologize for not recognizing you, Goddess Cass. Your Earth power is the most potent I’ve felt.”

I scanned the men and women in the room with a frosty smile. The room reeked of their fear. 

“I had a small breakfast this morning because my mates rushed me here to meet all of you, giving you the benefit of the doubt, assuming you worthy,” I said. “The gods are burning our planet, yet you still fight for power and domination among yourselves. You still focus on petty things. Do you know that you aren’t even worth the Olympian gods’ attention? You’re all just collateral damage to them. Without my mates and me fighting against the Olympians at the frontline, soon you will all be fucking dead.”

“This is staged,” someone protested in the background.  

“So you’ll fight at the frontline?” a gray-haired general asked, ignoring the background comments. 

“Yes,” I said. “That’s what I came here to tell you face-to-face. All of you are called to defend Earth with me. You can choose not to fight, but you’ll be stripped of your positions, ranks, and powers when the war is over. You can also choose to kneel before the alien gods. Just pray you won’t cross paths with us. I know a lot of you, the richest, most elite class on Earth, only preserved yourselves and your circles when the gods returned and ruled. You haven’t protected the poor, the needy, or your fellow citizens. Now’s your chance to make amends.” 

“How dare you lecture us, little girl?” Madam Senator stepped forward two paces, seething. 

I rolled my eyes. The entitled never learned. 

“I’m not a little girl,” I said. “I’m a goddess, and Earth is mine. I can easily toss all of you the fuck out of my land. Since you mentioned lectures, I’m now going to teach you all a practical lesson, so you’ll learn not to take everything for granted. Earth is not yours but mine. You’re only allowed to live and breathe on it because I allow it.” 

I snapped my fingers, and my magic crackled and charged the air like electricity. 

The leaders backed away, inching toward the far walls to put distance between themselves and me. Some military types moved their hands toward their guns in their waistbands, as if those bullets could stop me. 

“Cass!” Dustin called in alarm. 

“I won’t harm my own,” I said. 

My death flame lashed out, touching everyone’s souls and sipping their essence—not too much; I wanted them to live. My mates were immune, and I spared the shifters. 

All the mundane leaders fell to their knees, their skin turning grayish as I drained their energy. 

“All can be my prey and my food,” I said, “if you aren’t my people.” 

“She’s a monster among us,” Madam Senator whimpered. “When the Olympian gods are gone, she’ll rule us with cruelty. That’s why she wants to make us battle the gods for her. Without the gods, no one will shield us from the worst thing in existence on Earth. Her own mother once locked her up to protect the world from her. She called her daughter the eater of the universe. Haven’t you all seen how she took a piece from each of us and tried to enslave us?”

That “Madam Senator” definitely worked for the Olympians. The gods wanted to turn the earthlings against me before the final war. 

They got only one thing right about me.  

I could be the worst thing the world had ever seen, but my mates were my tether to humanity. And I wouldn’t become the nightmare the mortals feared, because I would die with all the gods. 

“The senator is an Olympian spy,” Wyatt spat. “A lot of gods’ pawns are among us to do the dirty deeds—spreading rumors, stirring up dissention, dividing us, and finally breaking us from the inside. I know all of their old tricks.” 

Then a brawl broke out among the world leaders from different nations and the immortals. Even though I’d weakened them, they still had some fight in them. 

When a few more elites threw insults at me again, my mates decided not to put up with any more shit. 

Lorcan snarled, his vampire claws, as sharp as a blade, protruding from his hands. Before he could tear anyone’s throat out, a violent wind blew through the vast room, slamming into the brawling leaders. 

Pyrder looked at his hands, shocked.

He had adapted my power of air. 

Lorcan threw his hands up, blue fire bursting from him and toppling a side wall. 

The fae prince’s icy wind tossed a few gods’ pawns out from the former wall, and Pyrder grinned at their screams. 

“I have Cass baby’s wild wind,” he said, still looking stunned. 

Blue fire traced along the jaw of the High Lord of Night, and his gray eyes glowed silver-blue. 

“I’m the only vampire who can walk under the sun,” he said quietly, “and now I’m gifted with Earth fire.” 

The room became deathly silent as the world leaders stared at my mates, and I shrugged with a grin. They were my mates, and it was time I shared my powers.  

“You all got something,” Alaric grunted. “What do I get?” 

He flexed his muscles, a bolt of lightning forming on his fingers and a stream of red fire tracing along the edge of his lightning. 

“Dragon fire.” The demigod sucked in a breath. “Mate is very sweet.” 

The shifter alpha Cadmar gazed at me with longing. He was still thinking that if he’d joined my harem, he’d have a nice gift, too. 

My thoughts drifted to Reys. He was in the Underworld. Would he have gotten the black fire? 

I needed to reach my him as soon as possible and shatter the shackles on his wrists. I didn’t want to waste any more time on this fruitless meeting with the mortal leaders when all I wanted was to rush to Hell, blast its gate open, and bust out my mate and my best friend. 

We left the Swiss Confederation after that, leaving the mortals to sort out their own mess. Of course, I didn’t forget to collect the cakes brought by the shifters. 
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My mates rehearsed the plans with their elite warriors. Most of the time, Hephaestus was doing all the talking. He laid out the Underworld’s geography, characters, and its countless rules, including what to eat and what not to eat. Basically, we were forbidden to eat or drink anything from the Underworld. 

Everyone knew the tale of Persephone eating the pomegranate seeds offered by her kidnapper Hades, and thus being stuck in the subterranean. 

The God of Blacksmiths waved his haughty hands as he lectured us as if we were all country bumpkins. He loved to be the center of attention, and we had to put up with him since he was the only one who’d ever travelled to the Underworld. 

My mind drifted to my earlier hot, sweaty scene with Lorcan while Hephaestus droned on. I’d fed my vampire lover because he might not get another sip from me after we entered Hell. 

The High Lord’s gray eyes had turned darker, a crimson ring forming around his irises, when he gazed upon my nudity. I’d wiggled my ass to strip him of his remaining control. My vampire mate had entered stasis after an eon of bleak loneliness. He’d been apathetic until he met me. With me, he was always alert. 

His lips, no longer cold but hot as fire, had burned a trace over my skin before he sank his fangs into my inner thigh and took several mouthfuls of my potent blood. I’d sucked in a sharp breath of air at the sensation. I’d almost come just from that alone. But Lorcan hadn’t let me come easily, even though I’d been hot, wet, and in a terrible hurry. 

He’d only withdrawn his fangs, then spread my legs and thrust into my heated slickness. 

“You’ll come only when I allow your tight little pussy to have release,” he’d promised. 

“You all say the same thing,” I’d taunted and arched my back to receive him deeper. 

He’d gone wild after that, propelling his hips forward, his every thrust into me frantic. 

And I’d heaved my hips higher to meet his brutal plunges. 

Pleasure had drowned me, and ecstasy had twisted his handsome face. 

He’d thrust in and out, faster and harder, with bruising force. 

The pressure building in me had crested, and my pussy had gripped his cock possessively. 

“You’re so fucking tight, dulcis,” he’d whispered, his voice diminished in the midst of his scorching lust. 

“Don’t you know that already, vampire?” I’d purred. 

He’d flipped me over at the challenge. “Bend over, woman. I need to fuck your tight pussy from behind. You’ll beg. You’ll beg me to bury my cock so deep inside you that you’ll think about it all day long when I’m not inside you. Now beg me to fuck you until you’re sore and hoarse.”

But we shall see who was going to beg. 

My vampire was dominant, but I was no less than an alpha female. 

However, I’d half-heartedly obliged him and lifted my ass for him to fuck me from behind, as hard as he wanted. 

He’d thrust into me with abandon, pounding into my molten core. The feel of the hard length of his cock in me had been like finally coming home. 

All of my mates’ gazes swirled to me while Hephaestus tirelessly continued lecturing the team about Hell’s history, their nostrils flaring. The sexual tension in the air suddenly became thick and palpable. Their eyes were bright and dark at the same time, as they evidently wanted to have another go with me before we headed out. 

My face flamed. 

A knock on the door broke the spell. 

Alaric tensed, as did Hephaestus. 

I sensed massive power beyond the Heavens and Earth rippling through the warded brick, steel, and wood. My heart pounded, and my mouth went dry. 

The power signature felt close to Hades’s, but it wasn’t his. 

We had an original god right outside our door. 

“Zeus,” my demigod said, but he didn’t draw his flaming sword. 

Hephaestus nodded and hissed. “It’s the old bastard.” 

Lorcan, Pyrder, and the others hadn’t hesitated to brandish their weapons. 

Everyone started yelling at once and tried to whisk me away. When I stood my ground, they formed a solid wall of flesh in front of me. Their over-protectiveness was endearing and annoying in equal measures. 

“May I come in?” a deep, bright voice asked, filled with great power. “I come in peace, and I brought Cass a cake.” 

Great! Even the almighty God of Thunder and Lightning tried to tempt me with my weakness for cakes. Yet I was very curious what kind of cake the King of Gods would bring me. 

“We can’t stop him from coming in anyway,” I shrieked. “He’s too powerful. But before we open the door, let’s get him to vow that he truly means us no harm and that he didn’t poison the cake!” 

Zeus chuckled outside the door. He was showing his son, no, his sons, courtesy by knocking first. 

“I’d never poison the cake for my daughter-in-law,” he said. 

“Don’t let him in,” Hephaestus said. “He isn’t good news.”

Now the smith god was just being ridiculous. No door or ward could stop the King of Gods anyway.  

“How did he even find us?” I demanded. 

“He’s my father,” Alaric said in defeat. “We have the blood link. I thought I blocked him.” 

“We’ll try to fix it when he leaves,” I said, “like jamming the connection with white noise or something.”

Alaric tossed his lightning at the door, and it flew open. 

A giant male lowered his head and stepped into the room, his olive-colored robe flowing around him. His every godly pore emitted the catastrophic power of storm and thunder.

I didn’t crouch while I peeked at him from between the warriors’ legs. Instead, I unleashed my air magic and levitated into the air.  

I’d thought that Ares and Apollo were splendid, but now I needed to re-define the word. If my biological father was the glorious shadow, then this original god was the glorious light. 

And light could bring harm just like the shadow of death. 

The immortal King of Gods looked in his mid-thirties, only a little older than his demigod son. Alaric resembled his father, except that my mate’s eyes were honey-brown, and Zeus’s were silver-blue, flashing with faint lightning that wasn’t for show.

My mate carried a vibe of ruthlessness and menace any time of the day. His sweetness came out only when he was around me, but Zeus looked like the most benevolent, compassionate, and regal being I’d ever met. 

The whole room brightened at his potent presence.

The warriors sucked in a breath, and I could feel their knees going weak, even as they struggled against his power. They were brave-hearted immortals, but they were no gods. 

Just as I was about to call Zeus to tone down his headlights, he waved a hand, and a veil of light separated us from our team. In the circle were only the original god, my three mates, and me around our dining table. 

“They aren’t powerful enough to see my form,” Zeus explained. “My presence would damage them.” 

I gave him a wary look. He didn’t carry his famous scepter that could shoot out thunderbolts. In his hand, there was only a gold box. 

And I knew what was inside. 

“You can put the cake on the table,” I instructed him and swallowed the words “don’t try any monkey business,” knowing it wasn’t in my best interest to piss him off at the moment. 

Hephaestus pushed through the veil of light and loomed behind us. 

“Trying to exclude me again, Father?” he hissed. 

Zeus arched an eyebrow. “And yet, as always, you found a way in, didn’t you, son?”

There was a feud between them. After the Queen of Gods tossed baby Hephaestus out of Mount Olympus, he had somehow managed to return to the city of gods and had become one of the thirteen major gods. His unparalleled skills in making weapons had earned him that status. 

“You’ve always tried to include Alaric in everything, even though he wants nothing to do with you,” Hephaestus said as he towered over me a few yards away. 

I turned and gave Hephaestus a glare. I wanted him to stop bitching and let me open the gold box to inspect the cake. It’d better be spectacular, or Zeus’s reputation was going down. 

“You even bought his mate a cake, which you’ve never done for anyone else,” Hephaestus said, bitterness lacing his every word. “You want your demigod bastard son in your life, but you’ve never invited me to any of your events. Why is that, Father? Just because Alaric is good-looking? Because between all your sons, he takes after you in looks? But who gave me this face? Isn’t this the gift from you and my mother Her Majesty?”

“Not everything is about you, Hephaestus,” Zeus said, his benign vibe gone in an instant, and a horrible power seeped from him. “Alaric still holds a grudge against me because I failed to save his mother, but unlike any of my other sons, he doesn’t constantly seek out every opportunity to overthrow me and gain more powers. You’re included in that rank, Hephaestus, though you don’t have the guts to challenge me. You aren’t a warrior god.”

“I am a warrior god now,” Hephaestus said, moving closer to me. “Cass made me one, and I’ll accompany her to the Underworld and protect her from the most vicious death god!”

“Be quiet, Hephaestus,” Zeus said, his voice thundering, “if you still wish to stand within the circle. I need to talk to my son Alaric before they head toward my despicable brother’s realm.” 

Rage flitted across the smith god’s face, but he clamped up his mouth. 

Anxiety spiked in me. How had Zeus known that we were going to the Underworld? 

He’d found us easily. He’d known our plans. 

We weren’t safe anywhere. 

As the god king’s thundering power rocked the ground and nearly shattered the room, my mates remained unfazed as they stood between Zeus and me, still acting as a shield. 

The King of Gods slanted a curious glance at Lorcan and Pyrder. “You two aren’t gods, but you can withstand my power. I bet it’s the benefit of mating with the most powerful goddess in existence.” He switched his attention to me. “Yes, I can feel your powers, Cassandra Saélihn, the newest Olympian member.” 

“Hey, slow down, god dude,” I said, placing my hands on my hips. “I’m not applying for membership, even if it’s free. Is it free?”

“Think of the good you can do to the Olympians if you join our race,” Zeus said. “You’ll change things. You can make our kind better. You’ll be the new wonder in our world.” 

“That’s not going to happen,” Alaric ground out. 

“I’d give you everything, my son,” Zeus said, “should you and your mate join me.” 

“Not interested,” Alaric said. “Cass’s position is here with us, with all of her mates.” 

I glared at him. “Where my position should be is for me to say.”

He arched an eyebrow. “Well, where is it then, sweetheart?”

“Here, with all of you,” I said. 

“That’s what I said,” he said, looking a bit confused and a bit amused. 

“It’s not for you to state it, my bonded brother,” Lorcan said. “It’s for our mate to state it, and you don’t steal her thunder. Often you mock me for lacking the skill of understanding and pleasing females with honey-sweet words. You yourself seem to need some improvement in that department.” 

Alaric growled. 

Pyrder grinned. “I agree with the vampire. My twin and I are the only ones who understand our Cass baby to her every atom.” 

I blinked. That should be for me to judge, right? And I didn’t think the panther fae understood me to my every atom. It was impossible for anyone to understand anyone’s atoms, which had too many details. 

The King of Gods studied us with interest. 

“Why are you here exactly, Zeus?” Alaric said, his face dark and menacing again. “And if you want to make your race better, why don’t you call off your top dogs, who burned two-thirds of the cities, and get all of your people the hell out of Earth?”

“It wasn’t my idea to return to Earth,” Zeus said, “though I was eager to see my son whom I left behind for eons. Our kind has entered stasis, and the second-generation gods all wanted a new power structure to break the dead silence that invades our minds more and more often. My own brothers, the God of Sea and the God of Death, wanted to overthrow me as well. None of them have the slightest amount of loyalty in their bones. They now say that I represent the ways of the past and stand in the way of the future of our kind. I’ve been carrying such burdens. I’ve been carrying the whole race, yet none of them appreciate it.” 

“So you just let them slaughter the earthlings and destroy our civilization?” Alaric said, white-hot rage burning in his voice. 

“I’ve been weakened by time. Time affects gods, too, though it doesn’t erase our existence,” Zeus said, his bright, deep voice taking a weary, darker tone. “Even as the King of Gods, one of the most powerful beings in the universe, I also wear out. I feel much older than you can ever imagine. So, I vowed to let my fellow gods, my children, and my subjects try their way for once and let things play out instead of interfering. I was forced into the background to watch. My hands are tied. I can’t break my own vow. I also want to use this opportunity to let them see things from a new perspective. They’ll see that I’m the ultimate, unshakable power. They need to see that, so order and law will return.” 

“They turned our planet into a hunting ground,” Pyrder accused with fury. 

“Your kind came to Earth to play a new, dangerous game,” Alaric said softly, yet with all the menace he could carry, “just like an eon ago, in order to find your new balance, but this time, the Olympians won’t win. You will all pay. Your race won’t thrive at our expense. You will rot in the corner of a forgotten universe.”  

“Well said, bastard brother.” Hephaestus applauded with his large hands. “Now, what’s your excuse, Father?”

“I’d have struck all of you down for your insolence in the past,” Zeus said, his eyes sparking with lightning. “I don’t always get what I want. The Olympians’ history is changing, and fate has lured us here. Even I, the King of Gods, will have to let it turn its wheel till it stops at the starting point. Till we see what the end will be.” 

“Then I’ll meet you on the battlefield,” Alaric said flatly. “You can leave now.” 

“And you can take your cake with you,” Hephaestus said. “Cass won’t eat it!” 

I wanted to slap Hephaestus senseless. 

“Why does everyone always try to speak for me?” I barked and pointed at my lips. “I do possess a mouth here, too!” 

I tore my gaze from the cake to Zeus as I put on a good, defensive look. The cake was mine now, as was the gold. 

Zeus still focused on Alaric. “I didn’t come here to have another fight with you, my son.” He sighed. “Hades is the most devious being. He’s the absolute master of manipulation and deception. He’ll try to use Cass to fight me. He tried nine times to overthrow me and failed, and now he’ll use his daughter to do his dirty work. Do not bargain with him. Do not trust him. I won’t kill Cass, because she’s my son’s beloved mate, but Hades will sacrifice his own daughter without a blink to get what he wants.” 

“That’s all you have to say, Father?” Hephaestus demanded. He was still bitter that Zeus had come to see Alaric instead of him. 

Zeus ignored the smith god, and a transparent vial with liquid inside appeared in his hand. 

“This is the Elixir of Memory,” he said. “Have a drop on your tongue, and you won’t forget who you are when you pass over to the other side of the Styx river. It’s enough for all of your companions.” 

Oh, that. It was said that after the deceased crossed the Styx river, they’d forget their past. Hephaestus had confirmed it. But he hadn’t revealed the secret of how he had regained his memory. I believed that the God of Blacksmiths wasn’t as all in with us as he’d claimed. He had his own agenda. If we all lost our memories, he might steal all of my mates’ flaming swords.  

Right now, he eyed the bottle of elixir in Zeus’s hand unhappily. 

“We cannot trust the King of Gods,” he said. 

Alaric nodded at Zeus and took the vial of the drug.  

“Be good to my son, Cass. In the end, it’s all about family,” Zeus said, and then he was just gone, no longer in the room. 

A roar of thunder struck across the sky. A slipstream with a giant god appeared under a web of red lightning before they all vanished. 

The veil of light dropped, and the warriors charged into the room, wanting answers. 

But I was busy opening the gold lid and peeking inside the box. 

The cake seemed to be made of rainbows. 

And it fucking sparkled. 

The delicious scent, better than any cake I’d tried, wafted toward my nostrils. 

“What if it’s poisoned?” Boone asked. He was territorial. He didn’t want me to like anyone’s cakes more than his. I felt a bit guilty now. 

“Zeus won’t poison my mate,” Alaric said, and he peeled off a piece of cake and placed it into his mouth, serving as my personal taster. 

I gave him a look and inserted a spoonful of the cake into my own mouth. 

A rush of pure energy shot into me, as if I had rainbows in my body. Instantly I knew that the cake had the ingredients of the gods’ essence. 

The King of Gods was trying to get me addicted. 

Alaric and I traded a look. He knew it, too. 

“Have a slice, you two,” he said to Lorcan and Pyrder, then he turned to the warriors in the room. “After Cass has her fill, Hector, Rainer, and Ambrosia will have a small piece, too.” 

The warriors looked between me and the cake with a puzzled expression. 

“My father sent Cass the energy drink that you’ll need before you enter Hell,” Hephaestus said quietly and grudgingly. “The fucker has never taken care of me like this.”

“Why did he do this for us?” I asked, going for another spoonful of cake. “Why did he even help us? We’re fighting the war against him.”

“Zeus is complicated,” Alaric said. “That’s all I can say.” 

“That old bastard is never complicated toward me.” Hephaestus pouted, eyes burning with cold, jealous rage. “It’s all about family.” He mimicked Zeus in mockery. “Am I not family?”

I felt sorry for him, but damn, the journey to Hell was going to be tough with the talkative, bitter God of Blacksmiths leading the way. 

“Well, you can have a piece of cake, too, Hephaestus,” I said, “only if you really want it.” 

Hephaestus was in tears instantly. “They say you would never give up even a portion of your cake without a fight. And yet you offer it to me?” 

I would rather see him curse, calling his momma a cunt, than see him cry. 
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According to Hephaestus, the first Hell Gate was hidden beneath Bethesda Terrace in the Central Park Conservancy in New York City. 

When we stepped through Alaric’s shimmering portal onto the platform of the terrace constructed of sandstone and brick, my eyes went so wide and round that my eyeballs almost popped out. I staggered back, and Lorcan held my waist to stabilize me. 

In front of me stretched an endless army, fae soldiers at the front, followed by the hybrids, then the vampires, the mages, and finally the shifters. The flag of the Court of Fire and Metal that represented Sihde the Spring Isles flapped in the wind. In the middle of the field was the banner of the Court of Blood and Void, and beneath it Lorcan’s army gathered. The shifters took the symbol of the Earth Goddess’s Court of Ice and Wind. 

The army covered the entire Central Park—the lawn, the meadow, the lake, and the woods.

“The mortal armies from all nations have covered all of the urban areas,” Alaric said. “The immortal army that gathers near the Hell Gate will fight Hades’s force.” 

My mouth remained a big O. “How did you guys move so fast?” 

“We’re the war lords,” Lorcan said. “We have eons of organizational skills.” 

Blood pounded in my veins. We were so going to kick the Olympians’ asses! But I turned to my mates with a hard look. 

“Why wasn’t I briefed?” I demanded in a rough tone. Even though deep inside, I appreciated how they always arranged, keeping everything nice and easy, so the only thing I needed to worry about was my cakes, the temperature of my bath water, and who got to massage my back. 

“We’re briefing you now, Cass baby,” Pyrder said with a grin, evidently seeing through my harsh exterior. “And here come my parents, the Unseelie King Kallan Iliathorr and Queen Radella Iliathorr.”

“Wait! Wait!” I cried. “I’m not ready to meet them yet!”

I hadn’t cringed when I had met the King of Gods. Why was I so nervous about meeting my fae mates’ parents? 

The Unseelie king and queen, both of them regal, tall, and fair, strode toward us from the Bethesda Fountain.  

The eight-foot bronze sculpture of a winged female angel stood above four small cherubim, carrying a lily in her hand. Water poured from around her feet into the basin. Pyrder informed me that the holy water had healing powers. 

Who would have thought this was also the secret first Hell Gate? 

My gaze landed on the fae sovereigns. 

I could see Reys and Pyrder in both of them. The king had reddish hair and dark turquoise eyes, while the queen had golden hair and light blue eyes. 

I moved, trying to hide behind Pyrder, but he pulled me back, his arm wrapped around my waist. “You’ll be fine, Cass baby.” 

“How do I look?” I asked. “Uh, have you brought a comb with you?”

“You look stunningly beautiful as usual, dulcis,” Lorcan said beside me. He looked a bit forlorn. He might be thinking of his parents. I squeezed his hand to comfort him, to tell him that I was here for him. Always and forever. 

Well, maybe not forever. But I wouldn’t dwell on that now. Or maybe I should, so I could prepare all of my mates for my going away eventually. 

The Unseelie king and queen reached us and stopped a few feet from me. 

It wouldn’t earn me any points if I slanted a glance at Pyrder’s parents at an angle to show my dominance as I did to everyone who was taller than me. 

“Hello,” I said. “Your Majesties.” 

The next second, I was wrapped in the queen’s arms. Her warmth and sincerity rippled through me. If I had a true mother, she should have felt like the Unseelie queen. 

When we pulled away, she kissed my forehead. “My new daughter, welcome to the family.” 

The king smiled at me. “My sons have finally found their mate.” 

“Well, that went well,” I said with a grin. “I’ll try my best to be a good mate.” 

“You already are, Cass baby,” Pyrder said, a doting smile tugging up the corners of his sensual lips. Maybe I shouldn’t think of anything sexual when his parents stood right in front of us. But I was never the appropriate type and wouldn’t give a fuck about it most of the time. 

Alaric and Lorcan nodded at the king and queen. 

“Your Majesties,” they greeted. 

“King Alaric and High Lord of Night, the bonded brothers to my sons,” the king and queen returned the greeting. “Shall we meet again.” 

Alaric and Lorcan nodded again. 

“We must go,” Alaric told us.   

The fae queen and king fixed their gazes on Pyrder.  

“Bring back your brother,” the queen said. 

“I promise, Mother,” Pyrder said with a bow. 

“Our army will fight whatever comes out of the gate when you all return,” the king said. 

The armies of the immortals and mortals had come together, ready for the war that would probably start at the Hell Gate. 

I waved at the fae queen and king as my mates whisked me down the granite staircases to the lower terrace. 

To the Hell Gate. 
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CHAPTER 8
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The lower Bethesda Terrace had arched entries in every direction. 

The walls were divided by a variety of frescos. Portraits of female figures were the most popular. Then a thought occurred to me. There wasn’t any portrayal of the Earth Goddess. There wasn’t any shrine for her, either, not like in the ancient times. 

Even though she had awoken to take care of the Earth business and alien gods’ invasion, the mortals hadn’t realized her return. They’d forgotten all about her. 

She was but a dusty relic to them now. 

At the realization, sadness welled within me. Would I be so easily forgotten after I was gone? 

I had no time to dwell on it as we rushed by the paintings. This was my life now—moving from one location to another in such a hurry. 

“Can we come back here and hang out just like any normal couple after we get Reys?” I asked. 

My mates paused, a surprised expression mixed with regret and guilt settling on their handsome faces. They had never thought that I craved a normal life, since I wasn’t exactly anyone’s regular girl. 

But I was a regular, normal girl in a sense, and I wanted everything girls wanted. I liked to paint my nails. I liked to go shopping and watch movies while eating salted and buttered popcorn. I liked to dress pretty and sexy and badass and go to a club. And I liked my hot guys pampering me, telling me jokes and making me laugh. 

“We’ll bring you here anytime you want when you’re safe, dulcis,” Lorcan said gently. “We plan to do a lot of things with you while we enjoy eternity with you.” 

“Really?” I asked, my eyes sparkling under the gloomy lighting.  

“We’ll give you everything you want, sweetheart,” Alaric said, and there was truth in his words. “We’ll even give you the impossible stars.” 

“We’ll take a lot of photos of you and us when we come back here,” Pyrder said. 

That was something to live for! Even for a little longer.

A twinkle appeared in his blue eyes when the fae prince saw I was laughing happily. 

“Just don’t make me go shopping with you,” he added in a playful tone. “You can take Alaric.” 

“Cass can take Lorcan,” Alaric said immediately. “The vampire is immune to sunlight now. He’ll enjoy a whole day in the shopping mall.” 

All of our companions chuckled. 

“Cass checked everything in the stores. Everything!” Ambrosia exclaimed.

“I have a curious mind,” I said. “And what’s wrong with that?”

“Having a curious mind is excellent,” Lorcan said. 

My vampire mate earned my heart again. 

“She almost wants to buy whole stores,” Hector chortled. “You should see how she bargains.”

Rainer nodded. “I saw that. She bargained on everything and drove the store managers to the edge of suicidal despair.” 

“For one, I don’t like to be taken advantage of,” I said. “Two, I’m very careful with my mates’ money. I’m not going to spend their hard-earned money carelessly like some gold-digger!”

Lorcan kissed the top of my head. “You protect your mates’ interests and guard our treasure.”

I grinned. He appreciated my efforts, even though I kind of spent a lot of their money after the bargain. 

“And even ten horses couldn’t drag Cass away once she’s in the mall,” Hector added meaningfully. 

“Well, stop blaming me,” I barked back. “I just want to live a little. And you should have more passion in life. You should have a hobby, too, Hector! It’ll do you good.” 

He laughed. 

I just wanted to live a little. They had no idea how it was to be locked in a cage for over a decade and starved. They had no fucking idea that most of the time I’d been all alone, and the only face I’d seen on occasion was the mad woman Jezebel’s. 

“The vampire should try the mall’s frozen yogurt and buttered popcorn, our mate’s favorite,” Pyrder said. He didn’t like Lorcan and me getting too tight, so he was taking Alaric’s side when usually the two always argued. “I bet he hasn’t had either for an eon. Cass baby has warned him—if he doesn’t want to be dumped, he’d better catch up with her, as she’s an independent modern woman.” 

I winced. I’d said something like that to Lorcan in the early stage of our mating life. I’d told Lorcan firmly, “A hot body can hold my interest for a while, but it won’t last forever.” 

The High Lord of Night had grimaced, as no woman had ever said such things to him.

But must my mates remember my every ridiculous comment? 

“I’d walk over burning coals for you, dulcis,” Lorcan said. “Would a shopping mall stop me?”

Alaric warned, “Stop saying corny stuff, vampire, or mate will expect all of us to keep saying it.” 

“She’s a quick study,” Pyrder also groaned. 

“You brought this on yourself,” Lorcan said, nonplussed. 

“You’re a better male than all of them, Lorcan,” I said, bracing my hands on my hips. “And you alone will be rewarded tonight when we find a shelter in Hell.” 

“That’s extremely unfair, Cass baby,” Pyrder said. “You know your happiness is my—”

“Playtime’s over!” Hephaestus cut in. “Entering Hell is a serious business, and I want all of you to take it as such.” He couldn’t stand seeing other people happy, but I was glad he put a stop to my entourage poking fun at me. 

The God of Blacksmiths paused before an arched wall with a portrait of a demure female saint in a modest gown.  

“This is it,” he announced. 

“Are you sure?” I asked. “I didn’t see any gate.”  

“You haven’t opened your eyes, Cass,” he said. “As the heir and princess of Hell, you should have spotted it before anyone else.” 

I narrowed my eyes. Still, in front of me there was no gate but an arched, framed wall with a portrait of a saint with a long-suffering expression. 

“Just do your shit, Hephaestus,” Alaric said. 

“Last time I checked, I don’t work for you, demigod,” Hephaestus said, sending me a glance. “If it weren’t for Cass, I wouldn’t even come. Hell isn’t a fun place, I tell ya.” 

Alaric rolled his eyes.  

Hephaestus fumbled in his backpack, and his large hand pulled out a long black-gold key. He blew a kiss over it, as if asking for luck or forgiveness, and thrust it into the crotch of the painted female saint on the wall. 

“Stop being obscene, Hephaestus!” I shouted a warning. 

He was an asshole, after all, like all gods, despite the fact he’d sworn fealty to me. 

“Hell is obscene, girl,” he said. 

He turned the key, and the framed wall transformed into a dark iron gate. It groaned open as if it hadn’t opened for a while. 

Even with superior eyesight, my eyes couldn’t penetrate the deep darkness on the other side of the gate, and a chill like no other crawled up my spine. 

Hephaestus stalked into the darkness without glancing back at us. 

My mates and I traded a look. 

They would understand if I turned back. 

But I was going to get my Reys and Amber, and no Hell could stop me. 

I shoved the chill and fear to the side and stalked after Hephaestus. 

Alaric dragged me back. “Mate in the middle with panther. The team in the outer ring. I lead. Vampire brings up the rear.” 

Alpha males! I shook my head as my mates and the team got into position. 

The Hell Gate sealed, and the mortal world vanished behind us. 

“Let me light the way for you, dulcis,” Lorcan said, eager to show off the Earth fire he’d got from me. 

He waved a hand, but no blue fire came out. He threw up two hands and got nothing, so he growled in frustration. 

“None of your powers will work in the Underworld.” Hephaestus chuckled ahead of us in the dark, enjoying watching my mate get frustrated. “Only gods from the Underworld can wield their power, and of course, the heir should be able to access her power, too. Hell would recognize its own.” 

My mates were bonded to me. If I could use my power, they could as well. I remembered that they could even enter the Court of Ice and Wind in another time and space and still survive it. 

But there was no use arguing with Hephaestus, though he would love for me to try.  

Alaric tossed his hands out to try his luck, and no dragon fire or lightning appeared. 

“Told you,” Hephaestus said, gloating. 

I threw my hands up, and my tri-fires lit my hair, giving light in the dark.  

“Beautiful!” Hephaestus breathed as he turned to look at me. 

Alaric growled, as did Lorcan and Pyrder. 

“Careful, Hephaestus,” Alaric said. “I won’t enjoy killing you, but I’ll do it if you cross the line.” 

Probably only I could kill the smith god with the Blade of Five Elements embedded in the sheath tied to my left thigh. 

“I didn’t cross the line!” Hephaestus said. “I have no bad intentions. My heart is pure toward Cass. It’s every common man’s right to admire beauty! And she’s like the little sister I’ve always wanted. There’s so much I can show and teach her.” 

Right, everyone wanted to be my mentor. They all thought I was the greenest grasshopper on the big Earth.

My mates summoned their flaming swords, so the lighting improved a lot as we trod through the dark plain. 

“Shouldn’t Hell be full of fire?” I asked. “Where are all the fires?” 

Maybe I could even eat hellfire and get high? 

“We’re only at the edge of Hell,” Hephaestus said. “You’ll see what’s waiting for us in the bowel of the Underworld. Even you won’t like being in the oven, princess. Now, we’re approaching the river of Styx. Where’s your gold coin, fae?”

“What gold coin?” I asked. “I don’t like to waste money.” 

Hephaestus slanted me a glance. “You’ll have to spend this gold if you want to cross the river.” 

Pyrder pulled out a gold coin the size of his palm. I sensed potent magic in it right away. It wasn’t a regular coin. 

“How and where did you get that coin, Pyrder?” I demanded. “And again, why wasn’t I informed?”

“You were nervous when you met Pyrder’s parents,” Alaric said, “so you didn’t pay attention when the fae queen slipped the coin to the prince.”

“Sihde had a deal with the former Lord of the Underworld a long time ago,” Pyrder said. “Fae is the only race that’s permitted to visit the Underworld.” 

“And where is this former Lord of the Underworld now?” I asked. 

“We’ll find out,” Lorcan said. 

“Should we reveal all of the crucial information?” I asked in a hushed voice, darting my eyes around. “What if Hades’s spies are around?”

“The spies usually don’t stay on this side of the river,” Hephaestus said. 

“Yeah, right,” Pyrder said. “Last time you said Hades would never come out of the third gate, that it had been abandoned ever since Persephone was kidnapped. Your false information cost me my twin!” 

“How is that my fault?” Hephaestus asked. “The spot is the only place where the Blade of Five Elements—”

We shushed him at the same time. 

“Keep your big fucking mouth shut, Hephaestus,” Alaric warned before turning to Pyrder. “Summon Charon now. We need to cross before it gets dark.” 

“It’s already dark,” Pyrder said, about to toss the coin into the dark water ahead of us. 

“Hold your horses!” I called out. 

Hephaestus looked at me over his shoulder. “What now, princess?” 

“Don’t call me princess,” I said. “I’m a goddess and a dragon.”

“But in Hell, you’re the princess heir,” Hephaestus insisted. “It recognizes you. And we have to bribe Charon with the gold coin to get him to ferry us. There’s no other way.” 

“It’s not like I don’t want to spend money,” I said. In truth, I wanted to keep the magical coin. “I’m not the cheap kind,” I added heatedly. 

None of my companions looked convinced. 

“I just don’t think spending such a good-sized gold coin to cross the river is economical,” I said. “Charon should charge only eighty bucks to ferry us if he refuses to do it for free.”

Hephaestus raised both of his bushy brows. Again, he did it poorly. He really should pay Pyrder for a few tutoring sessions. I’d accept his key to Hell for payment. 

“No one has ever argued with Charon on payment as long as Hell has existed,” the smith god drawled. “Not even the Olympian gods. Not even Zeus. This is the only path to the realm of the Underworld, no matter which entrance you use. This is the unbroken rule of Hell and its very tradition. Charon is not an ordinary ferryman. He’s an ancient, powerful archdemon, the Lord of the Styx.” 

“Well, too bad for him,” I sniped. “Didn’t Hades name me the heir to the Underworld? So I outrank him. He should carry us for free then.”

“But you haven’t claimed your birthright, sweetheart,” Alaric said. “And you’ll never claim it, because if you do, you’ll be tied to Hell. We won’t allow that to happen.” 

“Let’s pay Charon, dulcis,” Lorcan said. “I’ll get you bigger gold coins than Pyrder’s after we fetch Reysalor and get out of here. All the jewelry you desire is yours. You know that, right, dulcis?”

“You have a house full of them, Cass baby,” Pyrder said, ready to toss the coin and waste it. 

I moved, faster than a flash of wind, and snatched the coin out of the fae prince’s hand. 

“I know that. All that’s yours is mine,” I said, waving the hand that clutched the coin with irritation. “My point is that I won’t play by Hades’s rules.” 

“Our mate probably has a new idea,” Alaric said. “She doesn’t like to lose.”

Sometimes the demigod got me more than anyone, except for Reys. 

Hephaestus folded his bulky, hairy arms across his chest. “Right.” 

I rolled my eyes. “You all have short memories and shorter faith. I’m a dragon! Now, please give me some space.” 

Alaric smirked. He was all for not following the death god’s tradition.  

Everyone backed away as fast as they could, and they were all fast, while I yelled in pain. 

My bones stretched, my flesh tore, and my cells transformed. 

The next instant, a massive dragon spread her wings and swayed her blue-scaled tails. 

This time, I ruled the dragon as Cass Saélihn. I maintained my coherent thoughts in my dragon head, even though darkness and fire roared inside. 

I puffed out a streak of fire toward my companions, signaling them to climb onto my back. 

“And that’s what I was talking about,” Hephaestus exclaimed, getting onto my back near my tails after everyone had settled. He rubbed his palms in excitement. “We’re rewriting Hell’s rules! We’re changing the game. Cass is a dragon now, and she’s going to carry us across the famous river of Styx. That’s never been heard of! This would be counted as my most mischievous adventure, and it’ll be recorded in the Olympian history book.” 

“Will you just shut your mouth for a second?” Alaric said. “We’re doing some serious thinking here!” 

“And what’s that?” Hephaestus asked, but he tried to take the challenge out of his tone. 

“We need to drink the Elixir of Memory,” Lorcan said. “As we discussed beforehand, Hephaestus and I’ll drink first. If all goes well, you will all drink it when you reach the other side. I’ll administer it.” 

The reason that Lorcan would take the first drop was that, as a powerful vampire lord with my potent blood in him, he was least likely to be affected if the elixir turned out to be some kind of poison. After all, it was the King of Gods who offered us the gift. 

“I actually don’t need to drink the elixir,” Hephaestus said. “I’m a major god with great experience in Hell. I might be confused for a few seconds when I reach the other side, but I’ll get over the disorientation quickly enough to function.”

While the God of Blacksmiths bragged, I flew over the dark expanse of the water. 

There wasn’t so much as a ripple across it, even though my wings generated wild wind. There was no reflection of my dragon form on the surface of the water, either, even with my fire billowing out of my mouth and my mates’ flaming swords illuminating the surroundings. 

“I’ve drunk the Elixir of Memory.” Lorcan’s voice broke a moment of quietness, besides the whooshing sound of my flapping wings and the wind. “We’ll need our mate to take a drop as soon—”

A shadow flitted by my left flank, faster than the dark wind, and slammed into the passengers on my back.

I roared a warning, turning my head to send fire toward the attacker.   

A bottle dropped into the river beneath with a splash, and a hell-bird shrieked in victory. 

Alaric swept his flaming sword toward the bird, and the warriors lunged at the creature, but it had soared into the dark sky, turning into smoke before vanishing. 

It wasn’t the elemental shifter I’d encountered. That shifter had taken a white eagle form. This one had feathers blacker than midnight. 

Lorcan cursed. “It snatched the vial of elixir from my hand and flung it into the river.” 

“It’s Charon in his hell-bird form,” Hephaestus shouted. “This is his revenge. I warned all of you this would happen.” 

He’d never warned us about this! He told us a lot of useless stuff instead, and if he hadn’t distracted us with his endless complaining, we probably would have seen the hell-bird coming. It was a shame he was the furthest away from me, with my team between us, or I’d let him have a taste of my pissed-off dragon fire. 

“We’ll have to carry on without the Elixir of Memory,” Alaric said gloomily. “At least one of us had the memory drink. Now, Lorcan, you’ll have to remember everything for all of us. Don’t let our mate down!”

Lorcan grunted something. All my mates were alpha males who didn’t take orders from anyone. Yet they constantly forgot the others were alphas males as well when they barked their orders. But ever since their bonded brother Reysalor had been taken, my alpha mates hadn’t gotten into any serious fights for dominance. 

I gave a roar of fire as my dragon reached the other side of the frozen river of Styx. 

––––––––
[image: image]


	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






CHAPTER 9  
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Where was I? 

The last thing I remembered was roaring fire, darkness, and a dragon. 

And then nothing. 

I was staring at a full mirror, a strange girl with tri-colored hair and crazed two-toned eyes—violet and golden like living fire—staring back at me. 

And I had creamy skin, rosy high cheekbones, full pink lips, and a curvy shape.  

My fingers pinched my small, straight nose to make sure this wasn’t some stupid dream in which I couldn’t remember my name. 

But I wasn’t dreaming. 

I was screwed. 

I gave the empty ivory bed behind me a measured look. 

Somehow I knew no one had slept on it. And this place felt like a prison. The scene felt like déjà vu. Someone must have drugged and dumped me here. 

I was going to find whoever was fucking with me and teach him some manners. 

I stalked to the door, raised my booted foot, and kicked it. 

The door toppled down, and I stomped on it. 

“Should get yourself a good quality door, fucker,” I said, my fists clenching at my sides. I didn’t like to be played. 

I should probably find a weapon, but there was nothing other than liquid soap in that room. 

I made a few turns in the corridors, which lacked any personality, until soft laughter and a faint melody floated in my direction. 

A smirk replaced my grim expression. A party was on, obviously. I gave my attire a once-over and shook my head. Why did I put on a cavewoman costume—a piece of rudimental animal fur barely covering my ass and an old leather bra that bound my breasts?   

All I could hope was that the party didn’t require a dress code. Even if it did, I’d either talk or fight my way in. I might not know who I was, but I did know I wouldn’t be denied some good fun. 

A grand hall ahead beckoned me over. 

From my abandoned prison room all the way to here, I hadn’t seen a single window, so I hadn’t had a chance to study the landscape outside and determine where I was exactly. This entire place seemed sealed.

Rich male laughter from inside the hall made my heart flutter for reasons I couldn’t perceive. 

I halted before the door. Should I kick it, break it, or what? 

I chose to push it open instead to display good manners.   

My eyes widened as the open door revealed the most gorgeous female I’d ever seen. 

She wore a crown made of priceless gems over golden hair that tumbled over her perfect, creamy shoulders. Her slender, elegant neck would shame a swan’s. Her face was so lovely that no words could ever do it justice. 

Her royal blue eyes, brighter than the stars, fell upon me, and she inclined her crescent-shaped eyebrows at my stunned expression. I might be the newcomer to the party, but I wasn’t the only one with that kind of idiotic, drooling look. 

Everyone, a few dozen of them, was enthralled by her. Most of them couldn’t decide if they should focus on the unparalleled beauty of her face or her lovely figure clad in almost nothing. 

Well, she was wearing something, a flimsy gown that barely concealed her perky breasts. 

As our gazes met, she smiled, though not at all kindly but one carrying the promise of punishment. On whom did she plan to exact revenge? The crowd in the room all beamed at her sudden smile and gazed upon her like nothing else mattered and no one else existed in the whole universe. 

A genetic memory surfaced in my blank mind. It dawned on me who she was, while I still couldn’t remember my own name. Aphrodite, the Goddess of Love, Lust, Beauty, and Pleasure, was hosting the party of the century!

Her beauty was rumored to be able to freeze time and capture every man and woman’s heart. Just as I pondered that, her power blasted toward me, bringing an aroma of rose, cinnamon, and myrtle. 

“Hooey,” I yelped and staggered back at the impact. “What the fuck is that?” 

That was it. Her smell was nice. Her power was potent, but she didn’t freeze me. Her charm and beauty didn’t hold me captive, though I could admit that she was still the most beautiful female, probably in all the worlds. 

I brushed off her influence. I wasn’t as beautiful as she, but it didn’t bother me. I didn’t feel less in front of such a beauty, and I knew instinctively I was more dominant than her, even though she enthralled the crowd in the room. 

The adoration on everyone’s puppy-like faces stood as testimony enough that she was every male’s living fantasy, and they would do anything for her to have their fantasy fulfilled. 

Every head turned to me, as if coming out of a spell, and every pair of eyes glared at me. I shouldn’t have cursed, but I blamed it on the goddess’s beauty and my loose tongue. 

Was I always so fucking rude and immature? 

Two extremely handsome males who stood out among the group that lounged at the goddess’s feet growled at me for disrupting their admiration of the beauty of the universe. 

The broad-shouldered male with honey-brown eyes was all hard muscles. He dressed stylishly, his look completed with a nice scarf. I wondered if it was cashmere. I might need to steal it from him so I could have some additional fabric to cover my skin. 

The other dashing male, who had gorgeous turquoise eyes, carried a boyish charm. He wore a black t-shirt that showed off the tattoo of a golden panther on his muscled upper arm. 

Too bad they belonged to the goddess of unmatchable beauty. 

“Sorry, dudes,” I murmured, waving at them. “Please go ahead and lick her lovely feet. Don’t fucking mind me. I’m just going to get some drinks.” 

They pulled their sensual lips back in a snarl, which almost ruined their good looks. 

Now I felt a little dismay, since the goddess got all the males worshipping her and all I got were hostile glares and animalistic, threatening growls.  

“Foul-mouthed wench!” the brown-eyed immortal cursed me, menace rolling off him.  

“Watch your tongue if you want to keep it!” his buddy threatened.  

“Alaric, Pyrder.” The Goddess of Love and Beauty pointed at me and ordered the two males, “Bring her head to me on a plate, for she’s offended your goddess.”

“What?” I stuttered. I didn’t come here looking for trouble. 

The two immortals rose to their feet and stalked toward me, two identical flaming swords appearing in their hands. 

My jaw dropped. “What the fuck?”

Fight or flight? 

Just as I was about to flee, black flames whooshed out of my skin, hissing in aggression. I had power, too, motherfuckers!

I darted to the nearest table and grabbed a butter knife and a fork, my black fire crawling onto my weapons, ready to defend me. 

“That’s right,” I chuckled in wicked delight. I might have lost my memories, but my power hadn’t. “Let’s have fun with the nasty boys. Where should I stab them?”

The two immortal warriors looked surprised at my burst of power, but that didn’t stop them from advancing toward me, their gait full of power, ease, and harsh purpose. The Goddess of Beauty had them in her thrall. 

Then a giant man, who looked more like a monster, jumped between us out of nowhere. In his hand was a vast straw grandmother fan. 

“Cass,” he yelled. “I’ve been looking for you. Good, you finally showed up!” 

I turned my head left and right to see who this Cass was before I narrowed my eyes on him. “Are you talking to me, big guy?” 

“Damn it, not you, too!” he huffed. “I thought your potent goddess bloodline could resist...well, my ex-wife must have messed you up.” 

He started fanning the two good-looking-but-up-to-no-good immortals, and the wind sent their smell in my direction. 

The scent of sandalwood, leather, and harsh male slammed into my face. Something suddenly clicked in me. One of them was a demigod, and he had the same fire power as mine in his veins. 

Before I could sort out the freak show, the second male’s scent assaulted my nostrils. His smell of forest sun, snow, and rich spice roused a deep longing in me, like a distant home. It also felt like a first love that was about to fade but never should. A beloved one in my lost memories used to smell like that. Fae, he was fae. 

An ache rose from the pit of my belly.  

I waited for their scent to go away, but it only haunted me, singing to me and caressing me. And the fae possessed the same wind magic as I did. 

“What kind of voodoo is that?” I hissed, my black fire rising. 

“It’s not voodoo, Cass,” the giant, ugly male sighed. “It’s—”

My genetic memory flashed again. 

“Fuck me!” I covered my mouth with my palm. “You’re Hephaestus, the famous God of Blacksmiths and Fire!” 

“That’s me.” Hephaestus smirked at me. “Now you remember.” 

I glared at him. “Who’s trying to mess with me, you or your lovely wife Aphrodite?” I pointed two fingers at the two immortals, who were still heading my way with their swords. “She sent these two lackeys to behead me. If it’s you who put something in my drink, like some date-rape drug, you’ll pay!” 

My black flame wheeled around me at my threat. 

The giant god shook his head. “You aren’t back, I see. Here we go.” 

He raised his old-fashioned fan, wielding it like a weapon, and fanned me toward the demigod and fae. “I hope this works, for all our sakes. Cass, sometimes you’re extremely clever, and then at other times, you’re more obtuse than I thought possible.” 

I hissed at his insult, though I thought he might, in fact, know me as this Cass. 

“I don’t like the odds of two against one,” I said, jerking a thumb toward the two henchmen, who suddenly halted, stiffening and sniffing the air. “And those two assholes don’t appear to be gentlemen. If you’re going to help me fight them, I suggest you get a proper weapon rather than that grandma fan of yours.” 

“I’m not a fighter, Cass,” he said. “They’re all yours.” 

My blood boiled. What a coward!

The fae and the demigod resumed their steps toward me; their gazes, formerly menacing, were now heated and roving my body. 

Involuntarily, my gaze dipped down from the fae’s chest to his powerful legs wrapped in a pair of gray jeans. I could almost picture his perfect, tight ass. 

The demigod instantly growled at my ogling of the other. 

“Hello, boys, come to have some fun?” I purred, adopting a battle pose. 

With one foot stepped in front of the other, I waved my fork and butter knife in front of my chest as if I knew what I was doing. My black flame whipped tightly around me, so I wasn’t as afraid as before, knowing my power would back me up. 

Hephaestus fanned at me, then at the two approaching, fearsome immortals again. 

Aphrodite scrambled after the two immortals, her beautiful blue eyes flashing with dark anger.

“Stay out of this, Hephaestus,” she shrieked, her beauty unimpaired by her rage, “or you’ll never get the divorce papers!” 

“Cass has beaten you like no one has before, Aphrodite,” Hephaestus said viciously. “And according to the rules of the game, you’ll have to let them meet.” 

Hephaestus fanned us once more. 

The two immortals’ nostrils flared, their heated looks toward me growing darker, hungrier and more possessive. Then they dismissed their flaming swords in sync. 

Their blended scent swirled around me and intensified, haunting and caressing me, as if it would never let me go. 

Shit! A rush of desire surged in me, and liquid fire pooled between my thighs. 

How could I want to fuck these two jerks who had snarled at me, threatened me, and come forward to kill me? 

What the fuck was wrong with me? 

Yet my body didn’t care about logic. Lust swirled in me like a storm, and a mating need like no other urged me to surrender myself to the two immortals.  

They didn’t fare any better. Their pupils expanded as if they’d seen a female for the first time in their savage lives, as if they needed to claim me right here, right now, despite the crowd, and no matter the consequences. 

“Now that’s an interesting development.” Hephaestus chuckled in satisfaction. 

I turned to him and hissed. “What did you do? Did you put some nasty, horny spell on us?” 

He’d fanned at us!

“I only brought you and your mates together,” he said with a smirk and a shrug, “and allowed nature and fate to take care of the rest.”

“Mates?” I shrieked. “Are you crazy? They aren’t my mates. They’re assassins!”

“Not anymore,” Hephaestus chortled. “Look at them. They’re in heat.” 

“Alaric, Pyrder,” Aphrodite purred in the sultriest, most feminine and alluring voice I’d ever heard. I could never compete with that. “Let’s end this game. Offer me the golden apple now and you can have me however you want for the whole night.” 

The idea of her taking away the two hotties before me suddenly enraged me. A trace of fire leaked out of my nostrils. 

I was taken aback by my absurd, fierce possessiveness, but I didn’t care. I was going to grab her perfect blonde hair and drag her down. 

The two immortals hesitated for a beat, glancing at the sexy goddess over their shoulders, then turned back to stare at me.

“You can have the goddess, fae,” the demigod said and pointed at me. “This one is mine.” 

“Hell no,” the fae snapped. “This female belongs to me. She’s the mate I’ve been looking for my entire existence. I’ve scented her. She’s mine and no one else’s. So kindly fuck off, demigod. Why don’t you go fuck the goddess? She and you are the same kind.” 

Somehow it offended me that the fae asked the demigod to screw the Goddess of Beauty. 

“No, no, no!” Aphrodite no longer glided gracefully across the floor but jumped and cut in between the two hunks, blocking their path to me. “This is all wrong. This went wrong. We must correct it and change the course. I’m the Goddess of Love, Lust, Beauty, and Pleasure. No male—mortal, immortal, or god—has ever turned me down.” She pointed at me. “This savage is nothing. She’s nobody. You can’t choose her over me. You just can’t. Look at me.”

Seemingly unable to resist the power in her words, the two immortals looked at her and smiled, especially when she battered her long, curled eyelashes that could nest a flock of baby birds. Her lilac-soft lips parted sensually, promising sweet nectar to any male lucky enough to taste her.

Fuck, she was going to sway them! I’d better come up with a clever plan to counter her. I didn’t know why all of a sudden it was so urgent that I needed to keep these two males by my side, considering their first intention was to take my head and present it on a silver plate for her. 

“Now look at her,” said the goddess in disdain and venom. 

And the demigod and fae gazed at me as I stared back; they were still delicious. 

“See the difference?” The Goddess of Beauty and Love flicked her golden hair, her sparkling blue eyes beckoning them to follow her to her bedroom. “The street whore has no class. Tell me that you want me instead of her. Offer me the golden apple that should be rewarded to the most beautiful female in the universe, and you can have me even here.”

And she called me a street whore? 

The demigod chinned toward his companion. “Go with her, fae, and give her the fucking apple.” He trained his possessive gaze on me, as if I was the only thing he ever wanted, and stalked toward me. “I’ll take my female and leave.” 

I narrowed my eyes at him, my one hand on my hip, yet my heart pounded in my throat at the thrill of anticipation. I wanted him badly. I wanted both of them, but I wasn’t some dame that would roll over so easily.  

“You think you can just take me, demigod dude?” I challenged. 

He threw his head back and laughed, the sound deep and sexy. “I’ll court you briefly before I claim you, if that’s what you want. But in my opinion, courting is all bullshit.” 

“You aren’t big on charm, are you?” I snorted.  

He reached me in a blink, determined to wrap his arm around me. I lashed out with my fist, but before I could make contact, the fae male had also moved like a flash and shoved the demigod aside. 

“Don’t ever touch her, demigod,” the fae snarled. “Don’t make me kill you. I won’t remind you twice that not only did I spot this female first, but she’s mine. Why don’t you go with the goddess and warm her bed? Don’t disappoint the Goddess of Beauty!” 

My eyes widened and my mouth was agape. 

Both immortals were evidently awed by the goddess’s beauty, yet they didn’t want her. They wanted me—a cavewoman. Was it really happening? Why? Should I slap myself to see if it was real? 

“Then we must duel to the death to claim this lovely maiden we both want,” the demigod asserted. 

“Agreed,” the fae said. 

They summoned their identical flaming swords as one, ready to cross blades. 

“Stop!” the Goddess of Beauty shrieked. 

Her power of seduction crashed into both males. The demigod and fae froze for a second, eyes glazed, and looked momentarily confused. The goddess’s beauty shone gloriously; even I almost dropped to my knees at her loveliness. 

Lust fogged the eyes of all the males in the room, and rage dominated me again. 

Before I could punch the goddess whore in the jaw, the fae and the demigod returned their gazes to me. They brushed off her power just like that. 

“No! No!” the Goddess of Beauty cried in anger and dismay. “This can’t be happening. This is outrageous. How could you choose a foul-mouthed barbarian over me?”

“I happen to like her dirty mouth,” Alaric said with an indulgent smirk. “She’s my type.” 

Pyrder nodded in agreement. “There’s something about her that turns me on like no other. I’ll have to kill you, demigod, if you don’t back off. Uh, where are my manners.” He turned up the voltage of his smile, and my heart fluttered. “What’s your name, lass?” 

Before I could answer, Hephaestus chuckled in wicked delight, wiping a big tear from the corner of his eye. 

“For the first time in history, men don’t fall all over themselves for you,” he said. “How does it feel, Aphrodite? How does it feel to lose to someone you look down your nose at? It seems you aren’t the most desirable female in the universe anymore. A ‘nobody’ has just beaten you easily and taken your crown.”

“Dulcis!” a deep, cultured voice shouted in urgency, and a large, gorgeous male sprang toward me.  

Now I was Dulcis? 

The new male’s piercing gray eyes, full of concern and adoration, fixed on me, as if the sight of me brightened his very existence. 

It warmed me, but I didn’t know who he was. 

Hephaestus raised his grandma fan. 

“Stop!” I barked. Ever since he’d fanned at the two males and me, we’d been feeling incredibly horny toward each other. 

“I just want to speed the process, princess,” Hephaestus said. “I was trying to help.” 

The male reached my side, and his scent of pine and fine wine made me want to throw myself into his arms. 

I held my ground, just as I had done toward the other two immortals, even though I wanted to strip and fuck them right there. I might dress like a cavewoman, but I didn’t intend to act like one. 

“Dulcis,” he called again. “Are you all right?”

“You’re a vampire,” I said, “a powerful one.” I eyed him critically, though I was hot for him. “And you have my blood in you. When did you drink from me? How dare you drink from me?!”

I should strike him down, but he didn’t appear to be a threat to me. 

“Where have you been, vampire?” Hephaestus grumbled. “You should have been here and done your part as well. I don’t enjoy babysitting them! I had to carry this fan like a clown. And do you know how difficult it is to deal with my ex-wife?”

“I was locked in a marble coffin,” the vampire hissed. 

“As the High Lord of Night, you have great strength,” Hephaestus said. “Marble or steel shouldn’t have stopped you.” 

“It’s an enchanted coffin,” the vampire said, exasperation tingling his voice. “It took me a while to break out. Do you think I wasn’t anxious to get to my mate’s side and protect her? This place tried to stop me since I’m the only one who can remember.” He returned his gaze to me, his eyes full of warmth again. “Now that I’m here, dulcis, you have nothing to worry about. But it seems we need to get acquainted again. I’m Lorcan, your mate.” 

He sidled toward me, ready to sweep me into his arms. 

I melted a little. 

“Step back, vampire!” the demigod shouted and came between us. “If you still want your head attached to your neck.” 

That reminded me that I shouldn’t trust anyone in an unknown territory in my state, even though I really wanted to get into the handsome vampire’s arms. I wasn’t a naïve girl who would fall for any man just because he was hot. And this place felt wrong. The more I lingered in this hall, the more anxious I got. 

“You think I’ll just trust whatever you say?” I said, waving my butter knife. “I wasn’t born yesterday.” 

“This loveliest maiden obviously doesn’t know you, vampire,” the fae spat. “She isn’t your mate. The truth is as far from your words as the ocean is from the sky. I’ve chosen her as mine!”

The High Lord of Night frowned. “Have they been talking like this the entire time?”  

“Oh yeah.” Hephaestus chuckled. “You should have gotten here earlier for more amusement. I wish I could record this and never let the demigod live it down.” He waved at the two males. “These two didn’t remember a damn thing. They worshipped my ex-wife like a pair of lost puppies. It was pathetic to watch. Well, they shifted their affection toward Cass as soon as they spotted her. She doesn’t know who she is, either, but she still hasn’t lost her bad attitude.” 

I glared at him. “What an ass!” 

Hephaestus spread his arms. “See?”

“I must make her remember me,” the vampire said, “so we won’t be trapped here.” 

The God of Blacksmiths nodded. “This spelled place is messing up their minds, though, and I don’t think charming Cass into making her remember you will be that easy.” He backed up a pace at the vampire’s glare. “Hey, that’s just the impression I got from your bonded brothers. You’re used to women bending over backwards for you. You aren’t a charmer, Lorcan. You’re too straightforward.” 

The vampire ignored the god and shifted his gray gaze to me. “May I kiss you, dulcis? Just one kiss. I’ll never hurt you. I just need you to remember us.” 

“Well,” I said, regarding him, weighing my options as I licked my lips. 

How would it feel to have his sensual lips on mine? I wanted to know. Especially since I had such unbearable heat between my thighs. But I was also afraid that once we started kissing, we wouldn’t be able to stop. And this place didn’t seem safe.  

“No!” Both the demigod and the fae snarled their answers for me. 

“You won’t kiss her or touch her in any manner,” the demigod said. “She isn’t your woman. She doesn’t know you, and I’ve staked my claim on her.” 

“We’ll duel to the death to win the maiden’s affection!” the fae said. “Unless the two of you withdraw now. It’s not in me to kill you, but I will if any of you attempt to take my future bride from me.” 

“Idiots,” the vampire said. “Cass Saélihn is mate to us all.” 

“No way,” the fae said. “I don’t share.” 

“And I won’t allow any of you to lay a finger on what’s mine, my future wife,” the demigod warned.  

“No more pretty words,” the fae said. “Let’s get to it. I’ve had enough of this foolishness.” 

He charged at the High Lord of Night, his flaming sword sailing toward the vampire. 

“Must we solve the conflict this way?” the vampire asked, rolling his eyes as he parried. “We fought millennia ago and none of us could really win.”

“I don’t think so, vampire,” said the demigod. “Prepare to die if you don’t give up.” 

“The winner will take the female we all desire,” the fae announced.   

“So be it,” the vampire said.  

“Wait a fucking moment,” I cried out, black fire rushing from my arm to the butter knife I held. “No one gets to decide who will take me, except me!” 

The three immortals ignored me and started crossing swords three ways. 

“They all come from the old world where women were the prize,” Hephaestus explained. “They didn’t need to ask for permission. They were different with you when you were their mate. And now this place has returned them to their former barbaric selves. They’d all be so ashamed if they could hear how they are talking.” 

I narrowed my eyes at Hephaestus, but his words rang true. 

Could it be that all three of them were my mates? I didn’t have my memory, but perhaps my body remembered them since it was incredibly, shamefully hot for all of them? 

And I’d gotten their names from the God of Blacksmiths. 

The three excellent swordsmen lunged, ducked, and charged against one another, their speed amazing, their strength admirable. Lorcan fought Alaric, their blades locking, the flames on their steel hissing.

Pyrder’s blade stabbed toward Lorcan’s back. 

I cried out a warning, but Lorcan had twisted away swiftly. And now Alaric and Pyrder were engaged in brutal combat, their sizzling blade swinging left and right, bearing down from overhead, meeting each other again and again. 

My heart beat a frantic rhythm, and I started sweating. 

I called out warnings whenever someone was about to get hit. I couldn’t tell whom I should root for. Despite my former attitude toward them, I was afraid of any of them getting hurt. 

And then Lorcan got in between the fae and the demigod, calling them idiots and demanding they stop acting like morons. But he soon lost his temper after they brought their swords down toward him. 

The three became a blur, their flaming swords flying in circles. 

The clashing sounds of their steel filled the room. 

The crowd gathered around. Among them I noticed a few fae warriors. They all snarled at me, for no obvious reason. I braced myself to stab them with my fork and butter knife, burning them with my dark fire if they attacked me. 

Aphrodite didn’t try to stop the fight. She watched the three-way duel with a vicious smile, as if she wanted all the males to fall under the swords.    

Anxiety pulsed through me in waves. Even though I didn’t know them, I didn’t want any of them to perish. I didn’t want them to fight. But they wouldn’t listen despite my hoarse warnings and shouting. They would continue until only one of them stood, and that one would come to claim me. 

As their battle raged on, all of them suffered wounds here and there. I could no longer handle my fear of any of them getting killed. 

In my intense fear, I threw up my hands, pushing whatever power I had toward them to separate them. And I saw that instead of making them disengage from one another, my fire and wind caressed them.  

“They’re immune to your power,” Hephaestus said, “because they’re your mates. Now do you believe me, little Cass?” 

I didn’t like him calling me little. 

I swallowed. “But how can they all be my mates? I can barely handle one of them.”

Hephaestus smirked. “Don’t sell yourself short, Cass. You haven’t just tamed one. You tamed all four of them, four of the most powerful immortals walking the Earth.”

My eyes widening, I shrieked, “Four? Where’s the fourth?”

“Now you’re asking the right question,” Hephaestus said. “We came to the pit of Hell for your fourth mate, Reysalor Iliathorr, Unseelie fae heir to Sihde the Spring Isles.”
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Reysalor Iliathorr. The name rang a bell, and an ache rose in my chest. 

Hephaestus regarded my pained expression and continued mercilessly, “You lost him to Hell in our war against Hades by the third Hell Gate. Hades pierced Reysalor’s wrists and dragged him here in chains when he tried to rescue your best friend, the seer. And then you turned into a mean dragon. Remember, Cass, remember all of your pain. Remember your rage and your quest for revenge so you won’t lose any more of your mates. If you don’t, you’ll lose them all.”

An image flashed before me. 

A pair of turquoise eyes, like the bluest ocean in sunlight, gazed at me with all the love in the world. They conjured such tender feelings in me, feelings that I hadn’t known I possessed. 

Reysalor Iliathorr materialized in the dark fog of my mind and strode toward me with a dazzling smile. 

“Reys!” I cried. My beloved Reys!

I ran into his arms, only to find iron chains piercing both his wrists as he was dragged toward Hell. He wheeled and roared in rage, whipping his sword at a horde of wraiths and horned demons. 

He fought to reach me, but the demons overpowered him. 

The Hell Gate sealed, separating us. My power wasn’t enough to get to him in time. 

I shrieked and sobbed. 

Hell took him. Hades, my biological father, dragged my Reys into its pit.

I blinked back to the present. 

“You don’t need the elixir to get your memory back,” Hephaestus coaxed beside me. “You’re a goddess. You’re more powerful than me. You’re the most powerful goddess ever born. Now, draw your power. Draw on your strength and remember.” 

My power didn’t shake me back to myself, but the soul-tearing pain of losing a mate had done just that.  

I remembered it all. 

I remembered the icy wind, fire, then a spark of an ember extending to the faraway galaxies. 

I remembered a dragon’s roar, and I was lost in the infinity of dark storms and fire, but my mates tethered me. 

I roared. 

My power welled up, coursing through me and buzzing on my skin.  

My beloved mates—Lorcan, Alaric, and Pyrder—were still engaged in a fierce battle to win the right to claim me.  Flaming swords rose and fell and wheeled; blood spilled.  

“Enough!” I shouted. 

Yet they still ignored me. 

The God of Blacksmiths was right. My mates came from an old world where males ruled and dominated, where females were objects and property. But they’d stepped into the new world with me. They’d adapted. And they had loved me. 

They’d do anything for me. 

I’d make them relearn the new life they had started with me. First, they needed to remember me. 

I yanked our mating bond, hard and mercilessly, though not without love.  

Our bond awoke, the thread radiating in the endless dim fog.  

My mates stopped crossing their blades and snapped their heads toward me. 

“Dulcis.” Lorcan smiled. “I was trying to teach them a lesson and make them remember.”

Well, his method had failed. 

“You’re all mine,” I said, power rolling off me. “There’s no need to fight anymore.”

“I’ll go fetch the gold apple and offer it to you,” Pyrder said. “And then we’ll just ditch them.”

They still hadn’t recognized me, even though they knew in their hearts that I was theirs. 

The fae prince dashed away.

Alaric strode toward me. In one swift, smooth move, he scooped me into his arms. 

“Mine!” he declared like a savage.  

Like a flash, he zoomed out of the room with me in his arms. The demigod was as fast as lightning, and the passages blurred as he zipped by. 

Yet we couldn’t find a room. It was as if we’d come to a maze of corridors. 

Pent-up lust rode me hard. 

“Alaric,” I whimpered, gazing up at his handsome face, twisted by his unbridled, harsh male lust. 

He halted in the middle of the hallway, where dark-red velvet covered one side of the wall. 

“I need to fuck you now, my woman,” he said. “Or I won’t survive this burn.” 

I felt the same need. 

The mating fever had reached such a high pitch I felt I’d burst if my mate didn’t drive his cock inside me in the next second.  

Alaric pressed me against the wall and yanked his cock out of his pants. I wasn’t even wearing panties. This cavewoman outfit came in handy at the moment. 

A massive, hard cock nudged at my slick entrance, and I wasn’t unfamiliar with it. 

The demigod drove into me and hit my molten core with one forceful thrust. I threw my head back, my hands spreading out behind me on the wall, and moaned in pure bliss. 

He pulled out a couple inches and plunged back in, hard and possessive. He didn’t slow his thrusts or give me a break as he fucked me relentlessly. 

Every thrust increased in strength and speed from the previous one. 

“Yes, oh yes! Fuck me just like that,” I moaned breathlessly as every stroke pushed me further toward the sweet, dark edge. 

“It feels like I’ve fucked you before, woman,” he said hoarsely. “Like my body knows yours.”

“You’ve fucked me before, Alaric. So many times,” I said. 

“Maybe so. You’re my destined mate, my equal whom I’ve been looking for my whole life.” 

His arm wrapped around my breasts as he pounded between my thighs. 

The demigod’s power was great, yet it only fed my energy, lighting a fire in my every cell. 

“Your little, tight pussy is milking me,” he groaned. “So aggressive. Fuck, woman, it’s claiming me.” 

“Because you’re mine, demigod,” I hissed amid my moans. 

His pace turned blindingly fast, every inch of his cock filling me, rubbing and fucking and claiming. I cried out and exploded around him. 

Our mating bond snapped tight, burning brightly. 

“Cass, sweetheart!” he called. 

He’d finally remembered. 

“Baby, I’m claiming you again!” He began pounding into me with renewed vigor. “I’ll never stop claiming you.”

With a few more ferocious, powerful pumps, he emptied in me with a roar. 

“Don’t move, fucker!” A voice, full of rage, sounded beside us. 

Pyrder had found us. 

The curtain was torn open, and I looked over my shoulder at my fae mate with Alaric’s cock still embedded deep inside me, hard as steel. Pyrder’s face twisted in fury, and such pain shone in his dark turquoise eyes that my heart constricted at the thought I’d hurt him.  

Alaric snarled in pain. Then I noticed Pyrder’s flaming sword pressed against Alaric’s back. The sword’s flame was burning a patch in my demigod mate’s leather jacket, its tip having punctured his skin. 

“Remove the blade, panther,” Alaric commanded. “Cass is yours, too. We all share the same mate.”

“I don’t think so,” Pyrder said. “You took what’s mine, and now you’ll pay.” 

He twisted the hilt of the sword, ready to drive it into Alaric’s heart. 

“No, Pyrder!” I cried in horror. “Stop!” 

But I couldn’t halt his progression, since my power wouldn’t work on any of my mates. Alaric couldn’t do anything, either, still seated deep inside me, his back toward my fae mate. 

Another flaming sword rose in the air, crashing down on Pyrder’s. 

The two blades crossed and locked.  

“Pyrder Iliathorr, remember now,” Lorcan shouted. “She’s your mate, too. Her feelings toward you are just as strong as hers toward us. We came to Hell to rescue your twin. We’re bonded brothers by blood oath. We fought shoulder-to-shoulder in several wars millennia ago. We made a pact, and we’ve found our mate—the only woman for all of us. Cass is our one true mate.” 

“What the fuck are you talking about?” Pyrder growled, anger warring with confusion. But he dismissed the flaming sword, and it vanished into the mist. 

“What is the last thing you remember?” Lorcan pressed.  

The fae prince narrowed his eyes. “A dark river?”

“The river of Styx,” Alaric said, and we slowly disconnected from each other. “Lorcan was the only one who drank the Elixir of Memory, so he remembered everything. The rest of us all lost our memories, though I’ve just regained mine, thanks to our mate’s loving attention.” 

Pyrder’s eyes darkened. The demigod had just reminded him of our coupling, the bitter source of his rage. 

I straightened myself and strode to my fae mate. 

He handed me the golden apple with a sigh. “Even though you aren’t true to me, I’ll still offer this apple to the most beautiful woman in the universe.” 

Tears welled up in my eyes. My fae mate was true to the end, and not even the Goddess of Beauty, Lust, Love, Seduction, and Pleasure could alter his steady, loyal heart. She might be every male’s living fantasy, but she wasn’t my males’.

I heard an outraged shriek. 

Aphrodite lunged toward me, her long nails outstretched like talons, about to leave a trail of blood on my face. 

My mates cut in between us, ready to fend her off, but Hephaestus wrapped his bulky arm around the goddess’s slender waist and pulled her back. 

“Really?” I barked at her. “Now you want to get into a catfight? Hair- pulling isn’t my style. I have an image to maintain in front of my mates.” 

“You don’t want to pick a fight with Cass, Aphrodite,” Hephaestus cautioned. “She’ll always come out on top. Once provoked, she can get quite nasty, though extremely effective. I’m doing this to protect you. No matter what, you were once my wife.” 

Aphrodite sobbed. 

I didn’t care about her tears when she’d intended to steal my mates and only cried because she lost the bet. All I cared about now was making my fae mate remember us. 

I stood on my tiptoes, my palms pressing against Pyrder’s face, and I kissed him raw, hot, and hard. He opened his mouth for me, and my tongue accepted his invitation, sweeping his teeth and mating with his tongue. 

A deep rumble vibrated from his chest, his panther purring in desire. 

Our mating bond lit like starlight.  

Pyrder inhaled, and I broke the kiss. 

He gazed at me with love and shame. “Cass, my baby.” 

“You’re my moon, my love, my heart, my breath, my fire, and my existence, Pyrder Iliathorr,” I said, and then I turned to Lorcan and Alaric. “You all are.” 

Tears glinted in the fae prince’s beautiful, thick eyelashes, and my other mates swallowed back emotion, their throats moving up and down. 

Pyrder scooped me into his arms, looking around with wild, lust-filled eyes. He was searching for a room so he, too, could mate with me. The panther in him demanded it, and I could hear it convincing Pyrder to stake his claim on me once again. 

I wouldn’t turn him down, since the fire twirling between my thighs needed to be quenched, even though my demigod mate had just sated me and given me such a memorable orgasm. 

“We don’t have time for another mating,” Lorcan said firmly. “We must get out of here.” His piercing gray eyes fixed on the Goddess of Love and Beauty, and there wasn’t the slightest bit of adoration in his gaze toward her. Her beauty had never affected him. 

“You need to let us leave, Aphrodite,” he said. “Our quarrel isn’t with you at the moment, but if you stay in our way, we will kill you without a second thought.” 

“It’s her looks, isn’t it?” Aphrodite said and transformed the next instant. 

The Goddess of Lust and Fantasy became me—a refined me, actually, without all my rough edges, ridiculous domination, and bad attitude. 

“See,” she said. “I can be her, a better her. I can be whomever and whatever you want and give you more than she can ever hope to offer you. All you need to do is choose me and return the golden apple to me.” 

Rage vibrated within me. 

“Stop trying to steal my men, Aphrodite,” I said. “They’ll never be yours or anyone else’s. They’re mine, always and forever. If you don’t fuck off, I’ll ruin your face and boobs!” 

“You don’t speak for the men who adore me, little savage whore,” she insisted. “They can decide whom they’ll go to bed with tonight without your foul mouth telling them so.” 

“The thing is, I like how my mate is,” Alaric said. “Rude and outrageous.” Then, at my glare, he added, “And loyal, brave, and cunning. No one can ever be as fun as she is.” He turned to the goddess with a disdainful look. “Call my mate whore again and you’ll soon gain the title of Goddess of Whores and Thieves.” 

“No force in the universe can ever separate us,” Pyrder said. “You can try, but you will fail.” 

Lorcan nodded. “If our mate wants the golden apple, it’s hers to keep. We won’t allow anyone to take it from her. We’ll give her the world, anything she desires, not just an apple.” His gray gaze fixed on me dotingly. “Dulcis, you realize you’re officially the richest woman on Earth with all of your mates’ combined treasure at your disposal, right?” 

I bounced on my heels. “Really? I know I’m rich, since all that’s yours is mine, and you’re all loaded, but I didn’t know exactly how rich!” I beamed at him, feeling light radiating from my skin. “Will you open a bank account for me when we return home? What’s the safest bank to put my money in?” 

“We’re in Hell,” Pyrder chuckled, “and our mate is worried about her bank account.”

“Dragons love gold,” Lorcan said. “So it’s only natural dulcis loves money.” 

Pyrder laughed more. “She does love gold. She took that big gold coin for herself before we crossed the river of Styx.” 

How had our conversation turned in this direction? 

My face flamed. “You all misunderstood me. It’s not like I’m some gold-digger.” But my hand fumbled in my inner pocket, and my heart settled when I found the gold coin. 

“It’s perfect that you love gold, sweetheart,” Alaric said. “You’ll be the biggest, meanest she-dragon who guards our treasure, your treasure.” 

“And all of you are my treasure, too,” I said slyly. 

They laughed in satisfaction. 

They poked fun at me because they were so happy we didn’t get separated. 

“I hate to break up the family reunion,” Hephaestus chimed in, “but I need to point out a few practical things.” He winked at me, and that nearly set me off again, because he didn’t know how to wink properly!

Just when I was about to demand he pay gold to Pyrder for weekly lessons to learn how to wink, quirk an eyebrow, and flirt correctly, shame slammed into me. 

When had I become one of those who judged people by their looks? The God of Blacksmiths had done a great deal for us, though he liked to complain and brag. He’d proved to be loyal. 

Even though he was a member of the godly race, I should have treated him better, as he deserved, and done right by him. 

But when Hephaestus opened his mouth again and spoke, my guilt and embarrassment cut in half. 

“I thought those two idiots were goners for sure when they started worshiping at my ex-wife’s feet,” he said. He would find any chance to humiliate his half-brother Alaric. 

Alaric and Pyrder stole a glance at me, shame and remorse shrouding their hard faces. They had indeed lounged at the feet of the goddess’s throne like lost puppies before they saw me, before Hephaestus fanned our scent toward them.  

“Yet they passed the trial like no other men could have,” I said. In my gut, I knew that Hades brought Aphrodite here to break up my mates and me, so he could seize the opportunity to take advantage of my heartbreak. “No male has ever resisted the Goddess of Beauty, Lust, and Temptation, yet all of my mates came out as champions and walked away from the goddess of every man’s fantasy.” 

My voice dripped with pride. “Love is a weapon, and lust even more so as it is capable of enslaving a man’s body and soul, but my mates remained true to me and dulled the enemy’s blade. They’ve never let me down since the day I met them. They make me so proud.” 

Bright tears filled my eyes as I gazed upon Lorcan. My vampire mate, who had remembered all, had never averted his eyes from me in favor of the most beautiful female in the whole universe. He was blind to her beauty and immune to her charm and seduction, so she’d resorted to locking him in an enchanted coffin, yet he’d still broken out to come to me, to come to his bonded brothers’ rescue. 

As if perceiving my thought, Lorcan said quietly, “There’s only one woman for me. I recognized you as my mate the second I laid eyes on you in that cage.” And my future had settled with him, with them, when they’d chosen me while I was a filthy, crude savage. “I mate for life, dulcis.” 

“Every piece of my heart, body, and soul belongs to all of you,” I said to my mates. “And we’re going to get back my lost mate.” I turned to the God of Blacksmiths with a slight bow, paying respect toward him as no other had ever done for him. “And I call you my friend, Hephaestus, for you’ve proven to be loyal and worthy. Thank you for helping my mates and me find a way toward each other.” 

“We’ll always find our way toward you, even without him,” Alaric grunted in displeasure. 

Lorcan and Pyrder also made noises of disagreement. 

All my alpha males!

But Hephaestus ignored them, and two big tears dripped from the corners of his dirty-green eyes. He dabbed at them with his sleeve. 

With my power in place, my memory returned, I recognized the illusion the Goddess of Fancy and Fantasy had cast to trap us.  

I turned to her, my hands on my hips. “It’s over, sugar doll. You know you can’t steal my mates. So, remove yourself and the illusion, if you don’t want to suffer any more humiliation.” 

Aphrodite let loose an animalistic snarl, which was quite out of character for the Goddess of Love. Even fuming, she still looked the part of the most gorgeous woman of any race, from any time or space, though not in my mates’ eyes. 

In their eyes, I was the only woman for them. 

I grinned like an idiot at the realization. 

“Finish them off and there will be rewards for you,” Aphrodite screamed, waving for her followers to attack us. She pointed four elegant fingers at me, which was a bit overdone. “Kill that filthy, savage whore first!” 

Her fans charged at us with shouts, Hector, Rainer, and Ambrosia leading the way despite orders from my mates to back down. The three hadn’t gotten their memories back yet, and they still worshipped the Goddess of Love faithfully. 

Well, when they regained their memories, they’d weep and beg for my mates’ forgiveness and mine as well. I’d use that as leverage if I ever needed them to do my bidding in the future, even though I knew we shouldn’t blame them for their actions under the spell of a powerful goddess.  

My mates were immune to her beauty and power, not only because they were the most powerful immortals walking the Earth, but also because their hearts remained true to me. Our bond could break any goddess’s spell in this alternate reality. 

Swords rose and fell, and the harsh clang of steel on steel filled the corridor. My mates knocked out warrior after warrior, trying to avoid killing them. 

Ambrosia finally blinked back to her awareness, recognition returning to her green eyes. I didn’t know why she had come to her senses earlier than her peers, since she was less powerful than Hector. But then again, she was a female, and she wasn’t exactly a lesbian. Hector and Rainer still hissed while fighting hard to get to me in order to get the reward promised by the Goddess of Beauty. I bet the reward was to let them kiss the bottom of her feet. 

Ambrosia yelled at her comrades, demanding they wake the fuck up and remember. 

The Goddess of Love started to glow, enhancing her beauty and seductive influence, and her power slammed into my mates like a tidal wave, trying to distract or crush them. 

My mates weren’t weak. No one could bring them to their knees. 

My eyes burned and blood boiled with rage. “Bitch, stop trying already!” I shouted. “No one touches my men!” 

My tri-colored fire hit her, sending her flying backwards. She crashed onto the ground, a stunned expression freezing on her lovely face. A dark beam flew out from me, pinning her in place like a living vine. 

And then I started drinking from her. 

Fuck! The Goddess of Love and Lust was the most delicious energy drink among the gods. Her pure, supreme energy was intoxicating. I latched on tighter. 

She turned to me, her blue eyes widening in terror. She writhed, fighting back, trying to break free from my binding, but this savage was incredibly strong. 

Now she knew what I was best at—siphoning the gods’ powers and pumping terror into them. She could never become me, but I could become her. 

I watched the golden hair of the Goddess of Beauty begin to dull and her eyes dim. Her face no longer shone but started to sag. 

I inhaled and drank in her essence, sighing in bliss. The Goddess of Love, Lust, and Beauty was no longer that desirable, but it was a temporary effect. Her power would replenish in time, that is, if I didn’t keep draining her. 

Aphrodite stared at her wrinkled hands and sallow skin, crying her heart out. Well, for eons, she’d always gotten what she wanted because of her looks. It was time for her to learn that a woman should never rely on her looks alone. 

Looks faded, even for the Goddess of Beauty. 

After I drained her, her illusion would shatter, and this alternate reality would no longer hold us captive. 

Just then, Demeter materialized in a mist of light.  

“Cass, stop, please,” the Goddess of Plants and Fertility pleaded. “Let her go.” 

It was hard to let go. The Goddess of Love and Beauty was too yummy. 

Demeter tried to lay her fingers on my arm to get my attention but jerked back just as quickly. “Cass, please. Aphrodite is also a victim of the abusive gods and their bigoted regime.”

“Yet the victims often turn to abusers,” I said. 

“She chose the wrong side,” Demeter sighed. “But she’s still my friend.” 

I did owe Demeter a debt. 

I reined in my power and regarded the beauty queen ruefully. Maybe I should take one more sip? 

Demeter shook her head. 

I smacked my lips. 

“How did you get here, Goddess Demeter?” I asked. “Do you have a lot of gold coins?” 

She gave me a half-smile. “Though not by choice, I’m still the mother-in-law to Hades. I can come to Hell any time I wish.” She turned to the Goddess of Love. “Come with me, Aphrodite, before you make a complete fool of yourself. You should never have entangled with Hades and allowed yourself to become his pawn. We need to leave the Underworld and wait out this war, as we always have.”  

“She killed my son, bewitched the immortal warriors who should be mine, and took away my title and power,” Aphrodite wailed. 

“Don’t feel too bad, ex-wife,” Hephaestus said. He’d cheered when he learned that my mates killed the God of Fear, the son of Ares and Aphrodite. 

Whenever we battled, he stood by, since he wasn’t a fighter, according to him. Now that the battle was over, he came alive again. “You aren’t alone, A. Every god who has faced off with Cass has suffered humiliation or worse at her hands. She’s the bane of existence to the Olympians.” 

“They know that,” Demeter said darkly as she turned to me. “Ares and his supporters are preparing to go to war against you, Cass. They’re torching Earth. It won’t be long before the full war comes to your door.” 

My heart lurched at her words. We needed to fetch Reys ASAP and return to the surface. 

Hephaestus glanced between his ex-wife and me, his expression torn. “She’s a trainwreck right now,” he said uncertainly. “Maybe I should ask her for the divorce papers next time.” 

“I’ll see you on the surface, Cass,” Demeter said and vanished with Aphrodite.

The illusion shattered, and we found ourselves in the ruins of Hell. 
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Hephaestus led the way, and we trod through the ruins. Remnants of a few buildings still half-stood, though all the windows were broken, the stone walls were blackened, and the doors were toppled or partially hanging. 

“What happened here?” Hector asked. 

Our team members regained most of their memories after I shattered Aphrodite’s illusion. They’d apologized profusely for trying to kill me while under her spell. I’d waved at them, deciding to be gracious. “I forgive you, but all of you owe me now, and I’ll come to collect favors one of these days.” 

None of them liked the sound of that, so they turned to their bosses with a pleading look. 

“You all owe my mate, as she said,” Pyrder said dismissively. “Just prepare for it.” 

A flicker of shadow passed overhead, and a shriek accompanied it. Yet when we turned our gazes skyward, we didn’t see anything. Hell wind whipped at us, preparing us for an ambush. 

Hephaestus halted ahead of us and gestured for us to stop, so we came to a halt behind him. In the distance, a row of stone statuettes lay scattered. Some of them had lost heads, and some of them had no limbs. Green moss covered several weathered statues. 

“This place creeps me out,” Ambrosia said, rubbing goosebumps on her arms.  

“This is Medusa’s residency,” Hephaestus said casually. 

“What?” the guys shouted in sync.  

Everyone knew about Medusa’s tragic story and her hell-bent revenge. After the sea god, Poseidon, raped her in Athena’s temple, the enraged Goddess of Reason and Intelligence turned Medusa’s lush hair to venomous snakes and made her face so horrific to behold that any man who gazed upon her would turn to stone.  

My eyes skimmed the statues in the ruins. The myth was real. Those stones had once been men. Fury surged in me, not at poor Medusa, but at the rapist Poseidon and the hypocrite Athena. 

We’d meet all the gods in the final war, and I’d show no mercy toward that fucker. As for Athena, she was on my side, according to Demeter. I wouldn’t damage the Goddess of Reason, but I would for sure give her a piece of my mind concerning how she’d treated Medusa. 

The so-called Goddess of Justice should have punished the sea god, yet she’d picked on the weak and further victimized a defenseless Medusa. But then it was the gods we were talking about. One could not expect justice from any of them. 

Apollo had even lectured me and warned that I wouldn’t survive long if I held on to the moral standards of the puny humans. 

Ambrosia blinked her green eyes, her blonde hair billowing in the air. “But Perseus, the demigod hero, beheaded Medusa.” 

“Medusa wouldn’t die so easily,” Hephaestus said with a shrug. “She somehow resurrected herself in the Underworld and still hates men with a fiery passion.” 

I wheeled toward Ambrosia, my two-toned eyes burning with disdain. “Dare you call the fucker Perseus a hero! He deemed Medusa’s punishment by Athena just and well-deserved, and that made him a complete asshole and a male chauvinist pig in my book! Are you even a woman? Not keen to show a bit of sisterhood? No one ever speaks up for Medusa. Where is the justice for her? And I, Cass Saélihn, do not just defend those who can’t defend themselves. I’ll speak for those who are forgotten and who have no voice, because I’m their fucking mouthpiece! Soon we’ll go to war with the Olympians, and I’ll run my blade through Poseidon’s fucking guts and twist it for Medusa’s sake. I’ll at least slap Athena really hard. I don’t feel a bit sorry about the death of Perseus, whom the fucking patriarchal society put on a pedestal as its perfect male hero. I’m thankful that none of my mates are like those self-righteous assholes, not even my demigod mate.” I gave Alaric a meaningful look. He was actually Perseus’s half-brother. 

Ambrosia opened her mouth in shock and humiliation, then shut it at my snarl. 

Hephaestus chuckled. “There’s never a dull moment with you around, Cass. And sometimes you’re even surprisingly eloquent.” 

“Have you forgotten your past sin, Hephaestus?” Alaric said lethally. “I haven’t exacted punishment on you for leading us to the third Hell Gate, which caused my mate heartbreak at losing one of her mates to Hell. And now you lead us right into Medusa’s territory with no forewarning?”

“Medusa isn’t home right now!” Hephaestus tried to rationalize. “When she’s around, there’s usually wailing. Do any of you hear a woman sniveling?”

The warriors pricked their ears and listened. 

“You hear nothing, right?” Hephaestus sneered. “Because she isn’t in the house at the moment.” He turned to Alaric, his grating voice dripping with venom. “The blade had to be forged in the hottest lava! And this is the only path across the bowel of Hell. We need to cross it to reach and rescue Cass’s favorite mate. I’m sick and tired of your constant threats. Also, for your information, I didn’t come unprepared.” He yanked a rope and a dozen eyepatches out of his backpack with an attitude. “Everyone except for the females put on an eyepatch now. Hold the rope and we’ll plow through the ruins in single file. In no time, we’ll leave Medusa’s domain.” 

A sob rose from the shadows in a ramshackle building twenty yards ahead. It was the most heartbroken and eerie sound I’d ever heard. 

The warriors drew their blades. 

“Quick, shut your eyes!” Hephaestus barked, panic seeping into his tone, as he grabbed a pair of eyepatches and put them on to cover his eyes. 

The warriors followed suit in a hurry. 

“We can’t leave our mate unguarded,” my mates said, hesitant to wear the eyepatches. 

“She’ll guard herself just fine!” Hephaestus voiced my same thought.  

Ambrosia moved to my side for her sentry duty, as if I really needed it. 

I strode to the head of the group. 

“Medusa, hey girl,” I called cautiously. “Is that you?” 

“Yes, it’s me.” Medusa wept some more. Her voice was both innocent and vicious at the same time. 

“We’re seeking a safe path to the pit of Hell, and we mean you no harm,” I said. “Will you let us pass?”

“Yes,” she said, stopping her lament for a moment. “I heard what you said about me. I heard whispers of your name in the Underworld before you came. No one has cleared my name. No one has defended me as you did. No one has shown me a sliver of justice or sympathy for an eon, until you came, the princess heir of the Underworld.” 

I caught a shadow of a figure with living snakes writhing on its head. 

“I didn’t come here to claim that title,” I said. 

“You came to claim your mate,” she said. “I’ll let you and your companions, even the males, pass, if you promise to punish the Olympians. Avenge me, and my soul will find peace.” 

“I will,” I said, clenching my fists. “I promise.”

“Summon me and I’ll follow you into war, Cass Saélihn, the only one who is fair and just,” she rasped. “Here come the ones you want. I’ll fade into the shadows now so none of your companions will see my face.” 

She resumed her weeping again, but it sounded more upbeat and less eerie, until her wailing trailed off in the distance, but not before her last words reached us. “You’re safe here. I’ll guard you, Goddess Cass.” 

Hephaestus let out a relieved breath. “The relentless, vengeful Medusa bent the rules for you. It’s a first.” 

“And you gave us false information again that almost cost my team,” Alaric accused. 

Hephaestus shook his head, about to defend himself. 

A figure dashed toward us. I widened my eyes, then narrowed them as I recognized the shaggy-haired dude who had mugged me and taken my old Disney DVD Beauty and the Beast. 

He wasn’t what I wanted, as Medusa had informed me, but I definitely wanted to punch his face before I interrogated him. 

“It’s the elemental shifter, the thief!” I shouted. “His ass is mine! Trap the sucker before he disappears like last time!” 

My mates moved forward. Pyrder threw his hands up to send wind to pin down the shifter, but no wind blasted out of him. Alaric called for his lightning, and it, too, gave him a no-show. 

They’d forgotten that their magic didn’t work in Hell. 

Lorcan was more practical. He moved in a flash, but before he could clutch the elemental shifter’s throat, the shifter teleported and appeared in front of me. 

I swung my fist to punch him, only to find his face had turned to smoke. 

“Coward! Face me,” I cried in rage.

He moved to another location, his face solidifying again. “Will you promise not to hit me again? I don’t like to be slapped by a girl. Last time you grabbed my wing damn hard and left bruises. Girl, you got some strength in you.” 

“You turned to smoke and left me plunging to my death, fucker,” I shouted. 

“Yet you’re still here, aren’t you?” he said. “And you got the blade from the Rabbit Hole. So I’d say it’s a win for you.” 

“It wasn’t a rabbit hole,” I said. “You should be more specific next time.” 

“I’m on your side,” he said, raising his hands in the air in a gesture of surrender, but I didn’t trust him much. 

“We need to trap him so he won’t disappear before he answers some questions,” I told my team. “Any idea how to trap him?” 

“There’s no need to ensnare me,” the elemental shifter said. “I’m scouting for—”

Two figures stumbled out of the deep shade of a dark building, heading toward us. 

A sob of surprise and joy left my throat. 

Reys tried to quicken his pace as he held Amber up to support her, his turquoise eyes glued to me and shining with joy, love, and sorrow. 

I shot toward them like an arrow, and my companions raced behind me.  

Reys looked at Amber, and she nodded, signaling that she could stand. Reys let go of her just as I reached them. 

They both looked battered and haggard, with hollowed cheeks, cracked lips, and dark circles under their eyes, but there was no blood on them. 

That was some good news. At least they weren’t injured. Reys had no chains on his wrists anymore, but he bore red scars on his skin. I swallowed my rage. I remembered how Hades’s chains had pierced my beloved’s wrists.  

“Reys, Amber,” I said in a choked voice, a myriad of emotions running through me. 

“Baby.” Reys murmured my name and opened his arms. 

I jumped onto him, my hands clasping behind his neck, my legs wrapping around his waist. I wept against his shoulder. I’d never let him out of my sight again. 

Hephaestus made himself useful and caught Amber. “I’ve got you, maiden.” 

My other mates surrounded Reys and me in support. 

Pyrder clasped Reys’s other shoulder, his eyes filling with tears. “My twin,” he said. 

Reys’s throat moved, and he nodded at his twin. “I’m back.” 

Alaric patted Reys’s back. “Glad to have you back, brother.” 

And Lorcan stroked my back, as if I was the one who needed the comfort. 

Hector, Rainer, and Ambrosia closed in on the shifter to prevent him from escaping, which was a futile effort, but I doubted that the shifter would take off. He’d brought my mate and my best friend to me. 

A wail sounded in the distance, and instantly my mates and companions looked alarmed. 

“Shut your eyes!” the shifter cried. “That’s why I came to scout. This is Medusa—”

“She’s our ally,” I called. “Brave Medusa is guarding us.” 

“I will guard you with my life, Cass,” Medusa called from the distance, and her wail faded. 

“How did you make your escape, Reysalor?” Alaric asked. 

“Is Hades’s force following you?” Pyrder asked. “We need to find shelter before we head back to the surface.”

“Give dulcis to me, Reysalor,” Lorcan said, “so you can brief us.” 

Reys glared at Lorcan. “I can brief you just fine while holding my mate!” He pressed me closer to him, as if afraid anyone would take me away from him. 

“I’m here, Reys,” I said, threading my fingers into his thick, red-golden hair. “But you need rest first.” 

“I’ll rest later,” Reys said and crushed his lips onto mine, not caring who was around or watching. 

I kissed him back with wild passion. Before he even urged, I’d opened my mouth for him, and his tongue rushed in, sweeping my hard palate. 

My eyes rolled back at the buzzing pleasure. 

Reys thrust his tongue deep into my mouth, mating with mine, teasing and seducing and growing urgent. My mate was hungry for me. It had been just a few days since we’d been torn apart, but time might move slower in the Underworld or not progress at all, which would only make Reys feel more impacted by our separation. 

I felt his huge, hard erection under my buttocks. My face flamed. I felt an urgent need to have his cock in me, but we couldn’t mate here in these ruins with an audience. 

Yet our mating fever didn’t care that this was a dangerous time and place. It kept driving Reys and me with a fierce need until we finished the ritual and sated the beasts in us. 

Someone coughed to remind us where we were again. 

Someone reasoned with Reys. 

Yet no one dared to pry me off him. 

Everything was a blur after that, until we were led to a half-rundown building and gathered in the hall. 

Surprisingly, there was even a stone table and some chairs. 

Our elite warriors guarded the door while the rest of us sat around the table with the shifter. Hephaestus sat next to Amber, caring for her, providing her with water and coaxing her to eat more of the bread and fruit we’d packed with us. I was surprised to see the tender side of the God of Blacksmiths. He looked like a giant monster beside my tiny, fragile sheep seer, and Amber, who had flinched away from my smoldering-hot mates and feared them at first sight, didn’t cower from Hephaestus. She gazed up at him now and then, studying him in fascination while biting into a peach, and he offered her a gentle, encouraging smile. 

For fuck’s sake, my sheep friend was still a virgin. This wouldn’t end well!

I blinked as I stared hard at Hephaestus. Were we in another fucked-up alternate reality? 

But Reys’s tender, possessive fingers stroking down my spine told me all this was real, and we’d gotten back Reys and Amber. Actually, they’d escaped all by themselves before we even had a chance to rescue them. 

Reys had refused to let me leave his lap or allow anyone to take me away from him, even when he drank water from the bottle. I’d fed him with my energy when we’d locked our tongues. He was recovering and gaining his strength at rapid speed. 

Somehow, when the five of us were together, we felt stronger. 

“What’s the story, Reysalor?” Alaric asked, then sent Jonah, whom Reys had introduced to us, a menacing look. “Why is the elemental shifter, who once lured our mate into a trap, with you?” 

“Jonah is a double agent,” Reys said. “He had a hand in our escape.” 

“Well, since both of my charges are quite busy,” Jonah said, glancing at us, “I’ll finish the rest of the story. I was a top aide to Pluto, the former Lord of the Underworld, before Hades invaded Hell. When Hades jailed Pluto, I served the alien god, but my true fealty lies with my own lord. Being close to Hades brought certain benefits to a spy like me. I overheard the scheme between Hades and the Earth Goddess about breeding the ultimate weapon that could kill the Olympian gods.” He turned to me, not afraid to meet my narrowed eyes. “That weapon is you, but you’ll need to use the Blade of Five Elements to finish off the Olympian gods.” 

My heart sank as I learned about Gaea’s role in the scheme. My grandmother’s ass wasn’t clean, after all, and I had thought she was my savior and guide. Well, she had rescued me from dire situations a few times. But then again, she needed me to kill the Olympians for her. Anyway, that was my goal as well. 

My mission would end up with me being dead along with the gods.  

On the other hand, the Hell shifter could be lying, since we didn’t know anything about him. Helping Reys and Amber escape could be his ruse to get us to trust him. 

A thousand conflicting ideas ran through my head, making me dizzy. 

“Lord Pluto ordered me to search for you, and I’ve been looking ever since,” Jonah said. “I finally found you in the Academy after you surfaced. I observed you for some time. Then I reported your existence to both Hades and Pluto after I was sure that you weren’t on the Olympians’ side.” 

At my glare, he shrugged. “Hades has been waiting for you to pop up. It’s inevitable. I executed the orders from both Hades and Pluto to lead you to the Rabbit Hole, which you renamed the Court of Ice and Wind. Only you and your mates could enter the place that existed in the past and retrieve an ancient scroll that foretold the secret of killing the Olympian gods.”

“After I rejected Hades’s preposterous idea of swearing a blood oath to him and serving him.” Reysalor continued with the rest of the tale, as he’d recollected himself after his reunion with me. “Hades tossed me into the eternal jail where he put the former Lord of the Underworld in order to break me, too. Hell isn’t a place for the living, so Amber and I weren’t doing too well in the oven-hot cell. Pluto, though greatly weakened, was the Lord of the Underworld, after all. He can absorb energy from his realm. He fed Amber and me with his power to sustain us. With that, I could get by, but Amber is a mortal. I knew that if we didn’t get out soon, she’d die.” 

“So my lord summoned me to smuggle out your mate and your friend,” Jonah said grimly. “By doing so, I’d be exposed, but it’s time for me to state who my true master is. My loyalty has never faltered.” 

“Where is Pluto now?” Pyrder asked. 

“He stayed behind,” Amber said. She looked better after having some food in her stomach. “He refused to go with us, saying that if he ever moved, Hades would know it and our escape plan would fail.” 

“We’ll come back for him after we deal with the gods,” Alaric said. 

Lorcan nodded. “We need to get dulcis out of Hell now that we’ve fetched Reysalor and Amber.” 

“When you come back, if you do come back,” Jonah murmured, “my lord won’t be here anymore.”

“What do you mean?” Reys asked in concern. 

“My lord has decided to sacrifice himself to give you a chance,” Jonah said. “He’s planned this ever since Hades took his throne. He had an ancient alliance with the fae royal house. The magical gold coin from your parents is his gift to the fae, for uncontested passage in the Underworld. Even Hades can’t revoke that.”

My hand moved to find the coin in my pocket. Good thing we hadn’t spent it. 

“My lord will be thrown into the sea of eternal fire when Hades discovers that he helped Prince Reysalor escape,” Jonah said. 

“Then why did he help us?” Reys asked. 

“He puts his faith in your mate and all of you,” Jonah said. 

“We can’t leave him behind,” Reys said. “We have to go get him.” 

“Then you take Cass back to the surface,” Pyrder said. “The rest of us will go bust him out.” 

My heart burned. 

“Not a chance,” I said. “We’ll do this together. He sacrificed himself for my mate and my best friend, and I won’t leave a debt unpaid.”

“What if Hades and his horde come upon us?” Hephaestus asked. 

“We’ll be prepared for them this time,” I hissed. 

The God of Blacksmiths had tutored me on Hell business. As the heir, I could command the demons and wraiths. 

“This was supposed to be a grab-and-go mission.” Hephaestus sighed. “If we bring Pluto, we carry a bigger target. I should get Amber out of here first while you go for the former Lord of the Underworld. Amber isn’t like all of you. Hell is the worst place for a mortal. Plus, you now have a shifter as your guide; you won’t need me.”

We nodded an agreement while Amber protested. 

“I hate to be so weak!” she complained.

“You aren’t weak, pip,” I said. “You’re just different. But now you’re weakened by Hell, so we need to get you out first.” I turned to Hephaestus. “How will you cross the river of Styx?”

“I have a way,” he said. 

“Then why didn’t you show us the way when we first crossed it?” Alaric asked in annoyance, and I twisted my torso on Reys’s lap to glare at the god. 

He’d almost let us spend the gold coin, and we’d lost our memories temporarily because of his intentional or unintentional neglect. His ex-wife had tried to do us in!

“The path to return is different,” Hephaestus said, rolling his eyes. 

There was no need to keep focusing on him.

“We’ll separate,” Reys said. “Hephaestus will take Amber home, and the rest of us will go break Pluto out.” 

Jonah swallowed, and tears formed in his jet-black eyes. 

“Thank you,” said the shifter. “My lord hasn’t put his faith in the wrong ally.”

I suddenly remembered something else and put my hands on my hips. 

“Where the fuck is my DVD of Beauty and the Beast you stole from me, Hell’s shifter?” I asked. 

He looked sheepish. “Uh, I’ll find it for you when the war is over? I might have put it somewhere. The movie actually isn’t that great. Beasts don’t care about beauties in Hell. Beasts eat beauties.” 

I narrowed my eyes. “That’s not for you to judge! The DVD was a birthday gift for my buddy Amber.”

Amber widened her eyes. “Really?”

“That’s very sweet of you, Cass,” Hephaestus said in approval before turning to snarl at Jonah. “You need to locate that DVD!” 

“I’ll try, as I said would,” Jonah said defensively. “If it’s gone, I’ll volunteer to be Cass’s slave for two days as a punishment.”  

“Stay away from my mate,” Lorcan growled, feeling territorial. 

“One more thing,” Jonah sighed, a lock of his scruffy hair dropping into his eyes. “I have to mention it. The Earth Goddess promised Hades that the Blade of Five Elements can kill any god save him, because he’s already the Lord of Death. He masters death, not the other way around.” 

“So he won’t die, no matter how I stab him?” I shrieked. “Why does everyone always deliver the bad news at the last second?”

Medusa wailed in the distance in feeble agreement. 

I shouted farewell and threw a few more encouraging words at her before we left her ruins behind. 
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We stayed out of the reach of the lake of fire that warded the prison, a black stone castle. 

“I’ll shift to my dragon form and carry a few fighters with me,” I said. “We’ll grab Pluto and get the hell out.” 

“You’ll set off the alarm and alert Hades,” Jonah said. 

“What’s your idea of breaking in?” Reys said. “We got out just fine.” 

“I can’t use my prison card twice,” Jonah said. “It’s a shame that you gave Charon the gold coin to cross the Styx. Otherwise it could buy us a free path into and out of the castle. Let me see if I can find another way in. After we get my lord, I suppose we’ll just have to fight our way out.” 

I produced the magical gold coin from my pocket. “Will this do?” 

Jonah stared at the coin that I twirled between my fingers. 

“How?” he asked, widening his eyes. “Didn’t you use it to cross the river?”

“I’m a woman of many tricks and layers,” I said with a smirk.  

My mates chuckled indulgently, and Hell’s shifter joined them. 

“And my dragon will eat your eagle if you double-cross us,” I said. 

The shifter’s laughter cut off, and he blinked his coal-black eyes. 

I hesitated for a second and tossed the gold coin into the lake of fire. Then I turned to gaze up at my mates through my thick lashes. “See, I’m not cheap. I only want to use gold properly.” 

“Who accused you of being cheap?” Reys snarled. 

“We’ll open bank accounts for dulcis in every bank,” Lorcan said with a sigh. “Our mate demands her independence in every way, including financially.” 

“What’s wrong with that request?” Reys asked. “Our money is hers!” 

I grinned at my fae prince. “They know that. I’m very rich, Reys.” 

A bridge extended from the castle above the lake of fire and reached us. 

“Flirt and fight later,” Jonah said and charged onto the bridge. “Hurry up.” 

Alaric and Lorcan raced after him, with Reys and me in the middle, and Pyrder and the fae cadet brought up the rear. 

Hephaestus and Amber weren’t among us anymore. I only hoped that he got Amber home safe and sound. If he screwed up, I’d kick his ugly ass really hard when I saw him again. 

Jonah guided us through a maze of cloisters and stairs in the bleak, oven-hot castle. Anyone would feel drained after staying in this prison for even less than an hour. My Reys and Amber suffered for days here. And Pluto had been locked here for who knew how long. 

Sympathy rose in me, especially because I was grateful that he’d helped my mate and friend. 

After running for a while, we stood in front of an iron-barred cage. 

A slender, tall death deity in chains perched on an iron bed, his face buried in his chained hands. 

My throat constricted. 

I’d been raised in a barred cage for over a decade. I couldn’t stand seeing anyone suffer the same fate. Seeing the other cage next to Pluto’s that had jailed my mate and Amber made my blood pump with white-hot rage. 

Pluto raised his head, his dark-blue eyes looking haunted in his hollow face. Yet he smiled at us with sorrow and regret. “Jonah,” he said, “what did I tell you? You shouldn’t bring them back here. You can’t sacrifice Goddess Cass. Escort them out right now and return to the surface before it’s too late.” 

“We’re taking you with us, Pluto,” Reys said. “We won’t leave you behind.” 

“Hades will know.” Pluto sighed. “And then you won’t get out of Hell, either.” 

We’ll see about that,” I said, tossing my tri-fires at the lock, but nothing shot out of my fingers, not even a spark. 

I tried again, and my mates attempted the same, but we all failed. 

“This is the null zone,” Pluto said. “No magic can work here. Hades made sure of that after he stripped me of my title and dethroned me, so I couldn’t use my full power to escape. However...” He paused, studying me, and a small glimmer of hope rose to his eyes. “You’re the heir, and I’m the former Lord of the Underworld. Perhaps it’ll work if we combine our powers.” 

“How should we go about doing that?” I asked. 

“You need to claim your legacy first,” Pluto said. “But then Hades will know about your presence for sure.” 

“I bet on my future bank accounts that he already knows we’re here,” I said. “He’s probably waiting like a big, bad spider. One way or another, we’ll just have to tear his web and fight our way out.”  

I closed my eyes. I’d heard the call of the Underworld like a dark storm since we first arrived, clashing with the shower of light from Earth’s call. I’d been brushing off Hell’s tug, since I didn’t want to have anything to do with it. But I owed Pluto a debt for my mate and friend, and I wouldn’t leave him here to rot or be thrown into the eternal sea of fire. 

As I quieted and centered my mind, Hell’s essence spun around me like a dark wind. It appeared the same as Hades’s wind, yet it held slight differences. 

Once I claimed my heritage, I’d have responsibilities concerning Hell and the souls that dwelled within it, just as I had obligations regarding Earth. I accepted that. There were no free rides these days. 

“Mates.” I wrenched my eyes open. “I need a blade from one of you.” 

Alaric handed me his flaming sword. 

“Wait!” Reys called, blocking the demigod. He turned to regard Pluto with an intense stare. “Will my mate be bound to Hell once she carries out the blood ritual?” 

He wanted to rescue Pluto, but he would never do so at my expense. 

“Not really,” Pluto said. “She has me, the former Lord of the Underworld, as her servant and replacement. I’ll be the anchor to this realm should she decide not to be one herself. She can come into and leave the Underworld at will. And I’ll swear a blood oath to serve the new Earth Goddess and take care of the souls in the Underworld, as I always did until Hades’s return.”  

“He’s telling the truth,” I said as I took Alaric’s blade and sliced it across my palm. 

I didn’t wince at the explosive pain from my palm since my mates all surrounded me in a ring, watching me with concern. 

I let my blood drip on the ground and handed the blade back to my demigod mate. 

“I, Cass Saélihn, claim my legacy as heir to Hell,” I declared. “Accept my blood. Accept my authority over you. And accept my protection of you.”  

A cluster of hellfire, darker than midnight, leapt from under the ground and danced at my feet. Then my blood was gone, accepted.

Particles, dark wind, and fire of chaos and order coursed in my veins, seeking a permanent dwelling place. But I pushed the dark power down into the abyss of my well and let it settle there with my other powers. 

I mastered the Hell power, not the other way around. 

“It’s done, Goddess of Earth, Death, and Beyond.” Pluto went down on one knee, his chain clanging at his movements. 

Jonah dropped both knees and bowed his head. “Goddess of Earth, Death, and Beyond,” he echoed. 

My mates looked at me with awed adoration, and I saw my eyes glow with dark light in the reflection of their eyes. 

I waved a hand at the lock and commanded, “Open!”

Pluto pressed his hand against the inner lock and commanded as well. “Open!” 

I felt my Hell power connecting to the former Lord of the Underworld, and our combined powers arose like two burning beams in the dark abyss. 

The lock clicked, and the iron door swung open. 

The chains dropped from Pluto’s hands and feet, and he stepped out of his cage after centuries of confinement and threw his head back and laughed. 

I’d acted the same when Lorcan and Reys had first freed me. 

“Uh, guys,” I said, surveying my mates. “That felt too easy—I mean this whole busting-Pluto-out mission.” 

“We were in luck,” Alaric said.  

“Let’s go!” Lorcan yelled for a retreat. 

Among all of my mates, my vampire hated Hell the most, and not just because of the unbearably high temperature. Well, mostly it was because of the stifling heat and the thick smell of sulfur in the air. 

Jonah shook out of his stupor and charged ahead to lead the way. We followed the same formation as when we’d entered the castle. 

Pluto stayed close to me. 

“Where’s the human girl?” he asked with regret. “She’s courageous for a mortal.” 

For a death deity, Pluto seemed to be the nicest guy in Hell. 

“The God of Blacksmiths came with us and took her to the surface,” Pyrder said. 

We rushed out of the castle as if fire were on our tails, only to halt at the base of the former bridge. It was gone. 

On the other side of the lake of fire, my biological father regarded us darkly, his horde of demons and wraiths spread out endlessly behind him. He looked even larger than when he’d battled us at the volcano site, hellfire swirling in the dark, wavy hair that framed his beautiful, pale face.  

He looked absolutely glorious in Hell, much in the same way Zeus appeared on Earth. Yet one commanded the darkness and the other the light. However, both were bad guys. But neither thought so, for the gods had no concept of morality.  

His second-in-command, Thanatos, stood to his left, a pair of wicked daggers in his armored hands, his massive black wings arching aggressively. 

My mates stepped in front of me, but I pushed through them. 

“Hades,” I yelled out, my hand bracing on my hip. “What are you doing here? Where’s the bridge? I paid for passage with a very expensive gold coin. If you aren’t going to let us pass, I demand a full refund!” 

Hades chuckled. “Hello, my lovely, ever so charming daughter.” His gaze flicked to Pluto, who stood right behind me, probably glaring at Hades in defiance. “I see that you’ve made some unlikely friends along the way.” He clicked his tongue. “You even collected Medusa, as none has done before.” 

“Yes, I’m determined to kick her rapist in the balls!” I said. 

“That’s Poseidon,” Hades said. “It happened too long ago. He probably won’t even remember.” 

“Hades, we’ll get out of here one way or another,” Alaric said. “You’d better stay out of the way.”  

“Always getting between me and my daughter, my tiresome bastard nephew,” Hades said. “If not for my daughter’s sake, I’d have gotten rid of you a long time ago.” 

“Yeah, you tried,” Alaric said. 

Hades’s dark eyes that could swallow all the starlight flashed. A moment later, he calmed. 

“I’ve been waiting for you, Cass,” he said. “I’m glad that you’ve claimed your legacy as my heir.” 

“Not exactly,” I said. “I am heir to Hell and its future mistress.” 

“It’s the same,” he said. “I’ve prepared a welcome feast suitable for my heir.”

I feigned a yawn. “I’ll pass. I need to get home. I didn’t sleep well last night.” 

Lorcan wrapped his arm around my waist, probably at the thought of my losing sleep. 

I pulled the energy of Hell up into me, adding to my awesome goddess powers, and threw my hands out. 

“Bridge!” I commanded. 

The bridge appeared in front of me. 

“Battle ready!” Pyrder shouted. 

Just before Alaric and Pyrder charged, the bridge vanished. 

“This is but a warning, daughter,” Hades said. “You’ve grown very powerful, and I’m so proud of you. I might have a hard time subduing you, since you’ve cleverly added Hell power to your arsenal. But you do have a weakness. Don’t make me hurt those whom you love dearly.” 

Hades would collapse the bridge while we were in the middle of it, and my mates and our team would fall into the lake of fire. 

He smiled, seeing the realization in my eyes. 

“Let them go, Hades,” Pluto said, “and I’ll willingly return to my chains and cell.” 

“It’s tempting to punish you severely for your betrayal,” Hades said. “But—”

“You’re my subjects now, Pluto and Jonah,” I told them. I wouldn’t allow Hades to harm them or any member of my team. “Where I go, you follow.” 

Pluto clamped his mouth shut. 

“I approve of how you leash all the males, including your mates,” Hades said. 

My mates didn’t even bother to growl, but a lick of black fire twirled up my arms and lit my hair, hissing at Hades. 

“I don’t have a daddy complex that makes me crave your approval,” I snorted. 

The God of Death laughed. “You just called me Daddy, Cass. I’ve been expecting you to finally come home. As your father, it’s my responsibility to point out a few things that will help you. Though your death power comes from me, you haven’t truly learned what it means to be a death goddess. But don’t you worry. I’ll teach you.” 

Phobos’s mocking words rang in my ear. “He’ll take your power and cage you. The God of Death doesn’t show mercy, even to his own blood.” 

As if perceiving my doubts, Hades said softly and sincerely, “I know Ares’s stupid kid put fear in your mind, saying that I’d strip you of your power. On the contrary, I’ll only strengthen you. I’ll teach you how to master death, how to control the souls, and how to kill the gods. Will you come with me?”

He stretched out a hand, and the bridge reappeared. With that, the lake of fire beneath it transformed to dry land. 

That was a neat trick. I should learn it. 

None of us moved toward the death god and his army. 

I waved a hand at him. “What’s in it for you?” 

“You know what I want, daughter. I want to kill the Olympian gods as much as you do. I promise I won’t hold you or your companions as prisoners. On the contrary, I want you to return to the Upper Realm as soon as you’ve learned exactly how to kill those Olympian bastards who look down their noses at me, especially Zeus. The impotent bastard tricked me and sentenced me to eternal Hell. It breaks my heart they won’t stop hunting my only heir until you and your mates are all dead. I won’t allow it to happen.”

He did have a silver tongue; just as the myths said, he was the master of manipulation. He’d talked both Zeus’s sons and his brother into overthrowing the King of Gods. In his desperation, he’d even tried to release the Titans at the risk of destroying the whole world in order to beat Zeus. Unfortunately for him, he failed epically every time.

My eyes rolled as I calculated my best options. 

I didn’t trust Hades, but my enemy’s enemy was my temporary friend. And I did need to learn more about my powers to level the playing field against the Olympian gods. If I learned how to master the death game, I might cheat death instead of dying with the gods in the end. 

I wanted to have eternity with my mates. 

“Fine, I’ll hear what you have to say,” I said. “But I won’t promise you that I’ll work with you. If I don’t like what you have to offer, I’ll walk free with my mates and our team, and you’ll remove yourself from our path.”  

Hades smiled, dark light glinting in his eyes like an enchanting dream. The God of Death was even more seductive than the God of Love, Lust, and Beauty. But if he thought he could ensnare us, he should recalculate. 

“Certainly,” he said. “Shall we go and feast and enjoy some father-daughter time?” He waved for me to come to him. 

Pluto cleared his throat. He was reminding us of something. I glanced at him over my shoulder, puzzled.

“The food,” he whispered. 

Oh, right. If we ate the food from the Underworld, we’d be bound to Hades and the realm. My father almost tricked me at the first chance. 

“We’ll talk, Hades,” Alaric said. “But we won’t touch the food or drink from Hell. You should know better than to try and trick my mate.”

Hades shook his head in disgust. “Always spoil everything, don’t you?” 

He waved a hand, and the army behind him dissipated into red mist. That was his second friendly gesture. 

He jerked his chin toward his captain. “Thanatos, lead the princess to Starfall Palace.”

That was the palace that Queen Persephone never visited. 

“Yes, King of Death and all Gods,” Thanatos said, sheathing his wicked daggers. 

Spreading his massive black wings, Thanatos flew across the dry land and touched down a few yards in front of us. “Princess,” he said. “Please allow me to lead you and your companions to Starfall Palace.”

We strode onto the bridge behind the winged god with my mates between him and me. Hades had vanished, probably going to take a shower and wash off the Hell ash before meeting us again. 

I forgot to tell him not to put on any cologne, since I was allergic to perfume. I didn’t want to be sneezing the entire time we bargained. 

“Hey, Thanatos,” I called. “What is it about this Starfall Palace that Persephone doesn’t like?”

“The palace is filled with baby stuff,” Thanatos said. “The queen is barren.” 

“Then why the heck did Hades put all the baby stuff in there if his wife can’t have children?” I said. “Your boss isn’t all that considerate toward his queen, is he?”

“Starfall Palace was supposed to be your nursery,” Thanatos said. “But your mother disappeared with you and went into hiding.” 

A chill climbed up my spine. Just picturing myself growing up in Hell under Hades’s thumb made my insides churn. I wouldn’t be what I was now. I would be his pawn, slave, and weapon, through and through. 

Maybe Jezebel did me a favor by locking me in that cage. 

Nay. I shook my head. They were both bad. I had the worst kind of psychopaths as my parents. 

Yet my luck turned when I met my mates, even though I might not have forever with them. 

I continued to muse on the workings of fate as we trod through Hell’s terrain toward Starfall Palace. 
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Starfall Palace was darkly gorgeous in every aspect. Black blossoms of all shades hung from its façade like black stars. 

As I entered, the flowers bloomed. 

“The palace that was supposed to be your nursery realized that the heir has returned,” Thanatos murmured, his wings arching. 

“It isn’t just that,” Pluto said. “Goddess Cass is also the Earth Goddess. She has an affinity with plants and soil.” 

“Whatever,” Thanatos grumbled as he led us through a few cloisters to a grand hall adorned with black gems. 

A variety of food, fruits, drinks, and cakes filled the long tables against the walls. 

My stomach groaned. 

“Dulcis, we can’t eat anything in the Underworld,” Lorcan reminded me. He and Reys strode on either side of me with Alaric and Pyrder before me and the fae warriors, Pluto, and Jonah behind me. 

To his credit, Hades hadn’t objected to the former Lord of the Underworld joining us, despite the former lord being an eyesore to the current King of Hell. He didn’t want to break his friendly terms with me over Pluto before the negotiations even started. Hades was trying his best to ignore Pluto’s presence. 

“As soon as we return home, love,” Reys said, “we’ll cater an all-you-can-eat buffet for you.”

My eyes moistened. Yes, home. I’d built a home with my mates, and I would always have a home and mates to return to. 

Yet a small part of me wondered how Hell cake tasted. 

“Have a seat and make yourselves comfortable,” Thanatos said, gesturing at the white sofas around a gold coffee table. 

There were bottles of wines, crystal glasses, and a delicious-looking black cake in the center of the table. 

“They were brought from the surface for the heir,” Thanatos said. 

My mates shook their heads at me to warn me not to take the drinks and cake, as if I had no discipline. 

I rolled my eyes. 

“So where is Hades?” I asked Thanatos. “Shouldn’t he play the good host? We don’t have the whole day!”

“If he doesn’t show up soon, we’re leaving,” Alaric agreed, his flaming sword appearing in his hand. He was keen to fight his way out. 

Pluto and Jonah also drew their weapons. Somehow, at some point, the fae warriors had equipped them. Pluto looked much better since we had gotten him out of the prison. 

“Relax,” Thanatos said. “I’ve never seen anyone so impatient in Hell.”

“Hell is a place for the dead,” Pyrder said. “They have nothing going on, but we have a war to fight. One day in Hell might cost us many days on the surface of Earth.” 

My anxiety kicked up a notch at the concept of the time-lapse. 

“We don’t have time to play Hades’s games,” I hissed. “Let’s go.” 

“Go where?” a pure, sweet feminine voice asked. 

A goddess wearing a crown of black diamonds glided toward us. Her smoky blue eyes shone in her creamy face as they trained on me. Her pink lips parted sensually, and her jet-black hair cascaded down her exposed, elegant shoulders. The way her gold-and-black corset gown hugged her slender body in all the right places made my eyes turn green with envy. If there were a poet here, he’d say that her gentle beauty shamed the moon. 

The Queen of the Underworld had just walked in on us. 

I grinned, letting my fangs protrude a little. 

My mates rose and moved closer to me, their fingers twitching a little as they prepared to summon their flaming swords. 

Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned, let alone the Queen of Hell. She wouldn’t take kindly to her cheating husband’s love child popping up in her realm. 

Alaric was the tensest among my mates. He had first-hand experience when it came to the trials of a bastard child. He had watched his mother get cut down by a group of assassins sent by Hera, Zeus’s jealous wife. 

Soon, we’d face all the gods, and I would show no mercy toward the Queen of Gods who ordered a hit on my mate’s mother and nearly killed my beloved Alaric. 

I darted a quick glance at Persephone’s fingernails. To my relief, they were all manicured and short. My shoulders relaxed a little, though I chastised myself. I should have more faith in my mates. They wouldn’t allow her to scratch my face. 

“My queen,” Thanatos stuttered, his tanned face paling, his wings shuffling behind his back nervously. “You aren’t supposed to be here.”

Persephone wheeled on him, her eyes flashing with dark anger. “Where am I supposed to be?” Her voice turned brittle like the first ice of winter. 

He bowed to her, then sent me a quick warning look, which signaled to let him do all the talking. “You—you should rest, Your Majesty.” 

“Aren’t you such a good captain to my husband, Thanatos?” she asked softly, her words laced with venom. 

Just then, Cerberus, the massive three-headed hellhound, trotted into the hall. 

My eyes burned, the image of Amber between the hellhound’s jaws flashing in my mind. He’d also bitten into Reys’s leg, though my mate’s wound had healed. 

I’d find a chance and kick the hellhound in the teeth. 

The hellhound, however, paid no attention to my death glare but grinned at me as he approached his mistress. He rubbed against her thigh in affection, but his three pairs of eyes remained fixed on me, his tail flicking back and forth. 

“Oh, hi, Cerberus,” Persephone cooed fondly, her elegant hand scratching behind one of his ears. Her attention shifted from Thanatos to the beast. 

Did the Hell queen have a scattered mind? She’d been livid just a second ago. 

She darted her glance between her hellhound and me. “Cerberus likes you, Cass,” she said. “He doesn’t like many people. He wants you to call him to your side and give him some good scratches.” 

She knew me. Could it be that Demeter had informed her daughter about my existence? Judging from Thanatos’s previous panicked look, Hades obviously hadn’t told his wife of his affair, or else he wouldn’t try to meet me in this secret palace where he thought his wife wouldn’t pay a visit. 

But shouldn’t the Queen of Hell come for my blood, or at least try to yank my hair out since I was the living proof of her husband’s adultery? 

“I’m not going to pet him,” I said, a hand on my hip. “He bit my mate and hurt Amber.” 

I’d still kick the hellhound’s teeth when the queen turned around. 

“You’re holding a grudge against an intelligent beast?” Persephone asked incredulously, widening her blue eyes. Her reproach wasn’t even subtle. 

Cerberus whimpered, as if I’d already booted him. Then he turned to growl at my mates, probably thinking it was their fault. 

The hall brightened and darkened at once. Enormous, dreadful power ripped the air, charging the hall. Hades had just arrived.  

Cerberus stopped whining and barked with excitement. 

Thanatos cleared his throat loudly, trying to give his king a cue or warning. His attempt at subtlety not much better than Persephone’s. 

Persephone wheeled around toward the entrance, dark rage brewing in her blue yes. 

Hades stopped in his tracks. His smug smirk waned to a careful half-smile. He strode toward her, his power now leashed, and the air no longer crackled with his dark electricity. 

“My queen,” he said. “I’m surprised to find you here. I’m just going to take a quick meeting with some guests. They’ll return to the surface soon.”

“How interesting,” Persephone said blankly. 

“Aren’t you hosting your book club today?” Hades asked tenderly, as if he was the husband of the century. “I heard Jane Austen is co-hosting. What’s the name of her book that has something to do with pride? I’d love to be an audience in your club one of these days.”

“We’ve just finished discussing infidelity,” Persephone said. 

Hades blinked, and Persephone slapped him right away, as hard as she could. Oops, that was going to bruise. I smothered a smile. 

His head snapped to the side at the strike. Slowly, he turned his face, his gaze locking onto hers. When she raised a hand for a second slap, he caught her wrist. 

I was about to shout a few instructions, since evidently Persephone wasn’t skilled in combat. She should drive her knee into his nuts when he wasn’t paying attention. 

Persephone sobbed. “You cheating bastard.”

“My love, I did all of it for you,” Hades said, lifting her chin with his hand, but she swatted his hand away. 

Hades sighed, putting on a patient face that carried five red marks from his wife’s hand. 

“Ever since we returned to Earth, we haven’t been to Mount Olympus,” he said forlornly. “I know how you long for a life of brightness instead of in the eternal shade. You’re bonded to me, and I’m bound to Hell. I’ve struggled for eons to improve our living situation. I’ve fought to crown you as the Queen of the Universe, as you deserve the title more than any goddess instead of only being the Queen of Hell. 

“After an eon of hopeless searching, I finally found a solution, and I took the opportunity. We have an heir now, and we can shed the burden of the Underworld and give it to her.”

What the fuck? I wasn’t going to inherit Hell! No way in Hell!

My mates restrained themselves from snarling. We still needed to hear what else this fucker was going to reveal.

“Cass’s mother is the daughter of the Earth Goddess,” Hades continued. “She meant nothing to me. No woman has ever meant anything to me, none except you, my one true queen. That one night with her wasn’t born from affection, but to breed the only power that can take down the Olympians. Love, soon we’ll rule in Mount Olympus together and enjoy the golden sunshine and all the glory. Isn’t that what you’ve craved for all these eons? Our dream is finally coming true. I’ve done all this to prove my undying love for you.” 

“Bullshit!” I called him out as I jumped onto the sofa so Hades couldn’t block the queen’s view of me. “Persephone, he’s shitting on you.” 

Hades turned to glare at me. “Stay out of my marriage, Cass!” 

“You bastard.” Persephone dabbed her eyes with a silky handkerchief, which looked really nice. I’d ask her if she had extra in stock, so I could dab my eyes, too, when it was necessary. My mates would panic if I showed them my tears. “How I’ve hated being stuck with you ever since the day you kidnapped me.” 

I felt so sorry for her that she was bound to him forever because she ate the pomegranate seeds in Hell. My gaze swept over the food and cakes all over the tables. Despite my will of steel and high discipline, my stomach grumbled again. 

The winged god arched an eyebrow at me. He did it better than Hephaestus, but he was still nowhere near Pyrder’s level. 

“Why don’t you grab something to eat while the king and queen discuss sensitive family matters?” he suggested. “I tried the cake. It’s quite yummy.” 

“We won’t eat anything in Hell, no matter its source,” Lorcan said. “We’ve made it clear.” 

“Suit yourself,” Thanatos said. “You don’t need to eat, vampire, but Cass is hungry.” 

“That’s not for you to worry about,” Lorcan snapped and turned to bark at Pyrder, who was responsible for carrying the food pack. “Give mate some beef jerky!”

“I was just about to feed mate!” Pyrder barked back.  

The fae prince dug through his backpack, pulled out a bag of dried beef, tore open the bag, and offered it to me. I thanked him as I picked out a strip of jerky and stuck it into my mouth. 

I chewed the spicy beef, thinking that perhaps I could find some loophole in the Underworld and help Persephone escape this forced marriage. 

“You don’t mean that, my queen,” Hades said. “We’re in this together.” He grasped her exquisite hand and pressed it against his heart. “I cherish our marriage more than anything. Feel it. Feel how my heart beats for you.” 

I sent my vampire mate a furious look before turning to glare at the death god. Hades was stealing my mate’s line, and he made it sound so tacky. 

Could people copyright or trademark lines? I should check with an attorney when we returned to the surface. 

Persephone yanked her hand back. 

“That’s right!” I shouted my approval. “Don’t think Persephone is that naïve. She wasn’t born yesterday. She knows about women’s rights! We’re in a different era now.” I jerked a thumb at my mates. “Ask them if you need some enlightenment, Hades.” 

“Haven’t I warned you to stay out of my marriage, Cass?” Hades hissed. “Everyone says you’re the most annoying, vicious brat the world has ever seen. I dismissed them and even punished a few for sullying my heir’s reputation. Now it seems the rumors aren’t as biased as I thought.” 

“Who’s everyone?” I challenged him. I was so sick and tired of people calling me an immature brat and slandering my good name.  

“The queen is fond of Goddess Cass.” Thanatos offered a cue to shift the situation. “Her Majesty is most gracious.” 

A dark glint flitted through Hades’s cunning eyes. 

“Of course, my wife is the most generous, loving, and forgiving goddess.” He wheeled Persephone in my direction. “Look at our daughter. She’s ours now. Isn’t she adorable?” His voice was rich, deep, and full of fondness. “She looks just like you, Persephone.”

He could change his attitude seamlessly within a second. 

And here he was, telling another outrageous lie! I had nothing in common with the Queen of the Underworld. I flicked my tri-colored hair to show them our major difference. The queen’s silky hair was blacker than midnight. 

“And she’s very powerful. She’s our daughter in every way.” Hades smiled at me in a fatherly manner. “I’m glad you came and joined the family, Cass child. My queen is so pleased.” 

Persephone flicked her gaze to me, then back to her husband. 

“Yet you’re sending her to her death,” she said quietly. “She can’t survive fighting the Olympian gods.” 

“She’s different,” Hades said. “Don’t underestimate our daughter. I won’t send her to her death. Instead, I’ll teach her how to win. And she always has Hell to fall back on.” Pausing for a second, he continued, “No matter my intentions for her, it won’t change the course of fate. The Olympians marked her. They’ll hunt her until they possess her or break her. So, why not get her prepared? It’s better she takes the fight to those Olympian fuckers than allows them to tear her apart.” 

That was the only truth I’d ever heard come out of the death god’s mouth. 

My mates and I shared a look, and we reached a quick understanding. We didn’t trust Hades, but we could exploit him and his resources, just as he intended to use us. After the Olympian gods were gone, we’d deal with him. 

One step at a time. One enemy at a time. 

Persephone turned from Hades and glided toward me. Now that I was sure she wouldn’t scratch my face, I smiled at her. After all, I owed her mom a debt. 

She sat on the empty sofa across from me, and I jumped down from mine and perched at the edge of the sofa like a lady. 

My mates lounged around me, as our warriors and Pluto and his sidekick stood guard. 

Hades sauntered toward us and sat beside Persephone as if everything was peachy and he’d never gotten slapped by his wife. Persephone didn’t look at him, but she didn’t toss him out, either. I understood the situation. One, she was still stuck with him. And two, no matter how mad she was, Hades ruled Hell. He was always the one who held the reins, and she was at his mercy. 

No wonder the goddesses I’d befriended all resented the gods and their unchanging patriarchal traditions and power structure. 

Well, I was going to stir shit, and the goddesses knew that I was their only chance for such a revolution. So they were helping me, especially Demeter, a rape victim of Poseidon’s. She also lost her daughter to a kidnapper. The Goddess of Plants and Fertility wanted to settle old scores. 

I only hoped they wouldn’t betray me at the last minute. 

No matter what, my mates, particularly Alaric, had warned me not to trust any Olympians. 

“I’m afraid that my husband might forget to tell you one of Hell’s traditions, Cass,” Persephone said. “So I’m taking it upon myself to inform you. The King of the Underworld has invited you to the realm, and you’ve come as his heir, so he’ll have to grant you a boon. Ask him anything, and he can’t refuse you.”

Hades sent the queen a reproachful glance before looking at me with a fatherly expression. “Anything within my power, I’ll give it to you. How about I give you this magnificent palace as a boon? I’ll have Thanatos transfer the title into your name right away.”

The bastard had tried to cheat me out of Hell’s unbreakable tradition!

“Thanatos.” Hades snapped his fingers. “Bring the ink and documents. Let’s get the paperwork done.”

“No, no way,” Reys said. “That won’t be a boon.”

“Exactly.” I clasped my hands and turned to gaze at my mates one by one with affection. “What should I ask, mates?” 

“Ask him to leave you alone and never bother you again,” Pyrder offered. 

“We might need him,” Lorcan countered. 

“Ask him to transfer half of his power to you permanently,” Alaric said. “And fight on the frontlines against the Olympian gods with his demon and wraith army.” 

Hades glared at Alaric. 

“I have an idea what to ask,” I said. “I consulted you guys first because I want to show democracy in our relationship. What I’ll ask is supposed to be part of my bargain with Hades. It’s better to make it a boon, so the King of Hell can’t go back on his words.” 

The hall hushed, and everyone was waiting for me to open my mouth again. The only sound came from the hellhound licking the back of my hand. Somehow, he had perched at my feet when both Hades and Persephone sat down with us. 

“I hope you’re germ free, Cerberus,” I told the hound before fixing my gaze firmly on Hades. “I’m asking for the freedom of Pluto, the former Lord of the Underworld, and the freedom of Jonah, his aide.” I heard gasps behind me from Pluto and Jonah. 

Hades shot to his feet, his dark eyes emitting a sinister light that could swallow the stars. 

The entire hall shook with his angry, ominous energy. I didn’t flinch. My mates sprang to their feet and stood between the death god and me, their hands ready to summon their flaming swords. 

“I haven’t finished yet,” I said, remaining unmoved. “You’ll also return the souls of my warriors slain by your demons and wraiths.” 

Persephone smiled. “Sit, my king. You got this. After all, it’s family business, as you said. And look at our daughter. Isn’t she adorable and fabulous? She’s such an unselfish child. She makes me so proud.” 

Hades furrowed his brows as if he’d bitten into a lemon, but he sank his ass down and leashed his threatening power. 

“Indeed, she’s our kid in every way,” the queen continued. “Don’t you want to make her happy before you send our brave daughter to war?” 

“Cass, ask for anyone but Pluto,” Hades said. “I can’t cut him loose. He’ll be a pest and a threat to my realm.” 

“You’ll grant me this boon,” I said firmly. “Pluto now belongs to the heir of the Underworld, which is me. It’s only fitting that he’s a member of my future court. Since he’s bonded to me, any trouble you have with him, you can come to me.” 

I glanced over my shoulder and caught Pluto and Jonah in tears. They dropped to one knee. “We’ll serve you to the end, Goddess Cass.” 

Hades released a dark, aggrieved sigh. “Fine, but you should know it’s not in my power to return the souls of your perished warriors. It’ll destroy the equilibrium. They were dead. Hell is their dwelling place now.” 

My heart sank. 

“Except for Celeb,” Pluto piped up. “He’s a half-demon, so he can walk in both realms when the heir of the Underworld summons him.”

Hades shot Pluto a venomous stare. 

Good thing I’ve got a Hell expert on my side. 

“Then I ask for you to return Celeb to me, King of the Underworld,” I said. “As for the souls of my perished warriors, they’ll be given accommodation in the best section of Hell and enjoy their afterlife.”

“That will be Elysium,” Pluto chimed in again, “a place for demigods and heroes. Achilles resides there, too.” 

“Anything else you want, my heir?” Hades nearly hissed. 

I counted down my fingers. “Slow down. Let me think about it.”

“I need to get you into training right away instead of indulging you on petty matters,” Hades said, rising to his full height. He towered over me. “We don’t have a minute to lose.”

I jumped to my feet and told Persephone, “Thank you, P.” 

She patted my head with an equal measure of sadness and fondness. “If I’d been given the chance, I’d have cared for you as if you were my own.” 

The Queen of Hell wasn’t what I’d expected at all. She would have been a good mother to me. Well, anyone was better than Jezebel. It was just my luck that I had been stuck with her.  

Yet I wouldn’t change a thing from the past. 

If I had been raised in Hell, I might never have met my four gorgeous mates. 

I’d rather be locked in a cage for a millennium if that was the price to pay to have a life with them. 
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The God of Death and I were alone in a sealed room illuminated by blue diamonds. 

How had that happened? 

“My heir and I need to be alone in the room,” Hades had said after he teleported us to the peak of the highest Hell mountain, encircled by a mist of fire. 

Believe me, Hell wasn’t all fire, lava, swamps, or rivers of forgetfulness that screwed you all up. Hell had everything the surface had, but it was a dark, gloomy, and depressing version. Depressed people should never come to the Underworld since they wouldn’t survive it, but then Hell waited for almost everyone in the end. 

Hades had told me that he usually came to the mountain to meditate and strengthen his power. The gods weren’t in their prime anymore. Their powers were fading after endless years and a lack of stimulation. One of the reasons they had returned to Earth was to find a way to return themselves to their old glory. 

“There is no chance in Hell we’ll let you be alone with my mate,” Alaric had said cuttingly.  

All of my mates had issued fierce objections, and Reys had thrown Hades a few colorful insults, since he’d suffered the most under the death god’s treatment. 

“If it weren’t for my daughter’s sake, all of you would be my bitter enemies,” Hades had hissed. “I only informed you of this condition out of courtesy toward my daughter. None of you would survive the death power my heir and I are soon going to unleash; not even the former Lord of the Underworld could get out in one piece.” 

Hades had sent Pluto a disdainful look before scanning my formidable mates again. “That’s why I built that Diamond Room, and it must be sealed while I train my heir inside. If you insufferable hot-heads insist on joining us in the room, be my guests. But if you perish, my heir will be overcome by grief and thus become useless when the gods come looking for her. You know how unpredictable Cass is.” 

My eyes had flashed darkly at his low opinion of me, but then why should I even care what he thought of me? I’d found it bewildering that his words could hurt my feelings. 

Hades wasn’t bluffing. 

“We survived the Court of Ice and Wind just fine,” Alaric had countered, “and your Diamond Room won’t be any different than the ancient temple set in the past.”

Hades had snorted. “You want a bet, bastard son of my brother? I’ve given you the warning, and I wash my hands of your inevitable demise.” 

“Hades,” I’d said hotly. “I don’t appreciate how you keep calling my mate bad names!”

“He’s called me worse, daughter,” Hades had said, then he’d stepped into the windowless room built by his Hell power and hadn’t glanced back. 

I’d stopped my mates from following me into the room. I wouldn’t risk their lives, and I believed this was a different case than that of going together into the Rabbit Hole. 

It’d taken me batting my lashes and using all my wits and wiles to convince them I’d be safe. After all, Hades wouldn’t waste his most effective weapon before I battled the Olympians. 

Still, despite my reassurances, my mates threw some serious threats in Hades’s direction before letting me enter the room. Hades, in return, slammed the door in their faces. 

“That’s really mature, old man,” I said. 

His dark wind slammed into my face, making me feel like I had been cut by a sand storm. 

The fucker had lashed out at me without a fair warning. 

I understood that he’d had enough of me and my mates, but it didn’t excuse him the rudeness and lack of class. 

“You asshole!” I threw up my hands to erect the shield, my tri-fires of blue, black, and red coming alive and weaving walls around me. This dark mass was my natural shield. It had once protected me from Apollo’s sun beam. But Hades’s power was darkness, so I doubted the dark power I inherited from him would be useful to beat its master.  

A spectrum of my blended fire shot toward Hades in revenge.  

“Eat dirt, Hades!” I shouted, then realized I’d yelled it wrong and quickly corrected it with, “Eat fire!” 

Hades’s darkness thickened, until his living, creepy darkness dominated every inch of the room. My flames faltered under the unceasing assault of the unfathomable darkness; the pressure in my chest felt as if it would shatter my ribcage and grind it into powder. 

The last flicker of my flames shivered out. 

I staggered back, then I no longer stood in the Diamond Room but in the whirling, churning eye of a tornado. 

I’d never seen anything this powerful. 

Panic choked my throat, closing my air passage. I’d thought myself invincible with my power from the three mightiest bloodlines. My confidence was misplaced.  

And now, I was out of my depth. 

I opened my mouth to call pause, but no voice escaped my throat. 

The darkness held me captive and rendered me immobile. 

And I hated nothing more than being caged. Yet I watched helplessly as the foreign darkness poured into my mind without care, invading me. 

This dark mass was like nothing I’d ever encountered, even though that dark essence was also part of me. I remembered the spark of amber that rose from infinite darkness and transformed me into a dragon. I remembered the terrifying, enraged darkness roaring in my dragon mind amid the sea of fire. But this darkness was worse than anything. 

It was completely alien and evil. It intended to destroy and devour the last light in the world. 

The eater of the world, it whispered. 

I broke free for a nanosecond and yanked all I had from my deep well of power, except for my own darkness, and flung it at the foul mass. 

I was desperate to light a path, to see, to feel, and to escape. 

I failed once again. 

My sinking feeling started to fade into the background as I slowly grew numb and melted into the darkness, becoming part of it. 

Apollo’s seduction hadn’t worked on me. Ares’s force hadn’t moved me. Phobos’s torture hadn’t broken me. But where they’d all failed, Hades was going to succeed.

I started to change, to lose myself, and to become what Hades wanted me to be. 

Illusions, dreams, and memories I’d never had latched onto my mind, burrowing into my every fiber. Lies and truths no longer mattered, as they all blurred in my consciousness and meshed. 

I’d be Hades’s pawn and tool, and nothing else. 

I was trapped in the endless darkness where my last spark of amber turned to ash. A shift stirred in me, and then I existed no more. 

Cass Saélihn was no more, and in her place, the darkness birthed Cassandra Saélihn. 

Was there even a difference? 

Fuck yes, and fuck no. 

“Cassandra Saélihn?” Hades called me from the edge of the dark storm—his incarnation, his monster, and his creature. 

“Yes, Father,” I answered obediently. 

Hades smiled, his white teeth flashing like a shark’s. 

“What a magnificent predator you are, father,” I said, my voice dripping with admiration. 

“Tell me what you see in your new self, daughter,” Hades ordered.  

“I’m the darkness inside fire,” I recited. “I’m the eater of the world. I’m the glorious destruction the world has yet to see. I was bred to be a monster, a perfect weapon for you, and the living blade to kill the gods. I’m Death, as are you, but I’m more. Now that you’ve bound me, Father, your command is my wish.” 

“I expected you to put up more fight,” he said. “But then you’re still very green. I don’t blame you, though. You’re a fetus compared to all the other gods.” 

I blinked in confusion. “Do you want me to resist you, sir? I can do that.” 

“No. You’re doing fine. Actually, it’s perfect.”

“I felt you switch something in me, Father,” I said. “I hope you can enlighten me.”

“Another time,” he said. “Now, my heir, listen carefully.”

“I’m listening carefully,” I said cheerfully. 

“Don’t speak until you’re spoken to!” he said sternly. 

I stood to attention. “Yes, sir!”

“You won’t show this new, strange timid side to your mates,” he instructed. “You won’t let them suspect that you’re under my authority, my perfect, submissive weapon. You’ll act how you usually do, which is obnoxious and incredibly rude, until you kill Zeus. Then you will stab each one of your mates right after, since they’ll no longer be useful to me once the Olympians are gone. Only then do I want you to reveal this final sensitive information and the pact between us to your mates, just before you eliminate them.” He chuckled to himself. “I can’t wait to see the look on the face of the bastard demigod in particular. He’ll lose both his father and his mate in one day.”

I joined in his laughter, believing it was only fitting. “That’s very funny, Father. You have a brilliant mind and a humorous tongue.” 

“When all is done, Cassandra Saélihn, you’ll return to the Underworld and takeover my position as the new mistress of Hell. You’ll bind yourself to Hell and shall never leave it while I rule Mount Olympus and the universe. But before all of this happens, you’ll need to keep up your notorious attitude. You won’t even call me Father, in case your mates get a whiff of it before the time is ripe and I can reap the harvest.” 

“If I don’t call you Father, what should I call you?” 

He waved a hand in exasperation. It seemed he wasn’t a patient master. “Didn’t you always call me Hades and use a lot of f-bombs?”

I nodded. 

His intense, dark gaze fell on me like a big, bad vulture. “Do you understand, Cassandra?” 

I grinned at him. “Yes, King of Dickshit.”  

Hades sent me an annoyed look. Well, I’d followed his instructions to the fucking letter. 

He called the storm back to him, and the darkness receded. 

Then it was just him and me in that room lit by the diamonds. 

“Now, Cassandra,” said the formidable God of Death. “I’m ready to teach you the death game that you’ll need to master in order to overcome the Olympian gods.” 

~
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After Hades taught me the death game and how to reap living souls, I drained the color from all the diamonds in the room. Hades was taken aback at my savage hunger, and I grinned at him like a little monster. The God of Death didn’t pursue it further, since my mates started banging on the door outside in panicked rage. 

The Hell mountain had trembled when Hades and I dueled. He had defeated me, and I had surrendered. 

However, unknown to the usurper Lord of the Underworld, the living Death, an entity outside the control of any god, showed me something Hades didn’t intend for me to discover.  

Hades also didn’t realize that his dark power, no matter how ancient, abysmal, and dominant, could never penetrate the shield fortified by my immortal males’ mating bonds—four threads weaving into an unbreakable one—to me. 

With its light radiating inside my innermost place, with my mates as my anchor, I’d never waver. I’d never be lost. And no force could take me captive. 

Because even if I was lost to myself, I wasn’t lost to them, and they’d always bring me back. 

Hades saw only what I allowed him to see, what he wanted to see—the infinite darkness roaming and roaring in me that he could control, twist, and shape into his weapon. 

I doubt that he could recognize my mating bond to my mates and see its strength, purity, and beauty even if I flaunted it in front of him. The death god had no idea what true love was, nor its power, as he’d had to resort to kidnapping a woman and forcing her into a bonded sexual partnership with him.  

Yet I wouldn’t tell my mates what Hades had tried to do to me. They’d only be enraged and try to kill the death god who was beyond death. But I would deal a final blow at the last minute to strike down the serpent. 

Lorcan pulled me into his arms as soon as I stepped out of the Diamond Room. This time he beat the fae twins and had me first. My vampire mate no longer cared that fighting for a woman was beneath his High Lordship. 

“Why does Cass look so pale, Hades?” Alaric demanded. 

Pyrder and Reys moved toward Hades in matching aggressive prowls. “What did you do to her?” 

Hades lifted his hands in a mocking gesture of surrender as he warned them viciously, “Back off, barbarians! She’s my daughter. How could I ever harm her?” In response to my mates’ unrelenting distrustful glares, he added with an exasperated sigh, “My heir consumed her power, which was necessary during the intense training.”

“It took a lot of energy to master the death power.” I smiled faintly at my mates. “But I got this. I’m ready to kick the gods’ fat asses.” 
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Hades insisted on us staying in his realm until I regained my strength. The Underworld didn’t drain me as it did our immortal warriors but gave me a big boost with its dark energy. 

Hades also gave me a scrap of his power to enhance mine, but he informed me that it was only a loan. 

I knew what the loan shark truly meant. 

After I killed Zeus, the bane of his existence, Hades would not only take back his loaned power but also strip some of mine, expecting me to willingly offer it to him with gratitude and obedience. Then he’d leave me with barely enough to maintain Hell for him. 

He didn’t know that when he invaded my mind and bound me inside the dark storm, I’d also gotten a peek into his head.  

I convinced my mates to linger in Hell for a few more hours to get recharged. 

Mostly I needed to take care of Reys before we returned to the surface. Hades’s dungeons had weakened my fae mate. The gods could ambush us when we exited the Underworld, despite our army standing guard right outside the Hell Gate. I needed all of my mates to be in their best shape when the fight broke out. 

“Yep, we’ll stay for a couple of hours in Starfall Palace,” I told Hades. “And since this palace is now mine, as you said earlier, I want all of your personnel and guards out of my property. My companions and I need some well-deserved privacy. And I don’t want to be disturbed before we return to the surface.” 

Hades sent me a warning look, and I winked at him to signal I was following his order to behave as a rude, insufferable brat—my usual self. 

He should have made up his mind when he told me what he expected me to do. 

Clenching his teeth, Hades ordered his spies and guards to retreat.  

Pluto nodded at me in approval. “You’re young, yet you carry unconventional wisdom.” He turned to survey the hall. “Do you feel it?” 

I knew what he meant. As the former Lord of the Underworld, he’d sensed my connection to the core of the realm. Its loyalty did not belong only to Hades now. It had shifted more to me, for I wasn’t just the heir to the Underworld. It actually belonged to me, as the whole Earth was mine. 

“I’m bonded to both the surface and the Underworld,” I said. 

My mates wheeled their attention toward me in alarm. 

“What does it mean?” Alaric demanded, staring hard at Pluto. 

“We’ll see,” Pluto said. “No one has bonded to both life and death before Cass came on the scene.” 

Problem was, I’d have to die with the gods in the end, as Gaea had prophesized and demanded. Would I return to Hell as its new, true mistress after I died? 

Where would that leave my mates? 

They could visit me, right? 

But if I was Death, and they were the living—

I shook the question out of my mind before it drove me insane. 

A tug, like a glimmer of hellfire, pulled me forward. Hell wouldn’t harm me now, so I followed its guide and led my mates to the heart of the palace, which turned out to be a nursery. 

It consisted of one bedroom, one training room, and two sitting rooms. 

I stalked into the pink bedroom, my gaze falling on a rocking cradle in the center. 

A realization hit me. This was the room where I was supposed to be raised. I tilted my head, regarding the sharp weapons surrounding the cradle and lining the walls. 

“What the fuck?” Alaric cursed. 

Pluto sucked in a breath. “Obviously, Hades planned to train a toddler Cass with all sorts of weaponry.”

Pyrder bellowed, “That despicable fucker!” 

So, the alternative to my childhood was Hades honing me into cold-hearted weapon, his exacting blade instead of being locked away and starved in a magically enhanced cage. Just peachy. 

“I can’t stand to see this dark design for Cass,” Pluto said and waved a hand. 

The weapons in the room turned to dust and vanished. 

Without being restrained and deprived in the castle’s prison, the former Lord of the Underworld had gradually regained his power. 

Another flick of his wrist and a few cushions appeared in the room. 

“Do you require rest, Goddess Cass?” he asked. 

“Uh, yes, thank you,” I said. “I need some alone time with my mates.”

Mostly I needed to be with Reys. I’d turned into a fucking dragon for him. 

“We’ll be in the outer room, mapping out a new war plan with Pluto, Cass baby,” Pyrder said. “Call us if you need anything.” There was intense need for me in his turquoise eyes that looked nearly exactly like Reys’s, albeit a shade lighter. 

He wanted to join his twin and me, but at the moment, Reys needed me more than anything, and I would give my undivided attention to him.  

Reys closed the door behind us and turned to me, black fire ablaze in his ocean-blue eyes. Just as I’d thought, he’d received my hellfire. Lorcan got the blue Earth fire, Alaric got the red dragon fire, and Pyrder got my wind and storm. Though none of them could use their new power in Hell, except me—Hell’s spawn.  

My heart fluttered as Reys stalked toward me, not as a predator but a desperate lover—well, the fae prince always acted a little predatory, which was part of his nature, but it turned me on. 

His unbridled male lust burned the path to me. 

Before I could take another breath to calm my heartbeat, I was in his arms. 

“You occupied my thoughts every second of the day. I nearly went out of my mind,” he said on a sigh, his mouth crashing onto mine, sealing a sob of joy and grief in my throat. 

Reys was one of the best kissers. The brief separation from him served to remind me of that fact again. 

His lips moved on mine, gentle at first, then hard and demanding and dominating, then shifting back to tender hunger. A jolt of pleasure rippled in me at his every touch. My mate held my heart in his palm, in his sweet net that I never wanted to leave. 

Dark fire, both his and mine, swirled around us. 

I parted my lips for him, and he didn’t waste a second as he thrust his tongue into my mouth, entangling it with mine and claiming me in a new way. 

Heat rushed through my bloodstream. 

I was never a patient woman. I liked to get to the point. I wanted him to lay me down and pound his hard cock into me. Or he could flip me over, press my shoulders to the floor, and thrust into me from behind. 

Driven by the feverish mating need, I stood on my tiptoes and rocked my crotch against his huge erection. 

He gripped my hips as he kept savoring me with his tongue, not in any hurry. He didn’t just want to fuck me. He wanted more. My Reys always wanted more. And he kept teaching me refinement every day. 

I poured my goddess energy into him through our kiss, and he rasped, his eyes glowing bright blue while dark fire blazed in their depth. And I got an idea. I pulled the energy from the burning fire in the core of Hell and sent it to my mate.   

“Cass,” Reys gasped. “My baby, my love.” 

He was the best choice for a recipient of the hellfire’s force, since he was the mate who got my death fire. But I wouldn’t neglect my other mates, either. Through our mating bond, I pushed the same energy toward them. 

I grinned as I heard their surprised and appreciative murmurs from outside the room. 

Lust burned hotter than any hellfire in Reys’s eyes. He’d been teaching me about patience while savoring me in a slow-burning fashion. Now he could no longer rein his disciplined, sexy ass in. 

The next moment, I was on the futon, my panties dropped to the floor, and Reys’s face was between my thighs. 

I moaned as his wicked tongue twirled around my clit and flicked it over and over. He was so skilled, his every stroke so erotic and stimulating that I orgasmed before I knew it. 

“Reys, I missed you so much,” I whispered. 

His mouth moved on my soaked flesh, and he thrust his tongue into my heat. When he pulled out and gazed at me, he said, “I know, baby. You have me now. I can never get enough of you.” 

“Take me however you want,” I said. 

“My love and desire for you never wane, Cass baby. But right now I need to fuck you hard before I make love to you.” 

My blood heated at the dark promise in his words, and I wiggled my ass at him. Reys stared at my bare pussy, the panther in him surfacing and peeking at me with scorching lust. 

The fae prince hovered above me with a single-minded purpose—reclaiming me.  

Spreading my legs, he lowered himself onto me. With one powerful thrust, he drove deep into my sleek heat. 

I gasped at the sensation, and he groaned in pleasure. 

He started moving on top of me, his chest rubbing my breasts. 

His large, hard shaft filled me, burning my skin with every urgent stroke, sending waves of pleasure to my nerve endings. 

My hands fell on his firm ass as he plunged into me mercilessly, his hard muscles flexing and rippling beneath my palms. The erotic sensation became too much. My fingernails raked across his muscles, and Reys only pushed into my heat harder and deeper. 

My inner muscles gloved every inch of his hard cock, squeezing it, milking it, staking a claim on it as he did to me. 

I couldn’t deny my dominant nature. I was an alpha female in every sense, just as my mates were alpha males. 

“You like it rough, Cass baby,” Reys rasped, my reactions making him pound into me harder and faster. “You like me fucking you hoarse. I’d wanted to pound into you when I first laid eyes on you.” 

He drove into me with abandon, pleasure coursing in my veins. 

Reys poured his fae warrior’s strength into me, and I cried his name over and over. His blinding rhythm drove me to the highest sky. Fuck, I didn’t want to come down. I wanted to be this high forever while we were fucking in Hell. 

Reys pumped all he had into me, and his beast roared in joy.  

Waves of rapture beat my body, as if both Heaven and Hell fires licked me all over. I exploded around his cock. 

A fang protruded from Reys’s mouth and sank into my skin. Fucking stars, his panther had indeed joined the claiming. 

My power surged into him, and Reys’s beast reciprocated, feeding me wild energy in return. As our powers merged, my primal magic shot toward my other mates through our bond. 

The door burst open. 

Lorcan, Alaric, and Pyrder stood in the doorway, staring at me in longing and passion as Reys pulled me onto his lap, his cock remaining hard in me.  

Pyrder inhaled sharply, ready to pounce on me. 

“Dulcis,” Lorcan whispered, hunger apparent in every line of his hard body.  

“What have we missed, sweetheart?” Alaric asked in a lust-laced voice. 

I flashed them a sly, seductive smirk.  

And all of my mates gazed at me with harsh desire in their glowing eyes.  
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Just when my mates and I were about to dive into some ardent action together, commotion broke out from the outer room.  

“Seize her!” Ambrosia screeched. “She fits the profile described by Prince Reysalor. This woman is the most wanted criminal on our Cass’s hit list!” 

When had Ambrosia warmed up to me and started referring to me as “our Cass”? She always rolled her eyes at me, as if she was a highbred horse. 

Then the sounds of a table overturning and chairs breaking burst through the door. 

“What the fuck!” Alaric barked in naked frustration. 

“I mean you no harm,” a familiar sweet, innocent voice said, and my stomach lurched. I’d hoped I’d never have to hear that voice again. “You can bleed me, but not before I talk to my daughter. Cassandra Saélihn is my daughter.” 

Jezebel was here. 

We hurried into our clothes, and Reys yanked open the bedroom door.  

My eyes burning with hatred, I stared at the woman who had locked me in a cage for over a decade, tormented me with the nastiest spells, and then attempted to dismember me with her vampires. 

Lorcan reached Jezebel, pinned by Hector and Rainer and held immobile by Pluto’s power. The High Lord of Night grabbed her by the throat and lifted her into the air, rage and revenge brimming in his stormy eyes. “You have the nerve to come here after how you mistreated my mate,” he snarled. “We’ll tear you limb from limb after we torture you first.” 

Murderous intent flashed in all my mates’ eyes. Alaric and Pyrder had never met her, but they’d heard about what she’d done to me. 

They stepped before me, forming a solid wall, their flaming swords materializing in their white-knuckled hands. 

“Break her spine first, then torture her slowly,” Alaric said. 

The innocent, pleading look in Jezebel’s big blue eyes vanished. She threw her hands out, power pouring out of her and breaking Lorcan’s grip. She landed on the ground with the bruises on her throat already fading. 

All of my mates lunged at her, but Jezebel spun, blue light and wind twirling around her and forming a protective circle. 

“Please,” she said. “I don’t bear any ill intention. I just want to warn my daughter of what’s coming.” 

She’d never had such power before. And she could even use her magic in Hell. 

But Hell was my realm now. I tossed dark fire toward her, my death fire wrestling with her blue light and wind until it encaged her. 

“Hello, Jezebel,” I purred, peeking at her through the space between Reys’s and Pyrder’s legs. “Whose pawn and spy are you this time?”

“None,” she said. “Please, Cassandra, just hear me out. It won’t be long, and I don’t expect to get out of here alive.” 

“Then say your last piece, wench,” Alaric said. “If we don’t like what we hear, you’ll die a slow, painful death today.”  

I tried to push through between the twins, but they wouldn’t budge, especially Reys. He’d seen what she’d done to me. 

“It’s okay,” I said. “She can’t hurt me anymore. My hell power has bound her.” 

“You’ll stay behind us, dulcis,” Lorcan said, forming another layer to the wall in front of me. 

Hector brought a chair over for me. “You can sit here and interrogate her, Cass.”

I perched on the edge of the chair with a sigh and continued to peek at Jezebel through the crack between my fae mates’ hot bodies. 

My ex-mother looked as thin as paper. Her skin was as fair and creamy as usual, but there was a faint bluish circle in the hollow of her haunted eyes. It seemed that she hadn’t eaten or rested for a long time. I bet the only reason she could still sustain herself was her goddess heritage. 

“Cassandra,” Jezebel called, her feeble voice full of emotion, and she stretched a hand toward me. 

“One step closer to my mate and I’ll behead you,” Alaric said, the flaming sword sizzling and hissing in his grip. “I don’t care if my soft-hearted mate changes her mind and wants to keep you alive.” 

I blinked. I was soft-hearted in my mates’ eyes?

Jezebel flinched at the demigod’s menace and dropped her shaking hand. I was glad I wasn’t at the receiving end of his viciousness. He could be very violent and brutal, but of course, he would never turn that side on me. 

As Hades had said, albeit negatively, no matter how formidable my mates were, I could always rein them in, every single one of them. I only showed them my submissive side when I needed cakes or sex. I grinned at the thought, since I was a bit pleased with my achievement at landing the four most gorgeous, powerful, and loyal males on Earth. 

“Whatever you came to say, spit it out and don’t waste our time!” Lorcan ordered.  

Jezebel fixed her gaze on me behind my mates, but I doubted she could see much of me. I bet she saw only one of my eyes as it peeked out at her through the tiny space. 

“How did you find me?” I demanded. 

“You’re my daughter, my flesh and blood. I always have a link to you,” she said. 

I grimaced. I really didn’t want a link with her. After the interview, I’d figure out a way to cut off any connection to her. She sighed sadly, as if she perceived my thoughts. 

“How did you get into the Underworld?” Lorcan asked in a hard tone. 

“I was here before,” she said. “I’ve always had a free pass.” 

Right, she’d banged Hades in Hell, and I was the byproduct. 

“Only in the Underworld can Gaea, my mother, not hear me,” she continued. “Cassandra, she might appear a compassionate grandmother to you, but that’s not who she truly is. You need to know what she did to me, what she did to us. That’s why I came here—to tell you the truth that revealed itself to me after all this time. When I fled ShadesStar, I hid in Mount Olympus. Gaea has been searching for me in order to destroy me so I wouldn’t expose her.”

She’d fled the immortal realm once ruled by her late vampire husband and her after they’d failed to terminate me. 

“Gaea can’t interfere much in the world’s affairs,” I snorted. “I doubt that she’d set out to slay you. You, Jezebel, on the other hand, are a diabolical, delusional, and murderous bitch.” 

She flinched, her eyes twitching. 

“What happened in Mount Olympus when you sought asylum there?” Reys interrogated her.  

“The gods all wanted to use me and get inside information about Cassandra,” she said. “Ares will lead the gods to war against Cassandra and the earthlings she protects.” 

“Did you tell the alien gods every dirty secret about me?” I asked. 

“I told them lies wrapped in truth to confuse them,” she said. “I won’t betray my own daughter. And nothing about you is dirty.” 

I sneered.  

“I’m completely open to you, Cassandra. Search my mind and my heart, my daughter, and you’ll know all I’m telling you today is nothing but truth. You need to know that your grandmother is a sadistic, lying cunt. She lied about everything.”

“Don’t ever call me daughter again,” I said coldly. 

She sniffed and nodded. “I can never forgive myself for what I did to you. I can never hope to amend or atone for my actions. I now remember it all. The Earth Goddess, my mother, placed a curse on me by altering my memories, twisting my mind, and making you siphon my power even when you were a fetus in my womb. It’s never been your fault. You couldn’t help it. You were carefully bred through genetic manipulation, and your grandmother made sure you could feed on anything as the very top predator.”

She never failed to amaze me with her skill at finding excuses for her abusive, heartless behavior. The last I remembered, she declared that I was her curse, and now it was her mother’s fault. I’d give her five more minutes, and if she disclosed nothing new or interesting, I’d just throw her out. 

Wait, I couldn’t let her go so easily. She’d just roam the Earth to campaign on how to kill me again.  

“Your grandmother made you my curse,” Jezebel said, and I rolled my eyes. But I’d promised her five more minutes, so I let her go on, though I’d started the countdown. “She tied us together. As long as I was around you, I couldn’t think straight. All I knew was that I had to keep you in that cage I made for you. No, the cage she made for you. She didn’t want you out before you were mature, before you were ready to take down the Olympian gods. She didn’t want you to have a normal childhood like other children. She’s never seen you or me as a person. She needed me to be the vessel to birth you, and you to be the ultimate weapon, and that was all. She wanted you to be completely broken and easy to manipulate when you were finally out of the cage.”

What an outrageous lie! Gaea had saved me many times over. She would never do that to her grandchild. I’d seen the profound sorrow in her eyes when she’d shown me the vision of my inevitable end. 

I’d accused her unkindly out of desperation. “You forged me as a weapon. After I’m used, I will soon be discarded, erased, and forever forgotten.” 

“I care for you, my flesh and blood,” she’d said in great grief. “If I could go in your place, I would. I’ve been weakened for too long. I’m still not complete.” 

She’d trembled in the icy wind as if she was fragile before she vanished. 

“When the time was right,” Jezebel continued, “Gaea sent the same vision to the most powerful immortal males on Earth so they would come to break you out of the cage. She knew they wanted to kill the alien gods more than anything, and you’d be her weapon in their hands. Only she didn’t expect your romance and love with them to bloom. 

“She didn’t expect them to want or love you, especially after seeing how filthy and crude you were in that cage. When you first got out of captivity, you were like a wild beast, yet the finest males saw the real you inside—the most beautiful, finest being on the planet—and bonded with you. And they changed their minds for you. Instead of wanting to use you as they initially set out to do, they only want to shield you and protect you with their lives. You turned out differently than Gaea wanted you to, because you have the loyalty of these males who love you to a fault.”

My throat bobbed and tears formed in my eyes at the truth of what she’d said about my mates, at how lucky I was to have met these fine males.  

“Without you acting as the catalyst combined with the great distance between us, my power finally broke free from the curse my mother placed on me, and I regained my unfiltered, untwisted memories, the real ones. And for the first time in my existence, I can think for myself.” Jezebel blew out a satisfied sigh. “I may not have the kind of power you have, but I’m still the daughter of the Earth Goddess and the Dragon God.” 

She tried to get me in her line of sight by turning her head left and right, but my mates didn’t move an inch for her convenience. Regardless of the tears of repentance glinting in her blue eyes, my mates refused to take the chance of letting her face me without them shielding me.

Lorcan had told my other mates how Jezebel tossed curses at me at the vampire court and how the spells had burned me relentlessly for hours. They would have burned my every inch for days and months to come if Lorcan hadn’t fed me with his pure, high-powered vampire blood. 

“You can’t image how it feels to finally be free of the curse, yet it only brought me more sorrow afterwards.” Jezebel picked up where she’d left off. “For I remembered every minute of my mistreatment of you. I remembered that sometimes I didn’t feed my own daughter for weeks and abandoned you alone and starved in the cage.”

My mates snarled in rage, as did all of my companions. 

“For years you begged me to let you out of the cage, just for a second, just to breathe the fresh air, just to look at the sun, the stars, and the sky for once,” Jezebel said. “I never did. You no longer begged in those last three years. And now those images tear my heart apart and shatter my spirit.”

“I’ll tear you apart myself when you’re done with this confession,” Ambrosia hissed.  

“Get in line,” Hector growled. 

“Stop advertising your dirty laundry, Jezebel,” I said. I hated that she made me relive the nightmares again. “No one is interested in the graphic details. Now you’ve got three more minutes left to speak before I shut you up altogether. Use the time wisely and get right to the point!” 

“I had to come to you,” she said, “to say goodbye, to tell you how Gaea and Hades conspired to use both of us, to break both of us. The God of Death was the master engineer behind the force driving the Olympians to return to Earth. He’s never stopped craving the Olympus throne. He isn’t the type to admit defeat. Since as far back as anyone can remember, he’s been scheming to rise from where he fell. 

“Only this time, he became smarter and more patient with his plans. Instead of conspiring with the sea god, the sun god, and the war god, he secretly worked with the Olympians’ old enemy—the most powerful entity on Earth. He didn’t intend to fail again, and he bet all he had on you, the only weapon that could take down the gods. You’re part Earth God, part Death God, and part Dragon God. You’re one of a kind, a tribrid—the most formidable predator in the universe. 

“And you’re always hungry. You always want to feed. You constantly drained me when you were but a fetus in me. I think that’s one of the reasons I kept starving you, for in my subconscious mind, I knew something was off, and I didn’t want you to grow into what they wanted you to be.” 

“That’s a fucked-up excuse for starving my mate!” Reys snarled. “You aren’t in the clear, no matter what you tell us.”

She shook her head, heartbreaking sadness welling in her blue eyes.

“I didn’t come to seek forgiveness,” she said quietly. 

“How did you even hook up with Hades for that one-night stand?” I asked in disdain. I needed to harden my heart so I wouldn’t be swayed by her tears, as I had been before I reached maturity. I’d found tons of excuses for her locking me up in a cage. I’d thought that one day she could love me and give me my freedom. 

She looked as if she was being whipped, and then a numb expression came across her exquisite face. 

“Your grandmother drugged me and put me in Hades’s bed,” she said in a mechanical, detached voice. 

I let my dark power lash out. I didn’t like to get into anyone’s mind, but that was a serious accusation. If she was playing a rape victim—

My darkness, the same kind my despicable father had used to invade my mind, slipped into Jezebel’s head. 

She didn’t put up any defense. She let me see all of her—her shame, her guilt, her helplessness, her rage, and her brokenness. 

My mother was so beautiful, yet inside, she was shattered to shreds. She was forever damaged goods, for even though she’d gotten her memory back, which only made it worse for her since now she had to carry all the truth and the shame of what she’d done.

Still, my heart didn’t go out to her. Maybe a sliver of pity rose to the surface of my consciousness. Maybe when more time passed, I’d eventually forgive her for everything she’d done to me, whether under the influence of a curse or not, but I would never love her. 

It didn’t matter that she was but a pawn in the game and none of it was her fault. My love for her had died a long time ago when she robbed me of my brief childhood and treated me like a rabid beast for over a decade. 

However, I no longer held hatred and bitterness toward her. My heart only contained gratitude toward my mates. 

Without them, I’d be exactly what Gaea and Hades had planned for me—a heartless living blade and a broken monster who would never have had a chance to taste the fineness of life, to experience friendship, or to understand what unconditional love meant. 

My mother was but a pitiful pawn, wasted. I’d escaped that same fate because of Reys, Alaric, Lorcan, and Pyrder.  

I might not get a happily-ever-after ending with them, but for whatever time we’d had and the rest of the moments we’d have together, I was forever thankful.  

“She spoke the truth,” I said, releasing her from the hold of my darkness. “I’ve seen inside her mind. She bears me no ill will this time.”

My mates were shocked to silence for a second at Jezebel’s revelation, and their fury rippled toward me through our mating bond. Many gods were rapists, so it didn’t surprise them that Hades had violated Jezebel. However, they hadn’t expected the Earth Goddess, their goddess, to harm her own flesh and blood, including me. 

I’d started to put pieces together here and there and now had a pretty good idea of Gaea’s intent. Grandmother had planned my death. She’d written the prophecy and asked for my forever death as payment to protect my mates from the Olympian gods. She knew they were my weakness and I’d do anything for them, so she used it against me while she lied to my face, telling me that she cared about me. 

“The Earth Goddess we saw in the Court of Ice and Wind represents her true nature,” Alaric spat. “That two-faced bitch. We’ll never let her get near our mate again.” 

Jezebel pressed her hand over her heart and let out a breath of relief. “Thank you for listening to me. Do not trust her. A tigress doesn’t eat her own cubs, but Gaea will consume hers. She’s damaged and broken me. She won’t hesitate to sacrifice you on the altar in a heartbeat to serve her own interests. She’s a worse enemy than the Olympian gods.” 

“The Olympians are just as bad,” Alaric said. “They’ll never stop hunting my mate.” 

“They’ll have to get through us to get to our mate,” Pyrder and Reys said in sync. 

“Not all the gods want my daughter dead,” Jezebel said. 

“We need to find a way to get rid of the Earth Goddess,” Lorcan said. “She’s become a threat to our mate.”  

“I’ll make sure my daughter survives them all,” Jezebel said enigmatically.  

My mates appeared dubious at her promise, and none of them relaxed in her presence.  

“It’s our job and privilege to protect our mate,” Reys said. “As long as you don’t get in the way, we’ll let you live, if our mate agrees.” 

“Can I see my daughter face to face before I leave for good?” Jezebel asked. 

My mates hesitated. 

“That’s unnecessary,” Lorcan said, trying to harden his voice. 

“I didn’t ask to see her alone,” Jezebel said, widening her blue eyes. “I don’t deserve her. I don’t deserve to have any time with her, but please, just let me see my daughter one last time.” 

“It’s okay.” I rose from my chair and tried to push through the space between Reys and Pyrder. “She won’t harm me. Even if she tries, I can overpower her easily now.” 

“We’ll allow you to see our mate briefly,” Reys said. “But you’ll have to stand in the far corner.” He pointed north. “Don’t try to get closer to her. Even though Cass gives you a go, we can’t trust you, considering your history and that you’ve just come from Mount Olympus.” 

Their demands were ridiculous, but my mates wouldn’t compromise. When it concerned my safety, they were unreasonable. But no one is perfect. 

Jezebel gazed at me from the other end of the room, with my mates and our companions lined up on either side between us, ready to jump in to shield me if she so much as looked at me wrong. 

“Punish them, Cassandra Saélihn,” she said, tears streaming down her face. “Punish them all. Destroy the Earth Goddess. Do this for me, my daughter.” 

“Where will you go?” I asked.  She had no one left. 

“I can never make up for what I did to you,” she said, “but I can give all that’s left of me to strengthen you.” She smiled a little, and that was the saddest smile I’d ever seen. “I’m a powerful hybrid goddess, after all.” 

And then, without warning, she began to glow like the sun. 

My mates snarled, cutting in between us. 

Alaric lunged at her. 

I screamed for them to stop. 

Everything happened at the same time. 

Jezebel was no more. She morphed into a shimmering light and a swirl of colors. She became a swirling rainbow. 

We can choose any form, she said. And you can absorb anything. My power and essence will be yours. 

“What the fuck are you doing, Jezebel?” I yelled. “Stop this foolishness. I’m not going to fucking eat you!” 

That’s the only good I can ever do for my daughter, she said. I’m glad I still have one last chance to be useful. With my essence enhancing you, your power will overcome all. You’ll prevail, and you’ll live. 

The spectrum of rainbow colors flew toward me. I threw up my hands, my dark fire pushing toward it, trying to freeze it. 

“Turn the fuck back, Jezebel!” I cried. “Don’t do this! You don’t need to do this. I forgave you already. I might eventually love you again. I’ll help you heal, and you’ll become whole one day.” 

I love you, my daughter, my Cassandra. 

The rainbow was so powerful it pierced my dark fire, until its every color and light sank into my skin. I arched my back and gasped as the energy, more beautiful and powerful than anything in the universe because it came from a sane mother’s pure, unconditional love, settled in the deep well of my powers. 

I doubled over and cried. Now I didn’t have a chance to make it right with her, to make it right for her— my mother.  

My mates picked me up, pulling me into their solid, warm, ever-loving arms. 
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I carried my grief and rage with me as I returned with my mates, our companions, and Pluto to the surface of Earth, exiting the first Hell Gate beneath Bethesda Terrace in the Central Park Conservancy. This time we had no need to cross the river of Styx. 

We brought back Celeb, Alaric’s half-demon captain, and he had grown tearful at seeing us again. I bet he’d never shed a tear before in his life. But he dropped to one knee before me and kissed the back of my hand in gratitude. 

“Just don’t die again,” I said, patting his new horn to comfort him. “Don’t always try to be a hero. Sometimes you need to learn when to retreat and do it smartly and quickly.” 

The fae warriors were sad that we couldn’t bring back the rest of their cadets and Xihin, but at least I’d made sure that they all stayed in the best territory in Hell. 

We stepped onto the platform of Bethesda Terrace, back in the world of the living. 

To my relief, our camped army was still here—the fae, hybrids, vampires, mages, and shifters, stretching over the entire central park. The human armies of every nation covered the urban streets of New York City. 

Anxiety, apprehension, and determination poured from the army. 

The earthlings knew that the Olympian gods could descend upon them at any time with weapons and powers none of them had any means to counter, and most likely they’d have to fight the forces from both Hell and Heaven. 

They expected a slaughter at the hands of the gods, yet they chose to put up a fight. 

The fae army was closest to the Underworld. Their king and queen waited for the return of their sons, probably uncertain if we would make it out alive.

We’d been in Hell for less than a day, but three days had passed on Earth.  

The fae sovereigns strode toward us as soon as they spotted their sons, their elite guards following closely behind them. The generals of the various armies also marched toward us. 

It seemed that Bethesda Terrace had become the headquarters of the war councils. 

Everyone’s grim expressions softened a little at the sight of my mates and me. We didn’t look haggard, considering we’d just come out of Hell. Instead, my group looked ready and recharged, thanks to Pluto. He’d transferred part of his energy to the fae immortals while I had tangled with my mates between the sheets before my mother showed up. 

A thick emotion stuck in the back of my bitter throat at the thought of my mom, but I pushed it down. I’d revisit it and find a way to make peace with myself once the war was over. For now, all I knew was that she was gone, and she would never return. She’d given the last of her essence to me to make me stronger. She ceased to exist completely and lived on only in my heart and memories. 

Queen Radella kissed Reys’s cheek, tears streaming down her face. 

“You found a good mate, my son,” she said when she released him. 

In front of his mother, Reys suddenly looked like a boy, and I’d never seen that side of him. 

A smug expression crossed his face, joining the smirk already in place. “I got the best mate, Mother.” 

King Kallan hugged his heir while his wife went to kiss Pyrder’s cheek and praise him for bringing back his twin. 

The fae king then bowed to my other mates and companions. “I owe all of you a debt. No mortals or immortals have ever come out of Hell alive, but you all came back.” 

I grinned at him and the queen. “And we brought a few extras.”

The king and the queen both came to hug me. The king reached to ruffle my tri-colored hair, but his hand froze in the air as he seemed to suddenly realize I was a goddess. 

“She doesn’t bite, Father,” Pyrder said. “Cass mostly just walks all over me.”

I pulled away from the hugs of the fae royal couple. “Dude—Your Majesties, you knew Pluto, the former Lord of the Underworld, right?” 

“Of course.” King Kallan nodded at Pluto in courteous acknowledgement. “Lord Pluto and my ancestors were allies.”

While the king, the queen, and I exchanged small talk, which I’d become good at, the generals approached my mates. They put their heads together, briefing one another on current affairs. I let them do their shit, since I was never good at conferences. 

When the generals glanced my way, I multitasked and waved at them with a grin to lighten the heavy atmosphere. 

“That’s cool.” I turned back to my in-laws and jerked a thumb at the smoke shifter. “The one behind Pluto is Jonah, his faithful sidekick,” I said. “Like Friday to Crusoe.”

Everyone looked confused. Right, the immortals didn’t read mortals’ books. After Amber taught me how to read, she picked an adventure book, the sort I liked, and demanded I write a summary. 

Speaking of which, the fae guards led Hephaestus and Amber toward us. Hephaestus wore a hooded cloak that covered most of him. That was clever. If everyone knew we had an Olympian god among us, chaos might break out. We didn’t need that.

Amber hugged me, and I squeezed her hard. I was so happy to see my best friend returned to Earth safe and sound. I gave Hephaestus, the delivery man, a thankful grin, and he shrugged, a sly smile ghosting across his thick lips. 

I was even happier that Amber was here to witness how knowledgeable I was. 

“Crusoe was a Frenchman, but he wasn’t exactly arrogant,” I explained to everyone who was willing to listen. “He got stranded on a barbarian island on Hawaii, I think, after his ship was wrecked by Poseidon’s storm. He saved Friday and made him his slave, since the native dude was good at making beds and doing laundry. But Friday liked to bake people and suck the juice from their bones, so Crusoe asked him sternly not to eat humans again. As you see, Crusoe came from the old world, like my mates, so he had principles. Friday obliged him because he owed Crusoe a life debt. But Friday lost a lot of weight, since he ate only coconuts after that.” 

“That doesn’t sound like my Lord Pluto and me,” Jonah murmured, rubbing his face with his hand. “I don’t feel flattered being compared to a cannibal.” 

Pyrder roared with laughter, and Amber pulled at my sleeve, whispering in my ear when I bent my head towards her, “I think your fae mate might have read the story. We probably need to re-read the book together.” 

“Why?” I said, widening my eyes. “I’m not going to read the same old story twice. There’re more fun things to do.” Like lying on my mates’ naked torsos and making jokes. 

Pyrder wiped a tear from the corner of one turquoise eye. Reys had joined my other mates to talk serious shit with the generals while I told my interesting story. 

I braced my hands on my hips. “Are you going to contradict me, Your Highness?”  

“No, Princess,” Pyrder said, his eyes still laughing.  

“Haven’t you just complained to your parents about me walking all over you?” I said, darting a quick glance at the fae queen and king; somehow they also smiled dotingly at me. “When did that ever happen? Reys said I was a good, respectful mate!” 

“You’re a fabulous mate, Cass baby,” Pyrder said. “But my twin didn’t exactly say respectful.” At my glare, he only pulled me into his arms and kissed my temple. “I like it when you’re so fierce. I actually complimented you, since no one else could ever bully me and get away with it every single time.” 

His kiss traced lower, to my earlobe. He knew it always made my toes curl and my inner beast purr when he did that. The fae prince was a superb lover, but now wasn’t the time to flirt, because when his lips hit my skin, heat instantly rushed through my veins, and we were amid the war camps. I flushed and gave him another half-hearted hard stare. 

“Where was I?” I waved a hand. “Anyway, I’m determined to re-establish Pluto’s rule in the Underworld.” 

A cough sounded behind me, and everyone on the platform tensed. 

The King of Hell had just appeared, a shadow army of demons and wraiths behind him backing him up. 

Thanatos stood to Hades’s left side, his black wings arching behind his armored shoulders, two wicked daggers in his hands. 

The winged god winked at me, but I didn’t return his wink. I didn’t want my mates to think there was something between that dude and me. He wasn’t even my type. 

I recognized the other god guarding Hades’s right side as Erebus, the primeval God of Darkness. I couldn’t see his face clearly, since it was half-concealed by shade, but his large axe got my attention. 

“Daughter,” Hades bit out, somehow still managing to sound disinterested, “you shouldn’t promise something you can’t deliver.” 

The immortals all around us growled, trying to rein in their fear.  

The God of Death’s dark power permeated the air. I wouldn’t blame anyone who cringed. Who wanted to meet a death god, particularly the most powerful one, on the battlefield? 

Yet the warriors didn’t flee. They raised weapons instead, ready to battle Hell’s force. 

“Guys, guys, hold your horses and cool your jets!” I shouted. “The army from the Underworld is our temporary ally. We’ll fight the Olympians together.”

“What if they turn on us at the last minute?” King Kallan said. “The God of Death is known as both a betrayer and a master of manipulation.” 

My mates returned to gather around me and form a shield. 

“I have a contract with the God of Death,” I said, my eyes glowing, and power rolled off me. I was done with small talk. I no longer joked. I’d shifted to goddess mode, a tribrid goddess of Death, Earth, and Dragon. “I don’t ask any of you to trust Hades, the current King of Hell,” I continued, my voice thundering. “But I ask you to trust me, please.” 

My power wave hit the ground, and the entire New York City rumbled. “My name is Cass Saélihn. I’m your protector today, tomorrow, and the days after. I’ll protect my own!”

Hades gave me a surprised look. People always underestimated my intelligence. 

Cheers rose from rows of soldiers and spread.  

“Earth Goddess has returned!” they shouted. “To lead us to victory!” 

Some raised their weapons into the air. “Goddess Cass fights for us!” 

A vast fireball exploded across the bright, blue sky. New York seldom had such good weather like today. It should not be a day for battle. 

But the war had come. The gods were here. 

A horn blew from the shifter army, sounding the alarm. 

“Hold!” Alaric bellowed.  

“Hold!” The generals repeated the order to the army. 

“Hold!” the officers echoed the roar. 

Pride swelled in me. Our earthling armies were well-trained and disciplined. 

Pyrder let his icy wind soar to counter the fireball and shield the army. Lorcan flexed his hard muscles as Earth fire traced down his arms. Alaric held lightning bolts mixing with dragon fire in both of his palms. 

Reys stared at the black flames on his fingertips. He was the last to realize he’d received part of my power as well. My other mates had mastered their newly gained magic. Reys just had to go with his instincts and try his best. 

The enemy’s fireball didn’t fall on the land as we anticipated, but it unfolded and turned into a vast hologram. 

“Cassandra Saélihn, behold what I did to your Earth!” Ares’s voice sounded ominous and full of childish hatred through the hologram. 

On the split holographic screens, we witnessed the gods destroy several major Earth cities with fire, water, or plague. 

The first scene showed Ares and Apollo burning the Academy to ash and dirt. Reys’s house at the edge of the school was gone, too. Anxiety and rage burst in me. Most of Reys’s staff had retreated to Alaric’s warded cabins in Australia. I hoped no one had been left behind in that house and that every student in the Academy had been evacuated. But I had a feeling the casualties were great and many students didn’t make it. 

I’d done a number on Ares’s sons, and my mates had beheaded Deimos, so the God of War was returning the favor by burning down our haunts. 

Next we watched helplessly as the tsunami hit Portland in Oregon, where the court of the High Lord of Night sat.  

The gods were wasting millions of lives to settle their personal scores with us. At least one major city in every nation had been burned and was still burning down. 

We watched as the beautiful Montréal city in Canada was leveled. 

Desperate shouts for help, screams of pain, and hopeless cries echoed in my ears until it was all I could hear. I’d been too late. I’d failed them. I’d promised to protect them, to guard my land, and I’d failed all of them. 

Tears streaked down my cheeks, and my eyes glowed, rage and revenge ablaze in them.  

They’d pay. They’d all fucking pay. 

Jezebel made me promise to punish them all, and I would gladly fulfill it.  

Gaea had told me that I could find anyone on Earth. She’d taught me how to expand my mind and search for the powerful pulses and heat signatures emitted by the alien gods. 

I centered my mind, letting my senses stretch, farther and farther, to reach the Olympian gods and nail down their location. 

I snapped open my eyes. I’d found them—all of them, those vicious, powerful alien beings—amid billions of Earth natives. They didn’t belong here. Earth wanted to vomit them out. 

I clenched my fists, ready to go where they lurked and take them out. 

The wind blew, and the hologram winked out. In its place, a shimmer that seemed to be adorned with stars appeared, and a golden gate formed behind it. 

Damn, it was made of pure gold, sparkling gloriously in the sunlight in the cold winter of New York City.  

“It’s the gate to Mount Olympus,” Alaric said beside me. “The portal to the heavens has opened for the first time on Earth.” 

“What does it mean?” a gray-haired human general asked beside him. I remembered the general. He’d been in the conference room when we attended the world leaders’ gathering in the Swiss Confederation. 

“A full-front war,” Hades said. Somehow he’d moved to stand close to us. The generals shuffled a bit further away from the God of Death. “The Olympian gods will soon read you the terms of surrender. Either you accept the terms or the Olympians will wipe out every living thing on this planet.” 

The leaders traded a grim look before returning their anxious gazes to the sky. 

The golden gate swung inward, opening to reveal a bridge of jade. Under the bridge, endless mist churned. I’d like to peek through the mist and the mystery behind it, if we weren’t at war. 

Then part of the mist lifted, showing Mount Olympus behind the bridge. 

My genetic memory flashed, telling me that the gods’ city was made of incorruptible materials. It was a golden city filled with gems, diamonds, and everlasting blossoms. 

Buildings, mountains, and lakes in their purest, most magnificent forms floated in the air, and rainbow-like clouds drifted by. The sound of streams somewhere in the city played a flute-like melody like nothing I had ever heard. 

The myths said that some of the rivers in Mount Olympus flowed with milk and some flowed with the finest wine, and any mortal who ate fruit from the Shining Tree of Life would become an immortal. 

I heard gasps reverberate through the earthling army. 

None of them had ever seen anything as lovely and splendid as this, nor such riches beyond imagination. Not even the fairyland on Earth could hold a candle to the Olympian city. 

Living in such a world of wonder, the Olympian gods had to come to my realm to throw a tantrum, to hunt, and to destroy, in their boredom and hunger for more power.  

They didn’t deserve to live in that realm. The entitled, elite, arrogant, and malicious beings didn’t deserve any nice things, and I’d take away what they had, and then they’d taste the bitter sorrow of loss and reap the fruits of their cruelty.

Before I found a space to spit on the ground to show my utter disdain—I was surrounded by my mates and the guards, and I didn’t want to spit on the world leaders’ shiny leather shoes by mistake—a chariot of fire charged out of the gods’ city onto the broad, long bridge. An army of endless soldiers marched behind the chariot.  

A giant stallion wreathed in flames pulled the chariot. In the carriage stood the God of War in metal armor, his fearsome eyes glowing red. 

Ares, in his formidable warrior form, raised his flaming spear and bellowed his bloodthirsty battle cry. 

The whole of New York City trembled beneath his mighty feet. 

Even our brave army was shocked into fearful silence, and none dared to even exhale. I could sense terror of the war god striking into all the mortals’ and immortals’ hearts. 

Only my mates and I didn’t fear the God of War in all his terrifying glory. 

I turned my head, found a clear spot, and spat. “Asshole!” 

Hades chuckled, darkness whirling under his feet like a liquid black mirror. As his direct descendant, I could feel the thrill buzzing in his black blood at the approaching battle. Somehow his excitement also fueled me. 

“Hold your lines!” Alaric roared, raising his flaming sword, his deep, booming voice reaching every corner, pumping courage into our army. 

“Courage!” Reys raised his blade of fire and shouted. 

The warriors followed and shouted, “Courage!” 

“Steady!” Alaric shouted again. 

“Fight for freedom!” Pyrder bellowed. “We got this!”

Lorcan also raised his sword. “Defend Earth to our last breath!” 

The army echoed, “Courage! We got this! Defend Earth!” 

A horn from the center of our armies in Central Park blew long and hard, and banners rose in the air, flapping in the chilly wind under the blue sky. 

A goddess, tall and regal, suddenly materialized on the gem bridge before the giant black stallion. The horse raised his hooves, neighed, and reared back to give the goddess a wide berth. 

Our earthling army gasped in surprise. 

Goddess Athena had appeared on the scene. 

She wore blood-red armor, marking her as the Goddess of War, the female counterpart of Ares. A white cloak that represented peace was draped over her armor. 

According to the myth, she was born fully armored from Zeus’s forehead. I wondered if she wore that same armor today. The crested helmet on her golden head must have come from her birth. In my humble opinion, it wasn’t fashionable. If I were her, I would commission a new one to impress others. 

My gaze moved to her state-of-the-art shield and spear. A thunderbolt sparked on the sharp spearhead. It was said that Zeus allowed his daughter to wield his thunderbolt. 

She represented a more formidable foe than Ares, since she was all about war strategy, and he was more about blunt, brutal force. 

“Brother,” Athena said, half-turning to Ares, half-facing us. “Let me handle this first. Even mortals believe that the supreme art of war is to break the enemy’s resistance without fighting.”

Artemis and Demeter had told me that Athena would support me as well. 

Part of me felt relief.

I was not a coward, nor were my mates.

The gods burned, flooded, and leveled Earth’s cities, and we felt a great need to avenge all the lost lives. But all-out war with them would only cost more lives. We’d be lucky if half of our army survived this battle.  

Athena wasn’t my favorite person because of the injustice she’d done to Medusa and many others. However, if she could prevent this catastrophic war— 

The Goddess of Wisdom swept her gray eyes over me and settled it on the generals on the platform of Bethesda Terrace. The war lords shifted nervously under her piercing gaze. No mortals could meet a powerful goddess’s stare. 

“Generals, citizens of Earth.” Athena raised her powerful voice. “I’m the Goddess of Reason and Peace, among many other names.” 

She meant that she actually had over twenty-five titles. I hoped she wouldn’t request text cues and recite them all. But she got everyone’s attention. The earthlings held their breath and hung on her every word. 

“It’s going to get interesting whenever Athena is involved,” Hades said. 

“But she always got involved in all things,” his winged-god captain murmured. 

I gave Hades a glare. “Could you guys not provide commentary on everything?” 

The God of Death arched an eyebrow. Right, I forgot that I was his pawn and obedient daughter. 

“Your ancestors called me a friend,” Athena continued, her voice warmer, “for I protected them. That hasn’t changed. I still am the protector of civilized life. I’m the Defender of Earth.” 

“She just took my title.” I said to Pyrder beside me, blinking in disbelief. 

The Goddess of Wisdom had just pronounced that Earth was hers and her right, and the earthlings were her people. 

If that was the case, where had she been when her kin burned half of Earth? 

But I soon dropped my gaze in shame. I hadn’t prevented the holocaust, either. I hadn’t protected my people. I’d only paid them lip service. 

“What’s her game?” Lorcan mused.  

“She’s establishing herself as the good guy.” Alaric thumbed his chin. “That’s always their first step before they commit genocide.” 

“It feels like she wants to divide us first,” Pyrder said. 

“She might want peace,” I said, craning my head to look for her buddies, Demeter and Artemis. 

But they were nowhere to be found. Would they betray the cause of our sisterhood? I had no idea if the goddesses made a habit of breaking their words or not, but history books didn’t have anything bad to say about Demeter and Artemis. 

I moved my gaze to our army and scanned the soldiers spread all over the park and saw hope spark in their eyes. No one wanted to die today, and they now put their faith in the Goddess of Peace and Reason, who claimed to be Earth’s defender.

“Shut her up before she sabotages Cassandra,” Hades said. “The Olympians know Cassandra is the most lethal weapon against them. A tribe of them have tried to contain her and failed. Their target is her—”

Before the death god finished his sentence, Alaric’s bolts of lightning struck out, not at Hades but at Athena on the bridge. 

Athena instantly raised her shield, blocking Alaric’s lightning. 

“My bastard half-brother,” Athena said, her blazing eyes training on Alaric above the rim of her shield of gold and silver. “You forget I’m Zeus’s golden child. It’s never you but me. Your lightning can never put me down while I carry Father’s thunder.” 

Red fire burst from Alaric’s palms. 

Athena widened her eyes for a heartbeat. “How could you possess the dragon fire?” Her disdainful gaze then turned to me. “The hybrid, of course.” 

That’s tribrid, sister!

Ares leapt and landed beside her, his stallion taking off and leaving the stage. 

I actually thought the horse was the best part of their show. 

The God of War raised his arm shield, ready to take anything my mates threw at him. He practically willed it to happen. 

He wanted a fight. 

He wanted blood and carnage. 

Then Apollo strode onto the bridge. Behind him, all the powerful Olympian gods formed rows. Their power rippled through the air in electric charges. 

I recognized Poseidon, one of the three original gods. He stood to Athena’s right side, since Ares occupied the left. 

Apollo, Aphrodite, Hermes, Hecate, Dionysus, and a few other major gods stood in the second row. The third-grade gods brought up the rear, with my friend Phobos among them.

How had the God of Terror recovered so fast? Demeter had told me that it would take a long while for Phobos to even form a coherent thought. 

Had Demeter lied to me? 

She wasn’t among their ranks. Neither was Artemis. 

The King and Queen of Gods were also absent. I’d certainly damage the bitch queen if she ever decided to show up. Alaric had a blood debt that required payment, and my mates’ debts were mine, too, just as their gold was mine.  

The gods had made their stand. 

The only one from their race standing with me was Hades, but he still might betray me at the last second. 

No, that wasn’t quite true. One other Olympian god stood by me. That was Hephaestus, though he didn’t stand at the frontline with us. It was understandable. The God of Blacksmiths wasn’t a fighter. He was an artist. And he’d shown plenty of courage by sticking with me. 

And now he stood beside Amber, determined to protect her. 

“Well, the Olympians decided to have a costume party,” I said. “Somebody point me the clown.” 

My mates chuckled, despite the dire situation. 

The gods glared at me like circling vultures. They all wanted me dead. 

I grinned at them, not kindly, since I was showing my fangs. 

“Good citizens,” Athena said, “today I represent all the Olympian gods—your gods—”

The Goddess of Persuasion served as the mouthpiece of the Olympians, and here I’d thought she would stand with Demeter to fight for the women’s rights. 

“None of you are our gods,” Pyrder shouted. “Earth isn’t yours. You’re fucking trespassers.” 

Athena ignored my fae mate and continued her broadcast. “—to offer you a peace truce that we’ve never offered any other race before. We can destroy Earth with a flick of a wrist, but we want to preserve this planet. As I said, I’m the protector of cities, civilizations, and lives. I’ve persuaded my kind to give you a second chance despite your challenge to the gods. This level of audacity and rebellion against a superior race has never been heard of, but we understand that you’ve been misled.” 

“What are the terms, Goddess of Wisdom and Justice?” the gray-haired general asked respectfully, and the other generals nodded in approval at his question. 

Athena pointed her index finger at me rudely. “Give us Cassandra Saélihn, the most wanted criminal in the Olympians’ history, and we’ll leave Earth and grant you peace.”

My mates raised their flaming swords before them, magical fire and wind twirling around us in a tight shield.  

“Want my mate?” Alaric snarled, menace rolling off him in spades and dragon fire burning in his brown eyes. “Come and get her.”

Lorcan bared his fangs and looked very scary, yet it turned me on like nothing else. 

The fae king and queen stepped closer to their twin sons and raised their fae-made swords. They’d defend their sons’ mate. No questions asked. 

“Earthlings,” Athena called. “You don’t even need to lift a finger to seize her, since we know she’s extremely dangerous. We’ll do that for you. All you have to do is show us your alliance. Denounce her, and you all will live. And we’ll depart Earth forever.” 

She was lying. I could tell. 

The Olympians wouldn’t just leave the earthlings alone or they’d have done that a long time ago. For the first time in Earth’s history, our army had defied the gods and come to fight them. They’d never forgive “the cardinal sin.” 

But how could I convince my people of her lies while she held them in her palms and offered them the thing they most wanted? They believed her. They thought they could all walk away. They believed they could go home to their warm beds, their hot meals, and their families, instead of dying here. And that when they woke up the next morning, the gods would be gone, as if they’d never come to conquer Earth. 

All they had to do was denounce me in front of the gods. 

I shut my eyes for a second as millions of ideas ran through my head in a messy thread. I needed to find a way to tell the earthlings the truth and shatter the illusion fabricated by Athena. 

All warfare is based on deception. 

The Olympian gods planned to take my mates and me out of the equation before they slaughtered Earth’s immortals and mortals.  

“If you have such justice and compassion, as you call yourself goddess of such,” shouted Wyatt, “then where were you when our lands were burned? Haven’t you just shown us cold-heartedly how you demolish our cities and murder our kind, so-called Defender and Protector of Civilized Life and Cities?” 

The shifters had become friends who supplied me with endless cakes and local brew, and now they even defended my honor. 

“How dare you talk to your goddess that way?” Ares hissed. “You’re no more significant than a bug! Kneel and beg, and perhaps I’ll allow you to take one more breath.” 

The God of War raised his spear, ready to strike down the shifter alpha. My tri-fires whooshed out, my dark power spreading to form a shield above our army. The shield wouldn’t last forever when the gods combined their powers to hit us, but at least I could shield the army for now and offer our warriors a fighting chance. 

My mates added their powers to enhance my shield. 

Athena put her hand on Ares’s arm. “I said to let me handle the warfare with the earthlings. All they need is to hear reason.” She turned to the Earth army again. “I’m not upset that you defied me, for now, as I can see that you’ve been under the dark spell of Cassandra Saélihn for a long time. The black witch is extremely deceptive. I admit that she has some neat tricks, but she’s no goddess. She’s the Eater of Worlds, a filthy beast that must be put down. She’s the reason the precious Earth cities were destroyed. She’s the cause of all chaos, tragedy, and disasters. Give her to me, and all will be forgiven. You’ll have Earth back.” 

“Shut your hole, you lying bitch!” Alaric shouted. “I won’t allow you to defame my mate.” 

My mates growled, ready to charge and to burn the goddess with their combined fires. 

“What if we just give her to the gods?” a middle-aged, thin-lipped general shouted among his peers. “One life in exchange for billions of lives.” 

“I disagree,” the gray-haired general said. “We’ll not give up Cass Saélihn, our symbol of freedom!” 

I blinked in surprise. I hadn’t thought any general would be on my side. 

Wyatt and Cadmar spat, but Dustin beat them to the punch and scolded the thin-lipped general. “Fool! You fucking fool! Without Goddess Cass and her mates to defend Earth, you’ll soon be dog meat, tossed out by the gods without your bones attached.” 

The thin-lipped general’s jaw clenched. “We must pay the gods respect. Our cities wouldn’t have burned if we’d worshiped the gods the way they deserve. We have to think of what’s best for the rest of the human race. Sacrifice one girl and all will be saved.” He scanned the faces of the other generals. “Let’s put it to vote.” 

The fae king’s knuckles were bone-white on the hilt of his sword. He was evidently putting great effort into restraining himself from running his blade through that general’s guts. 

“Working with the gods and dividing us on the battlefield won’t get you far, mortal,” said the king in contempt. 

The thin-lipped general’s face turned purple. He waved his fists and shouted for all the army to hear. “I say we give the gods what they want. We give the gods the girl! One dies so billions will live. Say you’re with me, army!” 

No one answered him until a voice boomed, “I’m with you.” 

The thin-lipped general’s eyes widened in shock as his pumping heart was torn out of his chest and throbbed its last beat in Celeb’s hand. 

Celeb, Alaric’s half-demon captain, held the general’s heart and lifted it into the air for all to see. “The scum, the cowards, and the unworthy do not inherit our Earth!” he bellowed in rage. “And this is my vote!” 

I was as shell-shocked as everyone, but my mates didn’t seem fazed.

Hector raised his sword and roared, “Who’s with Cass Saélihn, the true Earth Goddess who returned from her own captivity to free you all?” 

Shouts and cheers broke out from the army. 

Athena lowered her spear toward the platform of Bethesda Terrace, and a round of thunderbolts darted toward our group. Alaric’s lightning bolts met them right in the middle, canceling the thunderbolts out. 

My dark fire lingered where the two forces collided, hissing. 

“Don’t ever try that again, Goddess Chick of Twenty-Seven Titles and More,” I shouted. “Is that how you treat whoever disagrees with you? You’ve had a long history of cursing victims or turning them into spiders, but you won’t have a chance to put a curse on any of my people as long as I stand.” 

Athena crowned herself Goddess of Justice, yet she was even less forgiving and more vengeful than the God of War. 

A light flashed, and Artemis popped up in front of Athena. 

The Goddess of the Hunt and the Moon appeared in her thirteen-year-old form in a knee-length chiton, a bow and a quiver of arrows swinging from her shoulder. 

“Athena, what are you doing?” Artemis asked, her green eyes glinting with anger, making the world pale around her. 

“Doing the right thing for our kind,” Athena said. “As you should have done.” 

“So, it was all a ruse that you joined our secret sisterhood club?” Artemis asked, her jaw tightening. “While we trusted you, you were spying on us. How could you?” 

“What you planned would never work.” Athena decreed in a high-handed manner, talking down to her fellow goddess. “I’m the Goddess of Wisdom, and you should listen to me on all matters and follow me.” 

Artemis grew into a giant thirteen-year-old. “I’m so done with you, Athena.”  

She stepped to the edge of the bridge. 

“Artemis, where the hell are you going?” Apollo called. “Get back here!” 

He lunged for her, but Artemis jumped. 

The Goddess of the Hunt shifted and landed near me. 

My mates wielded their swords, ready to cut her down. 

“No!” I pushed away my mates and rushed to Artemis. “She’s on our side. She saved me. She’s my friend.” 

Artemis grinned at me. “I’ll fight with you, Cass!” 

She picked an arrow from her quiver, nocked it, and aimed it toward the gods on the bridge. 

She spat. “The so-called Goddess of Justice has no honor.”    

I hugged her from the side, needing this support from at least one of my kin more than anything. “When this is over and we survive, I’ll ask Boone to bake the best cakes for us. And you should try the shifters’ local brew. I only suggest you don’t drink it on an empty stomach.” 

The shifters grinned at us. 

Artemis grinned back, her green eyes sparkling like a living color. She liked animals (shifters are part of the animal species), but she also hunted them. Well, as I said, no one is perfect. 

“Deal,” said the virgin goddess. “I want more. I want a harem. I want free popcorn with butter and salt on it, as you promised. And I want to go shopping with you.” 

“Ambrosia, the fae chick, can go with us,” I said. “She’s annoying sometimes, but she has good fashion sense, and we can use her services for free. My best friend, Amber, might want to tag along. So we’ll have a girls’ night out! As for your harem, we need to talk in private.” 

The generals just stared at us, dumbfounded. My mates shook their heads, with doting smiles ghosting their sensual lips. They knew how I was, and they didn’t give a fuck how anyone else perceived me. 

Athena sneered. “Listen to your goddess. Is that the kind of role model you want? All she wants is man whores, cakes, and shopping.” 

“Yet she’s more real than you, than any of you can ever be,” Hephaestus shouted from nearby. He’d finally stood up, not for himself, but for me. “Goddess Cass has a heart of gold. That’s what we want in a goddess!” 

Just then I detected another potent power vibrating in the air. 

“Demeter?” I called. “Are you around?” 

The Goddess of Fertility, clad in green armor, landed by Artemis and me in a shimmer of light. She was geared up for war. 

“What have I missed?” she asked. 

A moment later, sparks of light rose and fell, and a group of minor goddesses materialized after her. 

Demeter waved at them. “I brought some help, Cass. Thought you might need the extra hands.” 

All the minor goddesses, the most repressed minority in the Olympian society, thrust their spears, swords, and axes in front of them, their defiant gazes fixing on the ‘important’ gods and goddesses on the bridge made of fucking jade. 

The mortals and immortals around us widened their eyes and dropped their jaws. They never thought there’d be a day when the Olympian goddesses would fight among them. 

“Hi, Cass,” some goddesses greeted, and some nodded at me. 

“Thanks for coming,” I said, flashing them a warm grin before wheeling toward the Goddess of Plants and Fertility. “Uh, what weapon will you use, Demeter?” 

She was like a farmer, I assumed. There was never a record of her using a weapon. 

Two handfuls of wheat mixed with dirt formed in her palms, rising into the air and swirling faster and faster. 

“Good,” I said in approval. “Toss them into your opponents’ eyes when you get close to them.” I grinned wickedly. “Damn, it’ll hurt.”

She nodded, her gray eyes all ice and steel. “That’s what I plan to do, but I don’t need to get close to them to do that. And Poseidon is mine to destroy.” 

Alaric once told me about Demeter’s story at my urging. In her desperation to escape the sea god’s pursuit, Demeter had changed into a horse, but the asshole had shifted into a stallion, overpowered Demeter, and then raped her. None of the gods had ever helped her. 

“That motherfucker is yours,” I said. “Take him down by the balls.” 

The fucking sea god had flooded Lorcan’s city and destroyed many innocent lives. 

Reys and Pyrder stalked toward us. Alaric still didn’t like any gods or goddesses (except me, of course), even though the goddesses were on our side. He eyed them suspiciously while he kept his distance from them in case he lost his cool. 

“We need to rearrange the battle squares,” Reys said. “We’ll place the combat goddesses in front of every mortal troop.”  

The mortal generals all nodded their agreement and looked noticeably relieved. 

“The goddesses you’ve got on your side are trash,” Athena snickered. “Just like you, Cassandra Saélihn. You don’t stand a chance.” She thrust a hand forward toward the Earth army beneath the bridge, and her clear, powerful voice reached every corner. “What do you say, my Earth people? Your ancestors once worshiped me and built me shrines. Will you follow your ancestors’ footsteps and pay me respect so I’ll continue protecting you? Will you give up Cassandra Saélihn and get your treaty? War or peace? Your choice.” 

“There’s only one goddess for Earth,” Amber shouted through a microphone. Damn, where did the pip get hold of the device? “And that is Cass Saélihn! And I’m Earth’s seer. I’ve foreseen Earth’s victory! To victory! To war!” 

Hephaestus gazed down at her, full of pride, and bellowed, “To war! The victory is Earth’s.” 

“Hephaestus,” I shouted. “Get her under the terrace!” 

Amber was not trained in battle, though she had the heart of a warrior. I didn’t want to lose my best friend. Hephaestus nodded and dove into persuading Amber to leave her post and move to safety on the edge of Hell, guarded by Hades’s force. 

“To war!” the army shouted as one. 

“We’ll never kneel. We’ll never bow to the alien gods!” someone shouted, and the army echoed the cry. 

“Never surrender!” 

“The true Earth Goddess’s mates—High Lord of Night, Princes of Sihde, and King of Hybrids, the Earth’s true defenders for eons—will lead you once again and drive out the alien invaders!” 

The earthling army roared, “To war!” 

They stood with my mates and me.  
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Athena untied her white cloak, dropped it on the bridge, and stomped on it, discarding the symbol of peace. 

“So be it,” she said, her voice hard as ice. “You’ve chosen your doom, earthlings.”

“Unworthy Earth worms,” the God of War snarled. “We’ll put your little goddess on a spike, and then we’ll burn all of you. Before the end of this day, not a single one of you will stand.”  

I flipped him the bird with two hands, and his eyes glowed red with rage. None of the gods knew how to take insults with grace and good humor. Well, they’d have to learn to adapt or perish. I voted for perish.

They’d come to the modern Earth. 

“You’re right, brother,” Athena said. “She’s indeed the rudest brat.”

She raised her spear into the clouds, calling for war. 

Thunder rolled across the horizon. 

Fireballs appeared out of nowhere and exploded, burning half of the sky. 

But my mass of darkness had spread out, covering the entirety of New York, shielding the city. Reys pushed his newly gained dark fire up to enhance my shield again. 

My mates were a quick study. As Lorcan had said, they were war lords with eons of battling experience. 

“Hades!” I shouted. “Are you with me?”

“I’m with you, daughter,” Hades said. “Go get them.” 

“Shield my people!” I yelled, and Hades’s darkness joined mine, weaving a stronger shield. 

Somewhere in the middle of the city, horns blew, full of solemnity and unity. The whole city tensed like a bow, ready to release arrows. 

My mates and I stood at the frontline. Reys remained by my side to guard me. 

The army hadn’t retreated an inch, yet fear and anxiety were thick in the air. They couldn’t help it. 

I levitated into the sky and turned, letting the generals and soldiers, mortals and immortals see my face—the goddess’s face, full of clarity, purpose, and a will of hardest steel. 

Then I let my power whip around me like a windstorm, flames of black, blue, and red ablaze in my hair. My two-toned eyes glowed violet and gold. 

“Courage!” I shouted, my voice reaching every corner of the city, my every word dripping with power, and all eyes fixed on me with utter awe. I could feel their fear dissipating as their bravery, their determination to protect the land, and their rage at the alien gods worked to recharge their spirits. That was quite good. “My people, my chil—” I swallowed the rest of the word just in time. Shit, I shouldn’t call them children. I doubted they’d be thrilled to be called children by me, since every warrior was older than me in human time. That was just Earth Goddess talk from my genetic memory. 

My mates might be cracking up now. I turned to peek at them. They weren’t laughing. They nodded at me in pride, their eyes of different shades and colors glowing just like mine, their powers crackling in the air, ready to be unleashed on our enemies.  

“Well,” I continued, barking louder to make up for the anticlimactic moment due to my stutter. “I’m with you! I’m Cass Saélihn. Today I’m with you. And today we fight! We guard our home, our land, our cities, and our Earth. No one will take from us what is ours! And we don’t allow trespassers. The alien gods aren’t welcome!”

The army shouted as one. “The alien gods aren’t welcome! We don’t allow trespassers!” 

“So we fight them today!” I roared. I was glad that my voice sounded powerful instead of high-pitched as I’d been worried it would. “We’ll defeat them. Many of us may perish, but we die free instead of in chains and in cages. We die to protect our home planet. Those who survive will carry the torch and tell the children of our children of this day, that we fought and won their freedom for them. We won’t be forgotten. We’ll be remembered in history. I’ll remember you. I’ll remember you all. Are you with me?!” 

My mates roared in agreement.  

The army bellowed, led by the good shifters, “Where you go, we follow!” 

War horns blared again, and drumbeats rose from somewhere. 

The gods flung their collective powers down at the army, battering my shield. Straining pressure increased inside me, churning my insides. If they kept at it, my shield would finally break, and our army would scatter under the enemy’s brutal show of force. 

We’d be defeated before we’d even started. 

The only way out of this was to turn defense into offense. 

I must take the fight to their homeland and let them focus on me. 

I eyed the bridge of jade—the path between two worlds—and shouted for my companions to give me space. They immediately did.  

With a roar, I shifted into a dragon, my scaled snout pouring fire toward the Olympian gods. 

They jumped back from the front of the bridge and cursed in Olympian tongue. My offense worked. They stopped hammering on my shield and trained their sole focus on the dragon. 

People were fascinated by dragons, even the gods. 

Athena, Ares, and Apollo raised their shields to block my fire. I’d have a word with the God of Blacksmiths for making such effective shields for my opponents, if I survived this.

Poseidon surged his endless ocean current to douse my waves of fire.  

I needed to get closer to them, so my fire would burn hotter. First I needed to ascend higher, then dive. 

I flapped my massive blue wings and soared. I flew so fast that I was staring down at the gods now. They were all giants by the earthlings’ standards, but compared to my dragon form, they were puny.  

I could swallow the lot of them and chew their bones. 

The gods raised their spears, swords, and shields, awaiting my next attack. They didn’t look panicked. Instead, the major Olympian fighters posed like fucking dragon slayers as they spoke amongst themselves. 

“I didn’t expect that ignorant, immature brat to be good at public speaking,” Ares grunted. “She even beat our house speaker.”  

Athena looked offended and enraged.  

What a sore loser! 

“In fact, she was quite good at it when she put her mind to it,” Apollo said. “She made an excellent speech when I had my mages throw ice storms and hail at her, too. She performs best when she’s pissed. The foul-mouthed brat has street smarts.” 

“I’m going to cut her fucking dragon head off and decorate my wall with it,” Ares vowed, as if it were a done deal. 

“Can we make a compromise, Ares?” Apollo said. “It’s such a waste to slay the most powerful goddess.” 

“She killed my son!” Ares roared.

“Well, if your dickhead sons hadn’t shown up to torture her and beat her to within an inch of her life, she wouldn’t have transformed and gotten away,” Apollo said. “And things would be different. Do you realize how hard it was for me to acquire her in the first place?”

Ares turned to glare at Apollo, eyes glowing murderously red. 

Apollo raised his hands in a gesture of surrender. “Fine. Fine. Take her head then. But you’ll be the one to fight her, and I’ll serve as backup.” 

“I have your six, brother,” Athena said, training her spear toward me, thunderbolts twirling around the spearhead. She was waiting for me to get closer before making a strike. 

A genetic dragon memory flashed before my eyes. The Olympian gods had all fought the dragons before. Though neither side had won, the Olympians were experienced with battling dragons. 

On the other hand, I was a dragon in training. 

I didn’t exactly know how to fight effectively in this form other than spitting white-hot fire and swinging my wings and claws at my opponents.  

The prophecy didn’t say I would kill the gods with my dragon fire. 

The only weapon that could kill them was the Blade of Five Elements. I looked scary as a dragon and the earthling army cheered for me, but I was actually at a disadvantage in my beast form fighting a bunch of gods on the bridge. 

I couldn’t take them down with blunt force. 

I had to fight dirty, go sneaky, and stab them in the back with my elemental blade.  

In my Cass form, I had more magic. 

I shifted in the air and landed in a crouch on the gods’ bridge.  

To my great relief and satisfaction, I wasn’t naked this time.  

I was clad in red leather with my tight top, pants, and boots hugging me like a second skin. I looked badass, even without my dragon spitting a long stream of fire. 

And I didn’t face my enemies alone. 

My mates alighted right beside and around me. They’d teleported here. I didn’t dare to turn to grin at them since the murderous gods stood right before us, wanting to cut us down. 

My mates growled at me, but their eyes were fixed solely on our foes.  

They’d shouted for me to wait, but I’d still taken off as a dragon. I felt guilty for making them so worried and scared for me. 

They hated it when I was reckless, but it wasn’t like I wasn’t a team player. I just didn’t have time to play it nice and slow when war was bearing down on us. 

They could spank me all they wanted when this was over, if I survived. 

“Hello, miss me?” I purred, facing the God of War, the Goddess of War, the God of the Sun, and the God of the Sea in the first row. 

My mates snarled in warning. I rolled my eyes. 

“Mates,” I said. “I wasn’t flirting with them. That will never happen. Ever. They aren’t my type, not even close. Couldn’t you hear the irony in my tone?”

“Even so, we don’t like you purring to anyone outside the circle of your mates,” Pyrder said firmly. 

“Fine,” I said. “I’ll just be less interesting then.”

Really, were we having a lovers’ quarrel while the gods were so ready and keen to charge us and cut us to ribbons? 

“You need not worry about appearing interesting when you deal with anyone except for your mates, dulcis,” Lorcan said. 

“Fine,” I said. “I’ll start over with a new opening then.” I waved a hand at the gods. “Hello!” My voice was harsh. “God of Number One Asshole, Goddess of Bitch Injustice, God of Unregistered Rapist, and God of Douchebag Kidnapper, who else do we have here?” 

The four mighty gods looked more than enraged, and the rest of the gods appeared stunned and perplexed at their elite peers’ new titles. But a roar of laughter from beneath the bridge broke the silence. 

Hades was the only one who was having fun. He loved war even more than Ares, for he could harvest a truckload of souls and cash in on everyone’s misery. 

“You’re the most intolerable creature that ever existed,” Athena said, then turned to Ares with an order. “Tear her to pieces, brother, and then feed her to the wild dogs. I can’t stand the sight of her.” 

“Maybe you should let Medusa look at you instead, cunt,” I said. 

The gods were all shocked to silence. 

“Right, bitches,” I said. “I, Cassandra Saélihn, speak for those who have no voice and defend those who can’t defend themselves. So, I ask all of you, one last time, politely: Kindly get the fuck out of my realm right now and go home to wipe your own asses, and I might just let you live.” 

The gods bellowed in fury. I shrugged. They were determined to erase us and see Earth in flames, so it didn’t hurt to add fuel to the fire and rile them up even more.  

Athena’s face burned in purple rage. She raised her spear and thrust it toward me, but Lorcan intercepted her strike. His flaming sword slammed into her spearhead, and his blue fire locked into the lightning bolts she shot at me. 

“Dare you fight me, vampire!” Athena hissed. 


Lorcan bared his teeth. “Dare you try to lay your dirty hand on my mate!” 


He wouldn’t call her bitch or something worse like cunt. The High Lord of Night was too classy to curse. He wasn’t good at throwing insults, either, unlike me. He didn’t have the habit of threatening his opponents. He just went ahead and slew them. 

They lunged at each other again and engaged in combat. Athena thrust her spear and Lorcan swung his sword. 

Alaric crossed his blade with the God of War, though they had no problem calling each other the worst names. They slashed and parried and jabbed, each desperately trying to outmaneuver the other. 

“I’ll take your whore of a mate after I’m done with you, my bastard brother,” Ares sneered. “I’ll rape her corpse over and over.” 

“You’ll never get the fucking chance, no brother of mine,” Alaric said. “Because I’ll cut your pathetic dick off. It stung, didn’t it, Ares, to be rejected and spat at by my mate over and over?” 

Ares roared in rage, his nostrils flaring, yet he couldn’t spit fire, unlike me. 

“Give up, Alaric mate. You can’t teach the pampered little shit how to be a real man.” I shouted a snide comment. “It’s not in him, no matter how much gold he’s willing to pay in his attempt to be a man.” 

Ares threw all he had into one strike, and his explosive strength sent Alaric flying backwards. The God of War made his way toward me. I didn’t flee but beckoned him to come get me with a twitch of two fingers, which enraged him even further. I stood firm, my other hand gripping the Blade of Five Elements. 

I hadn’t wasted my element of surprise on a minor god. I’d decided to target one of the powerful four first. I’d been seeking openings while I kept tossing fire at the second-tier gods to push them back or burn them. 

They had all raised shields and thrown their offensive powers at my mates and me, attempting to overwhelm us with numbers.

Alaric cut in between Ares and me before the war god reached me. My demigod mate could match Ares’s speed. He knew that Ares’s talent was his incredible velocity. 

“Don’t even try,” Alaric said. “You’ll never get near my woman.” 

“Thanks, baby,” I said. 

“Baby? Really? Now you’ve got nicknames for us?” Alaric chuckled while swinging his sword to block Ares’s spear, his boot kicking the war god in the stomach. He instantly followed up with his blade, sending it sailing toward his opponent’s neck. Ares ducked swiftly, bellowing like an animal, and charged Alaric like a bulldog. 

“Quit making such annoying noises, Ares,” I barked. 

“I’ll cage you. I’ll make you bear my children. And then I’ll break you apart piece by piece,” Ares yelled. He had a lot of rage and hatred issues. 

“Right, keep vomiting up pretty words you can’t keep, impotent douchebag,” I said with a yawn. “You bore me.” 

I ignored his incensed curses as I pushed my fires forward to keep the gods in the second row at bay while keenly watching for any opening to stab a major god in the back with the Blade of Five Elements. 

My fae mates battled Poseidon together, Reys at the front and Pyrder at the sea god’s back. They shifted positions sometimes, attempting to slash and slice the original god’s armored body with their flaming swords. 

Poseidon had long blond hair down to his massive shoulders, pitiless sea-blue eyes, and bulky biceps and thighs. He was the most powerful god on the bridge. Fortunately, he wasn’t in the ocean, which was his element. 

Despite our efforts, the gods started pushing back with their overwhelming numbers. 

I grew anxious. Numbers mattered. And size mattered. No way could we fight off all of them. I shouldn’t waste my energy on the minor gods behind the line. I should actively seek a chance to thin out the major gods with my lethal blade. 

I needed an opening soon. 

As if they heard my summons, Pluto, Jonah, Celeb, Hector, and many of our elite warriors landed on the bridge. Pluto must have teleported them. They charged toward the minor gods behind the defensive line with deafening battle cries, raising their swords and axes.

“Good men!” I shouted my appreciation. “Stay alive!” 

Artemis, Demeter, and part of their goddess team also landed among us and joined the fray. 

“Good women!” I shouted once more. “Go get them, tigresses! All the sexists, misogynists, male chauvinists, and supremacists will go the fuck down!” 

None of the goddesses shouted or cheered due to cultural differences. They weren’t like the mortals and immortals here. So, I represented all of them and cheered enough for everyone, “Yay! Go get them. Pigs will go the fuck down!”

Both sides threw offensive powers and magic at each other. The sharp sound of crossing blades ricocheted off the bridge and vibrated in the air. 

While we were in the heat of the battle, the sky tore open. 

The barrier between the two worlds lifted, and the Olympian armies, mixed with the human and mage armies that had betrayed their own kind, poured through the portal into Central Park and every street in New York City. 

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






CHAPTER 19 


[image: image]







As Earth Goddess, I sensed all activities in my own realm. I could see things now even without my eyes. 

I saw the gods’ armies battling the immortals in Central Park, the earthlings’ magic matching godly power, steel crashing against steel. 

Human soldiers from our side fought the humans who served the Olympians. Mortals faced each other with bombs and guns, bullets flying everywhere in the streets, ripping holes as they hit anything. Mages fought with magic and spells, since bullets didn’t really work on magic users. 

Buildings toppled from the bombs. Fire, smoke, and dust clouds rose into the air. 

Screams of pain, battle cries, frantic shouts for help, and profane curses rose in a cacophony from the city that once rang with state-of-the-art opera and musicals. 

Drumbeats rose to a frantic pace as the battle raged on all fronts, in every corner, every park, every street, every commercial district, and even in schools. 

I could no longer shield everyone. I drew back my powers to focus on defeating the major gods.  

Blood heated in my veins and pumped in my ears as the battle called me. I pushed down grief as I saw a battalion of good soldiers fall and sensed lives leaving the boundaries of Earth. I’d lost friends and warriors I cherished, but I couldn’t grieve for any of them right now.  

I must find a way to end this costly, brutal war before more of my people perished. 

Gaea shimmered into view, in a solid form this time. A gown of ivory velvet flowed around her, hugging her voluptuous shape and impossibly slim waist. She held a torch of Earth’s blue fire that illuminated her creamy face and raven-black hair. She radiated serenity and timeless beauty. 

Yet I saw red. 

The primal Earth Goddess had turned my mother into a zombie-like creature. She’d wished to break me, too, and she may have succeeded if I hadn’t had my four mates, who guarded, protected, and loved me with every breath they took.  

She played an elaborate, duplicitous game and endeavored to sacrifice her own bloodline. For what? She could have just asked us to fight the Olympians if she was too much of a coward to fight her own battle, and we’d have gotten our hands dirty and bloody to defend Earth. 

I was burning to destroy her right here, right now, along with the Olympian gods, but I shouldn’t focus on her in the heat of the battle against the aliens.  

At least for now, she was on my side. 

With her appearance, I knew instinctively it was my cue that an opportunity to take down the gods was coming. The opening was close, and I needed to pay attention. 

“Grandmother,” I asked with a saccharine smile. “Come to help me fight? I do need a hand. Could you shield our people in the city?”

Her intense gaze fell on the duel between Alaric and Ares. 

My demigod mate had locked Ares’s spear, and Apollo wasn’t watching the war god’s back. 

“Now, Cass,” Gaea said. 

The blade vibrated in my hand, eager and glowing red. Let’s kill some evils, Cass. 

I moved like a flash, and a shocked expression twisted Ares’s hard face. He hadn’t expected I could move this fast and match his top speed. 

I’d upgraded my power level because of my mother’s sacrifice. She’d made me stronger and faster in every aspect. She’d ensured I could take on any god.

In an instant, I reached Ares’s back. I flew at him, stabbing the Blade of Five Elements deep into his heart through the backdoor. 

The God of War stumbled and dropped to his knees. 

“Now you die,” I told him with certainty. 

The battle on the bridge froze as everyone ceased to fight for a second, as if by silent agreement, and watched the demise of the God of War. 

Even the gods held their eons-long belief that none of the major gods could be killed. 

But there was always a first. I didn’t mind breaking their record and shattering the myth. 

Time stood still as we waited for the mighty God of War to crumble to dust. But he did none of that. The blood merely drained from his face as he winced in obvious pain. 

Then he laughed. 

“Fuck! It didn’t work!” Alaric shouted. 

“Maybe we should twist the blade,” Reys said, striding toward us and leaving his twin to watch the sea god in case the fight resumed, while Demeter was right there with Pyrder. 

“Just die, Ares,” Artemis shouted and lunged, cutting between Ares and me. 

She grabbed the gold hilt of the Blade of Five Elements. The virgin goddess intended to twist the blade. I wondered what feud lay between them that she wanted to be the last face he saw before his final death. Maybe Ares had attempted to violate her or some maidens under her protection? 

I’d let her have the sweet revenge she craved, for she was my friend. She’d stood by me to go against her own kind. 

Artemis pulled the blade out of Ares and turned, faster than anything, faster than my eyes could track, faster than my hands could rise to fend it off, and thrust it up toward my chest. 

The Blade of Five Elements pierced my flesh between my ribs and came to rest in the center of my heart.  

Oops, the blade whispered in my mind. I thought we were going to kill the evil gods. It sighed. I was misled. 

A shocked silence rippled across the bridge and the battlefield of Earth, only to be pierced by my mates’ devastated, enraged, and agonized roars. 

They lunged toward me, their flaming swords slashing and cutting anyone between us. 

Artemis had dashed away as soon as she’d plunged the blade into me, dragging Ares behind her with unbelievable strength. 

We had been a split second too late to prevent the assassination. 

I was stunned by the betrayal of friendship. 

Alaric had warned me, “They’re the god race. They don’t think like us. They never will. No matter how hard some gods and goddesses try to be your friends, we can’t trust any of them.”

And I had wanted to believe there were good guys in every race and species. 

“I’m sorry, Cass,” the bitch virgin goddess said from the distance. “I like you more than I’ve ever liked anyone, but Apollo is my twin and Ares is my brother. And I can’t let you take down our kind. The Olympians shall stand forever.”

She’d played me right from the beginning. 

They’d all played me, yet I’d thought I’d gotten through to them. 

What a tenfold fool I was. 

I had failed. I hadn’t just wasted my own life. I’d doomed us all. 

“Now we’ve eradicated the worst threat to the gods,” Athena breathed in satisfaction. 

“The Blade of Five Elements was never meant to kill an Olympian god, idiot girl,” Apollo called from the sidelines with a sigh of regret. “It was meant for you. It’s always been meant for you. I tried to spare you this horrific fate, yet you had to charge blindly down this path of no return.” 

Burning, tearing pain blossomed in my chest. I screamed as agony shattered my soul. 
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Reys caught me before I sank to my knees. My fae prince cradled me in his trembling arms. 

His hot tears dropped onto my cold face, and he kissed me in an attempt to place my focus on him instead of the knife in my heart. 

“Cass baby, love,” he said. “Hang in there. Please hang in there. We’ll get you help.”  

But we all knew this was it. There was no help. There wouldn’t be help. Not for this. My enemies had planned well. 

This was the end. 

This was the final farewell. 

As my life essence gradually seeped away from me, Reys’s faded, too. He had no will to continue to breathe after I was gone. He was utterly heartbroken. He didn’t even have the heart or mind to avenge me. He’d leave that to my other mates. 

When I left this realm, he’d just follow. He’d accompany me in death, follow anywhere I went, so I’d never be alone. 

But I didn’t know if that was possible and if my mates would be with me in the afterlife. I might end up all alone in my spirit form. 

I wasn’t like anyone else. 

I wasn’t a human, an immortal, or a demigod. 

Most likely, where I went, no one could follow. I probably wouldn’t be in the Underworld, either. 

I suspected that I wouldn’t have anything left after I exhaled my last breath. 

So I held on to life as long as I could, even though my every cell hurt so goddamn much. I held on to the light from our mating bond, knowing I would eventually sink into damp, cold, and empty darkness. 

Pluto, Celeb, Jonah, Hector, the fae king, the shifter alphas, and our elite warriors formed the second defensive line between the gods and my mates and me, grief and dismay etched in everyone’s faces. They didn’t cede an inch to the Olympian gods. 

Demeter and her team of minor goddesses formed the first defensive line. They were the Olympians who still stood with us, yet none of our people wanted them to get close to me.  

“Artemis, how could you?” Demeter scolded, her voice colder than steel and ice. 

Artemis didn’t answer. 

“You and your man whores killed my youngest son, little bitch,” Ares said. “You made my son Phobos wake screaming from his nightmares every night. Now I’ll hear your scream.” 

I bit back my screams as excruciating pain, the final tearing agony before my death, shredded my every fiber. 

My mates’ knuckles were bone-white and nearly bleeding on the hilts of their swords, yet they wouldn’t deal with the gods now while our team held the line to give us this final moment. 

None of them could say goodbye. 

They didn’t call Gaea, the primal Earth Goddess, since now we all knew that two-faced bitch had been the biggest betrayer of all. She initiated all of this, pushed us to get the only blade that could truly kill me, deceived us with the prophecy, then sold the dirty secret to the gods and used the hand of the virgin goddess to kill me. 

I’d thought she desperately wanted me to kill the gods. 

I’d never thought she considered me as her competition. 

Then why had she bred my mother and me in the first place? 

“Hang in there, dulcis.” Lorcan’s voice pulled me back to him, to all of them. “We’ll find a way to heal you. We’ll get you well.” 

“Cass baby, love ... don’t leave us.” 

They begged and pleaded and sobbed, asking me to hold on to them, and I tried with every ounce of my remaining strength to do just that. 

My mates poured their energy into me, but I couldn’t take any from them. The Blade of Five Elements was like a new magical cage to me. 

Lorcan sliced his wrist and fed me his pure, potent vampire blood, but my system wouldn’t take it, either. The blood choked me, and Pyrder had to carefully drain it from my mouth. 

“Tell us how to help you, my love,” Alaric said in a broken voice. The hardest male on Earth was now falling to pieces in front of me. “How can I give my life to you to save you? Let me die in your stead. I can’t bear to see you hurt, baby. My love, sweetheart, just tell me. Tell us.” He buried his wet face in the hollow between my shoulder and neck.  

Our mating bond still held, though it started to stretch thin as I faded. Their panic, pain, grief, and rage seared my soul. But at least they knew I was still with them. That I still fought to stay in this realm with them. 

I knew that when our mating bond finally broke, they’d turn to the gods and the Earth Goddess to rain down their wrath and revenge, and then they would follow me to wherever I went, or to nothingness.  

I had to tell them to find a way to keep going, even though I knew they wouldn’t listen. When my Reys had been taken to Hell, it’d nearly broken me. It was worse now for my mates. 

None of them would stay on this plane without me. 

I wanted to touch their faces, but I had no strength to lift a hand. As if knowing what I wanted, Pyrder held my hand with his shaking one and placed it against his tear-streaked face. 

I let out a ragged breath and muffled my next scream. I wouldn’t give my enemy any more satisfaction. 

My leather top felt sticky and cold despite the blood still seeping from my wound. We all knew that if we retrieved the blade from my chest, the blood would spurt out and I’d die quicker, but the pain would leave me. 

Ares was still laughing at us and our misery. Poseidon joined his giddy, cruel mocking. Our fuming warriors snarled at them, ready to charge again, but they were guarding us and buying me these last moments with my mates. 

“Ares, stop,” Artemis hissed. The back-stabbing bitch had steel in her voice, yet her sorrow didn’t move me. “I did it for you, for our race. There’s no joy in my heart from killing my new friend. So, just stop!” 

Her pathetic words were drowned out by Hades’s roar. He’d jumped onto the bridge as well. 

“Gaea, show yourself and explain this to me! How could it happen like this?!” he yelled in black rage. The primal Earth Goddess had vanished after she’d led me into the trap. “How dare you betray me?” 

It was all about him. He hadn’t given any thought as to how I felt about my own grandmother’s treachery. 

“I planned this for an eon.” Hades continued his tireless bitching. “Cassandra was supposed to be my ace. How could she also fall? You double-crossed me with my brother Zeus. You conniving, traitorous old bitch, come face me!” 

He’d thought this final scheme of his would get him what he’d always craved, wipe away his shame and failures, and right the wrongs and injustices that had been done to him. 

Now his ultimate weapon had dulled, and his last hope of killing Zeus had just gone down the drain. 

Ares clicked his tongue. “Hades, Hades. You shouldn’t have gone looking outside your own clique. Now look where it’s gotten you. I offered your daughter a chance to be my queen, yet she stuck up for her earthling man whores and nearly destroyed my house. Your old acquaintance, the primal Earth Goddess, has been working with us all along. How did it feel to be duped? We knew about the Blade of Five Elements beforehand, and poor little Cass and her whores eagerly dove headfirst into making the only weapon that could bring down her obnoxious ass.”

“What about the prophecy?” Hades demanded.

“I’m the God of Prophecy, not Gaea.” Apollo stepped forward. “There’re two sides to the prophecy—one false and one true. Gaea gave the false one to her granddaughter and the real one to my twin. Artemis was entrusted with the final task of cutting down Cassandra Saélihn after she escaped. We tried to convert little Cass to our side, but when she refused, we decided that we had to kill her. Artemis played the role well and gained Cass’s friendship, so she could finally slay the tribrid goddess.”

Artemis winced but didn’t contest her brother’s words. 

Hades hissed. “What’s in it for Gaea?” 

“Gaea considered Earth hers,” Ares said. “She didn’t expect her granddaughter to become so powerful. If the little brat had gotten her way and done us in, who could ever counter her power? She’d be the only powerful force on Earth. The earthlings have sided with her, calling her their only goddess, and Gaea isn’t one who loves to share fame and power. She definitely wasn’t thrilled to be replaced.” 

“So the bitch switched sides and sabotaged my perfect plan for her selfish gain! Unbelievable!” Hades said. “And all this is Zeus’s fault!” In his rage and humiliation, he threw his head back and roared like a madman. “Zeus, come and fight me! Stop hiding, you coward!” 

And Zeus, wearing his most magnificent crown of godly white-gold and precious gems that sparkled like stars, strode along the bridge. All the gods bowed to the waist before him; even Ares and his cronies lowered their heads. Hera, his queen, wearing a red-and-silver gown and a matching crown on her golden head, glided beside him. 

My mate Alaric saw red, but he restrained himself for my sake. He would give up killing her to be with me.  

“Hades,” Zeus chided, his eyes flashing with silver lightning, “when will you ever get rid of your penchant for drama?” 

“We returned to Earth for nothing!” Hades shouted. “All this mess is because of you. You should abdicate!”

“You made all this mess with the others,” Zeus said. “You all called for a change and wanted to try it your way. You demanded to use Earth as the testing field, and you made me vow not to interfere. Even as King of Gods, I’m not above our laws and oaths. I can’t and won’t fix whatever pandemonium you have brought. I’ll follow the terms to the bitter end until we leave this planet. Pitifully, you wasted the most valuable new blood in our race. Cassandra Saélihn had such potential. She could have contributed so much and made our kind better and stronger.” 

For the gods, it was all games and nothing else. 

Our lives, the earthlings’ lives, were like dust in their eyes. 

Zeus swept a glance at his son and me, his eyes darkening with sorrow and regret. His queen, however, smiled and reveled at Alaric’s grief. I wanted to maul her face, split her blood-red lips, and drain her before I sliced her throat to avenge my mate’s mother and appease his rage. 

I could do nothing but watch their theatrics as they all thought that the game had come to an end since I was done, defeated, impaled, limp, bleeding, and broken in my mates’ arms. 

“Look!” Athena shouted at Earth’s citizens below the bridge. “Your goddess is dead!” 

I’d become an icon and symbol of freedom and strength to the earthlings. Yet I fell in front of them today, stabbed by the Olympian virgin goddess. 

Soon, my mates would follow me.  

Who was going to protect our citizens, the women, the children, and all the innocent? 

Who was going to defend Earth? 

The gods applauded and cheered at Athena’s announcement of victory. They’d risen to the top of the food chain once again. 

The army wept. The people wept for me. 

“Earthlings, now kneel and beg, or you’ll all die!” Athena howled, raising her spear, and thunderbolts rolled across the sky, shaking the whole Earth. 

The bitch was lying. The unforgiving goddess wanted to break my people before slaughtering them while they still kneeled. 

Stop her. Stop the gods. I tried to send my thoughts to my mates through our frail mating bond. Leave me. Go help our people. 

“Never leave you!” Lorcan said, cooing to me while trying to find a way to save me along with my other mates. 

Beneath the bridge, the warriors at the front roared in fury, and then the whole army’s angry and courageous bellows spread across the Earth, ripping the air. 

“We’ll not kneel. Nor will we beg!” a shout rang out, echoed by many. 

“Never surrender!” the army shouted as one. 

“Fight for Cass! Fight for our one and only goddess! Fight!”

“Fight!” 

“Freedom or death! To our last breath!”

They would fight until no one stood. 

Battle resumed and raged on the bridge and on the land of Earth. 

Every citizen had come out, filling the streets, carrying every weapon they had, and they fought.

Once they’d cowered from the gods and their goons, but now they stood up to defend the last of humanity, despite the Olympian goddess’s pronouncement that their goddess, their protector, was dead. 

They turned their grief for me, for the last piece of their burning land, into red rage. 

And they fought.  

As my sight faded, the God of Blacksmiths appeared on the bridge and charged Ares with his hammer. 

“You killed her, you fucker!” Hephaestus shouted. “You screwed my ex-wife, and now you’ve killed my only friend and made my girl cry her eyes out!” 

Who was his girl? My pip Amber? 

For the first time, the smith god was also fighting. 

Agony filled my being, and darkness swept over to claim me, yet my mates refused to leave me despite the raging battle around us. 

They cared for nothing in the whole world except for me. 

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






CHAPTER 21
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I was dead. 

How ironic and contradictory that a death goddess had just died! 

Yet I didn’t feel like death had claimed me. 

It was more like I claimed it.  

My consciousness surfaced from the dark, murky water; cold clarity coursed through me like a cool summer rain.  

I, Cassandra Saélihn, could control two doors—one life and the other death. 

I wasn’t the passenger. I was the fucking pilot. 

All I needed to do was merge the doors, so there was neither life nor death for me, and then walk through the fused door to return to my mates. 

That was the ultimate death game Hades had taught me in Hell’s Diamond Room, but he actually had no fucking idea what he was talking about, or else he wouldn’t be so beside himself as he continued to engage in his age-old quarrel with Zeus. 

As a death goddess, I had to embrace Death first. 

This knowledge, this ability to escape death, owning and mastering death, was in my blood all along. It was my birthright. 

Ice wrapped in heat. 

Darkness cocooned in light. 

I was darkness. I was also light, bonded to my mates. 

I’d never seen anything so clearly. 

Life before death.  

The Blade of Five Elements was a metaphor and the means for me to go through the transformation. And with the blood of the God of War on that blade and then buried in me, it served as the catalyst, activating everything I was meant to be. 

The blade was never the weapon, but I was. 

I was the fucking living blade. 

To defeat the gods, I had to die a symbolic death and rise from ashes and blood. 

Now you know, my true daughter. Gaea reappeared, standing over me, yet none could see her except me. 

She had no idea what I knew. 

“Punish them all.” That was my mother’s last wish.  

You could have just told me all of this, grandmother, I said, feigning innocence. 

It can only be revealed at the last minute, or it won’t work. The ancient, back-stabbing bitch tried to justify. Now rise as the first phoenix, daughter. She’d erased any trace of my mother, her own daughter, in her words, just like that. The potent, proud Dragon God’s blood runs true and hot in you. 

My mates still endeavored to pour all they had—their essence, their pure energy, and their devotion and love—into me in a frenzy to revive me, even though they’d realized that my heart had ceased to beat.  

They wouldn’t let me go. The loyal males would never give up on me. 

My pulse quivered first, then my heart restarted.  

My mates froze as joy, grief, and hope filled their beings. 

“She’s returning,” Pyrder whispered. “Mate’s returning.” 

“Cass baby is coming back to us.” Reys’s voice broke on a sob. “She won’t leave us.” 

“Give dulcis more energy!” Lorcan barked. “Give her all we have.” 

I fluttered open my eyes and gazed at the most gorgeous males hovering over me, holding me.  

Pull out the blade, mates. I sent the thought to them. 

“What if it hurts you?” Alaric whispered uncertainly, yet I could feel the violent, erratic beating of his powerful demigod heart as his hope surged. “Sweetheart, we might need to give you more energy first.” 

Trust me, I said in their heads—this came easily for me now. I’ll be able to draw energy from you only when the Blade of Five Elements is out of my body. 

Alaric grabbed the hilt of the blade instantly. He traded a look with my other mates, and they nodded, putting their faith in me. My demigod mate focused on me, with Reys and Pyrder guarding me and Lorcan assisting him, and removed the blade from my chest with great care. 

As a tribrid goddess, I’d need a tremendous amount of energy to recover, especially after I’d walked through the door of death and life, but I wouldn’t consume my mates. 

I drew an iceberg of pure force from my mates only to strengthen our mating bond, weakened by my previous moments of fading and dying. 

Then I asked Earth for help, and it poured its deep magic into me without reservation. 

Pure power welled up in me, stopping the bleeding and sealing the wound in my heart and chest. 

“Take all from us, dulcis,” Lorcan said.  

You’ll need to fight the gods and guard me, I said to them, thought to thought, then I turned to regard the gods. 

Battle raged everywhere. Many more lives had been lost. Some of our elite warriors had perished on the bridge while defending me and Earth. 

Grief rained down on me, turning into a churning storm. 

As a top predator, enhanced by a hybrid goddess, I’d further evolved. I was now powerful beyond anyone’s imagination. 

Everyone was my prey and food, except for my mates. 

And right now, I was fucking famished.  

My dark power lashed out, needing to feed. My black flame diverged into dozens of threads, locking into the major gods—first the biggest threats: Zeus, Hera, Poseidon, Ares, Apollo, and Artemis—and I started drinking. 

Nectar! 

The Olympian gods were the best fucking booze.  

Pure, exquisite, potent, and in a variety of flavors. 

Such a delicacy.

I threw my head back and roared in joy. 

Man, I’d get drunk soon.  

My power rose, rolling, coiling, and boiling in me. The major gods’ incredible energy had awoken my every fucking dormant cell. 

“No, no, no! That’s impossible,” Ares shouted in dismay, noticing my resurgence first.

“Why can’t the little bitch just die?” Poseidon griped, turning to glare at Apollo. “You said she could die. You said your twin would take care of it!” 

Demeter threw two handfuls of poisoned seeds into the sea god’s eyes. He bent over and howled. 

I threw out a hand, my icy current tossing him aside like trash. Demeter, however, had eyes only for Poseidon. She followed him, lunged, and kicked him in the jaw before kneeing him in the crotch, over and over. She was completely taking advantage of his half-blind condition. 

“Hello, boys.” I fixed my glowing gaze on the powerful gods and purred, in an excellent mood. When they staggered back from me, I levitated into the air and opened my arms in invitation. 

I was all smiling and friendly, with my fangs out.

But the gods just kept putting space between us, their shocked faces paling, as if I were a plague. 

“That’s rude,” I said. “I actually looked more radiant before your bitch goddess stabbed me.” 

“Fuck! She’s drinking from us, from all of us!” Apollo cried out. “Fuck!”

Color drained from the major gods, and they weren’t shining as brightly anymore. I hadn’t even touched the minor gods yet, since I was still absorbing the big guys’ energy. 

“You’re fucking smart, Apollo,” I said. “You’re the first one who realized that I’m taking a sip from each of you. No wonder the brute Ares and the rapist Poseidon all wanted to be your buddies. You’re the brain and they’re the muscles.” I waved a hand in appreciation and smacked my lips. “Anyway, your kind tastes so good. It’s amazing. So amazing I have no words.” 

Zeus turned to me, dumbfounded, no longer interested in arguing with Hades in the corner. For the first time, he didn’t seem that glorious, since I had taken a big bite from the king’s godly force. 

“What have you done, Hades?” the King of Gods asked in terror. “What creature have you produced?”

Hades bellowed with laughter. “My daughter is my ultimate weapon. She makes me so proud. All these eons, you cheated and robbed me of the throne in Mount Olympus! Payback is a bitch, brother. And today, my daughter will be your terminator!” 

Zeus punched Hades in the jaw. “You idiot, you’ve gone too far this time. You’re eradicating our race!”

“Not our race, just you!” Hades pointed two fingers at the king before he leapt to grab Zeus’s beard. 

Zeus flung his hand up, and his lightning bolts shot toward Hades’s chest. The God of Death crossed his armored arms before his chest, his death light intercepting Zeus’s bolts. 

The two were locked in a battle, yet none of their powers were as impressive as when they were at their peak. As I said, I took a swig from them, and I was still drinking from all the major gods. 

Man, they had bottomless energy. 

Please don’t turn me into a junkie who lives for the next fix after this! I prayed to myself. 

“Cassandra, stop!” Zeus bellowed, trying to break free from me; all the gods were sweating and busy trying to free themselves from my hold as I drained their essence. 

But I was stubborn and greedy. I wouldn’t let my food, my prey, go. 

I liked to hunt. 

I liked to chase. 

I tilted my head to the side and regarded Zeus. “I thought you wouldn’t interfere.”

“Alaric, tell your mate to stop!” Zeus said. 

“I never tell my mate what to do,” Alaric said, his cold, merciless eyes falling on the Queen of Gods, the bitch who murdered his mother. 

Hera’s face paled like the snow. She staggered, turned, and fled. 

“Go, tigers,” I told my mates. “Go get them.” 

“None of your mates are tigers,” Pyrder grunted. 

But Alaric had flown into the air toward Hera, his flaming sword raised high. 

“All gods combine your powers and focus on Cassandra!” The King of Gods shouted his order, finally taking back the reins. “Take her down!” 

My mates formed a line in front of me, their swords and magic coming together as one. 

The earthlings had seen the turn of events and shouted, “Our goddess is alive! Cass! Cass! Kick the punks’ asses!” 

I let out a sigh as I surveyed the Olympians. “In all the worlds, you had to walk into mine.”  

I wielded all the elements of Earth, Death, Dragon, and the powers of the Olympians that I’d absorbed, and then I shifted. 

Not to a dragon. 

I became the wind, the flames, the light, the rainbow, and the stars. 

My mates called my nicknames in alarm. 

Don’t worry, mates, I said. I’ll shift back to your favorite, sexy form before going to bed. Right now I have a debt to pay, a promise to keep, and a gift to give. 

Jezebel had said that we could take any form. 

I was now everything. I was space. I was time. I was beyond all that as I reached far, far away to the center of the galaxies, where even the mortals’ most advanced telescope couldn’t penetrate.  

My wind and flame and light grew teeth and claws, latching onto the gods and draining their essence with a brutal speed. 

I wouldn’t be able to assimilate that amount of energy, but I knew where it could go. 

I drank deep, giggling in joy and drunkenness, and then I sent the marvelous god energy back to Earth. 

I was destruction, and I was creation. While I tore down one, I built the other. 

The cities toppled by the gods rose again, feeding on the energy I gave.  

Rubble became bricks and buildings stood tall. Streets were cleared of any hint of the gods’ vandalism. 

The flooded regions dried. The burned districts resumed their former splendor.  

Earth kept assimilating the powerful alien energy to heal itself. 

There was only one thing, the thing I wanted to do the most, that I couldn’t do—I couldn’t bring back all the lost souls.  

“Our goddess! Our goddess lives!” my people chanted in tearful, triumphant joy.  

With renewed vigor, the Earth army claimed victory over the crumbled Olympian troops. 

Alaric and the Queen of Gods dueled. She was powerful, but she was no match for my demigod mate, and he had eons of wrath to rain down on her. My mate stabbed his flaming sword into Hera’s left eye.

Lorcan went for Artemis. She shot arrows at him in rapid succession. He deflected some of them with his blade and burned others with his Earth flame. An arrow pierced his shoulder, but it couldn’t stop him or slow him down. 

He lunged at her, determined not to let her get away. 

The Goddess of the Hunt had never been hunted, until now. Fear fogged her eyes, and the green in them wasn’t that stunning anymore. 

She parried frantically. He pulled back his blade after a series of combined slashes and hacks, only to have it sail toward her neck. She moved her head backwards to let the flaming blade pass above her face. The virgin goddess spun at high speed. While Lorcan wheeled to catch her, he slowed in tempo and left an obvious opening for her. 

A new dagger appeared in Artemis’s hand as she leapt forward to stab him in the back, but my vampire mate had already thrust his sword backwards, faster than anything, and buried it into her chest. 

Then he turned and watched her drop to her knees. 

Her hands held the hilt of the flaming sword as the blade burned her, utter shock freezing on her once sweet, beautiful face.  

I shifted back to Cass, so I could grin at the virgin goddess like a Cheshire cat. 

I landed on the bridge before Artemis. “Didn’t like how my mate treated you just now, girlfriend? Then you shouldn’t have fucked with his dulcis. By the way, your request for a harem is denied.” 

She splayed out prone on the ground, unable to say a word, yet she wasn’t dead. 

I strode toward the contingent of gods, my mates flanking me. Black flame lit my body, blue flame traveled along my left arm, and red fire twirled on my right palm. 

I batted my lashes at my mates and smiled at them. “I want to take a look at the gods’ city.” 

“Anything you want, baby,” Reys said dotingly. 

“We need to find big diamonds, gems, and the purest gold in the city,” I continued. “It’ll be my dowry to all of you.” 

Lorcan blinked. “Dowry?” 

Alaric and Pyrder chuckled. 

The gods staggered back as a collective at my approach, then they tried to run from me, only to find that they could only walk like aged mortals who probably needed a cane. 

I’d drained all of them a great deal. Even the minor gods had contributed most of their energy to rebuilding Earth. 

Who didn’t love free labor? They destroyed those cities in the first place with their sick games. They’d thought they would stay at the top forever. The suckers never expected a day like this to come. 

“Close the bridge,” Aphrodite whimpered, slouching on the ground. “Close the gate. Please, somebody.” 

Her ex-husband, who strode beside Alaric with his chin high, paused to stare down at the Goddess of Love, Lust, and Beauty. “Aphrodite, heavens, you look like a crone with all the wrinkles on your face.” 

Aphrodite tried to smooth out the crow’s feet with her hands, which now had age spots. “It’s all her fault. She’s a monster, the worst kind!” 

“I suggest you don’t provoke Cass now,” Hephaestus said in half sympathy. “Cass is a lot of fun, but she has a temper. You discovered that for yourself when you met her in Hell, tried to seduce and steal her mates, and failed.”

“If you want to get the divorce papers, Hephaestus,” I said, “now’s probably the time.” 

The God of Blacksmiths looked hesitant. “I can’t kick her when she’s down. She doesn’t have the ability to discuss business with me or anyone right now.” 

“Close the gate,” Aphrodite repeated. “Shut out the creature of nightmares.” 

“It’s too late,” another god sobbed. “The monster is in our realm, hunting us.” 

Now they knew what it felt like to be stalked and hunted. 

As we marched across the long bridge toward the city, I swaggered as if I owned the realm. Attitude is everything, baby. Then a thought clicked in my head. If we could dissemble the pure jade bridge and carry it to my mates’ and my house, it’d be worth a fortune.

Before I could voice my brilliant idea, a shimmer of white light blocked us at the brink of the bridge. 

I yelped, “What the fuck?” and jumped back, but my overprotective mates only lunged forward instinctively. 

Gaea materialized in her regal, shapely goddess form. She’d changed her outfit and was now clad in a black velvet gown, her hair glimmering pure white. In her left hand she carried a black sword, dark fire swathing the blade. 

She’d taken the image of the Goddess of Death and abandoned the crown of plants and blossoms. Who did she intend to kill?

I tensed, as did my mates. Our focus switched to her. 

“You can’t go into their city, daughter,” Gaea said. “Mount Olympus is in motion and will spin back to their own time and space. Hecate, the Goddess of Fate, activated the code and initiated the survival sequence. For the first time, they considered their world as being invaded. Once you step into the city, you won’t be able to leave it, and you won’t come back to our realm for a very long time.” 

“Holy fuck!” I cried. “Did they try to trap me? They think their land is being invaded by us? That’s a false accusation!” 

I looked to my mates. Gaea might have lied about it all. The gods’ shining city was within reach, open to us. I wanted that dowry. 

“We’d better not take the risk, sweetheart,” Alaric said. “My father once tried to trick me into leaving with him by inviting me into spinning Mount Olympus.”

“But you turned him down,” I said. 

“I did,” the demigod confirmed. 

“Good mate,” I said in appreciation. “Or you would never have met me.” 

“I wouldn’t miss you for the whole universe, love,” Alaric said softly. 

My face flamed, and delight sparkled in my eyes. I really liked my mates calling me love. 

I needed a lot of love, man. My big heart could contain them all. 

I gave the golden city of everlasting blossoms, floating buildings, and flowing rainbows one last regretful glance. 

“Fine,” I said heatedly. “I’ll just figure out another way to make money.” 

“You have all the money you could ever need already, baby,” Reys said with a smile. 

That was true. 

We turned around, walking back toward the gods as they inched toward their city.  

“Kill them, daughter,” Gaea instructed, her face stone cold, her eyes glacial, “before they can leave.” 

The gods halted their advance, their dull eyes widening in raw fear and hatred. 

They’d eradicated many species, and tried to do the same here on Earth, but being wiped out themselves was a foreign concept to them. 

“Slow down, Gaea,” I said. 

“We don’t have much time left,” she snapped. “We need to take them out and rid ourselves of the final threat.” 

Threats to her, not to me, not anymore. 

“Uh, that sounds cool, but that’s not my plan,” I said. “I’ll punish them, but not with death.” 

“You must kill Zeus!” Hades shouted from somewhere, like a shark smelling fresh blood and coming alive. 

I’d drained part of Hades’s energy as well, but not too much, since I didn’t want his death force in me or in Earth. 

Both Hades and Gaea still thought they were in control. 

Gaea wheeled in the icy wind and flew toward Zeus. 

Damn, the primal Earth Goddess was formidably fast. Her blue flame slammed into Zeus before my tri-fires could block it, and the King of Gods groaned in agony in his weakened state. 

Hadn’t she said she couldn’t kill the Olympian gods? What a lying bitch! She’d been waiting for me to do all the dirty, hard work and then she planned to deliver the killing blow when it was safe for her. 

“Don’t let her!” I called to my mates. 

My mates all wanted to kill the gods, too, yet they didn’t question my directive. 

Alaric moved before anyone else did. 

His flaming sword flew up just in time to block the primal Earth Goddess’s final strike, her black blade inches from Zeus’s neck. 

“How dare you, demigod!” Gaea hissed. 

“You won’t kill my father,” Alaric said flatly, his blade holding down my grandmother’s, his dragon fire and lightning whipping around him menacingly, ready to take on the primal Earth Goddess. 

A crystal tear formed in Zeus’s eyes before it disappeared. It was probably the first time he’d ever heard Alaric calling him father. 

“Cassandra Saélihn, kill Zeus,” Hades ordered. “I command you.” 

He thought that calling my full name would give him power over me. He thought the dark spell he’d put on me was still active and in place.  

“Do what you were born to do, daughter!” Gaea demanded as well. 

“Uh, problem is,” I said, flashing Hades and Gaea an apologetic, syrupy smile, “if I kill my mate’s father, he’ll divorce me. I love Alaric too much to want that. And you can see why—the demigod is fucking hot. So, I came up with a better plan.” 

I turned to the gods, scanning them. “You think my grandmother would really betray me, her own bloodline?” I shook my head at them in disappointment. “She played you like tenfold fools. She used your hand to put the blade in my heart with a war god’s blood on it so my full power could be activated, so I could destroy all you dumb douchebags.” 

There, just like that, I’d made Gaea the Olympian gods’ immortal and everlasting enemy.

Gaea looked at me icily.  

“You’re right, granny,” I said. “You bred me to kill the Olympians, but I’ve outgrown it. We all need to grow up at some point, right, even a foul-mouthed brat like me?”

“You’re beyond wise for your age, Cassandra.” Poseidon praised me, letting out a pent-up breath of relief. 

The gods were formidable, yet every single one of them was afraid of death. 

“Oh, shut up, you cowardly rapist pig,” I said, sending my dragon fire to melt his hair and turn him bald in an instant. “I can’t stand the sight of you. For the justice that’s long due to Demeter and your many other victims, you’ll be the first to go when the time comes.” 

“What do you want to do with them then?” Gaea scolded in cold rage, her eyes narrowing to slits like a vicious cat’s. “Invite them to your house to eat your cakes?”

“No one eats my cakes,” I said, smiling at her with my shiny white teeth on full display. “I’ll stab their tongues with my silver fork before I let them touch a piece. So, here’s what I’d like to do. First, I suspect we can really kill the major gods. Their heads will eventually grow back on their thick necks after we behead them, after they experience excruciating pain. They’ll have nightmares after they’re reborn and will waste taxpayers’ money to go through a lot of PTSD therapy sessions. 

“However, I can probably keep them all in my cells, but it’s not easy to find a suitable, well-equipped prison, and it also costs my mates’ their hard-earned money. Besides, I’ll have to drain them daily to weaken them so they won’t break out of the jail. If they escape, it’ll cause panic and havoc in the streets. Babysitting the gods will be like a full-time job for me. My mates will surely complain. They’re the best mates ever, but they aren’t the run-of-the-mill type of males who will put up with anyone’s shit or even mine. To be honest, they can be a little demanding.”

Reys and Pyrder both arched identical eyebrows. When they did that, they were incredibly hot. My heart fluttered as an image of both of them with me in bed flashed before my eyelids.  

Not now, Cass, not now. I chastised myself sternly. 

I cleared my throat. “They want me to spend a lot of quality time with them.” I grinned at the thought of how we would hang out for eternity. “It’s understandable, since we’re newlyweds. And always babysitting the gods will hurt my marriage.” 

I slanted a glance at my mates. We weren’t exactly married. 

“We’ll make it official tomorrow, dulcis,” Lorcan said. “And of course, there’ll be a grand wedding ceremony to your liking.” 

“And rings and vows and four sets of expensive wedding dresses?” I pressed, my eyes brightening. 

“All those things and more, Cass baby,” Pyrder said. “We’ll even go shopping with you to get whatever you want. No bargains needed.”

“There’ll be wedding cakes, the largest in the world,” Reys also promised.  

I pressed a palm to my chest as my poor little heart beat in such joy, but then my heart sank a little. Wasn’t it customary for the bride’s parents to pay for the wedding? 

“And who’s going to pay for the honeymoon?” I asked, sending Gaea a meaningful glance, but she only glared at me, as if I was the worst disappointment in the world. 

Which meant she wasn’t going to spare a penny. 

“We’re paying, of course, love,” Alaric said with a light chortle, and the rest of my mates also chuckled. 

“Fine,” I said, waving a hand. “We can talk about a marriage proposal and contract among ourselves later. Right now, we have a more urgent matter at hand.” I trained my gaze on Gaea while I watched the gods from the corners of my eyes in case they made a stupid monkey move, though my mates’ team was watching every god closely with their blades at the ready. 

I spread my arms. “You see, granny, I have such wonderful, generous mates, so I can’t let the gods get between our relationship. So, between killing the bad Olympians, babysitting them, or exiling them, I choose to send them into the limbo zone in an eternal prison.” 

The gods all started talking at once to issue their objections, but our warriors shushed them harshly. 

“How are you going to achieve that, Cassandra?” Hades demanded, yet wicked delight brimmed in his eyes. 

He obviously loved the idea of banishing his long-time nemesis.  

“Never underestimate what Death can teach you,” I said enigmatically. When I fused the door of life and death and walked through it, all the genetic knowledge in me had been unleashed in my mind like the explosion of firecrackers. That moment of soul-tearing agony was all worth it for what I’d gained. 

I’d known and accepted my true self. 

I was the monster, an ultimate predator in the universe. 

But this monster protected her own. 

My own mother had once locked the monster in a cage to spare the world, but I hadn’t destroyed the world but saved it, because I was loved. 

Because my four mates were my forever bright light, and even the massive darkness in me could never snuff it out or dim it. 

So I put my dark power that held the door of life and death to good use. My darkness weaved and weaved until it became an unbreakable net that transcended time and space, until it cocooned every god whom I would deport into the phantom zone in deep space. 

“What have you done to us, Cass?” Ares asked, choking on his own rage and terror.  

“Release me now, Cassandra, or you’ll regret—” Poseidon demanded, as if he were in any position to threaten or bargain. 

I didn’t give him a chance to utter his garbage, as I’d promised that he’d be the first stinking cargo to go. 

The sea god vanished into the dark vacuum, his scream drowned out by a force mightier than him. My fires sealed the cocoon, and none could break free of the jail until I decided to release the unfortunate prisoner by my sole will.  

“Where did my brother go?” Zeus asked, beads of sweat forming on his broad forehead. 

“You will all enter a cocoon of a cell that will drift in the universe like a boat floating on the endless black sea,” I said. “None of you will get off the boat until I find mercy in my heart and cut you loose. You should use the time to reflect on your past sins and repent.” 

“Don’t do this, Cass,” Zeus said. “Let me go to my realm, and I vow that we’ll never return to Earth.” 

Their race wouldn’t return even if I begged them, as long as this monster of nightmares was here. I sent Alaric a glance, but he didn’t say anything, his jaw clenched. He’d let me make the decision. 

“You’re King of Gods, Zeus,” I said. “Your people will need your leadership even in exile.” 

And then Zeus was gone. His fellow gods, who had fought against us, followed, sent into the dark vacuum. They vanished one by one, or in groups, floating in the dark space that none but I could see. 

Hades roared with laughter. “That’s even better than killing him. Suits him well.” 

“You should’ve killed them all, Cassandra.” Gaea sulked. “They’ll forever be out there, the potential threat always looming. I’ve dealt with them for eons. My mate had to leave this galaxy because the Olympian gods placed an unbreakable dark curse on him.” 

She wanted to eradicate the Olympian gods as the last threat to the Dragon God and her. Yet unknown to her, that was exactly the reason I’d spared the gods, so I could save them for her. 

She’d learn soon that I, Cass Saélihn, played dirtier. 

I didn’t forget. And I never forgave. 

“What fun can I have if I kill them all?” I smiled humbly. “I have eternity, and I don’t want to grow bored.”  

I flicked my wrists, weaving my dark cocoon once again and sending the remaining few gods off the shore. 

The last to go were Apollo, Ares, and Artemis, all who begged for mercy and understanding.

The bridge started to tremble. The countdown had begun, and Mount Olympus would return to its original time and space.  

Hades strode toward the shining city, his stance proud, his black and silver cloak draping the long jade bridge. Death fire trailed after him like a menacing pet. 

“Well done, Cassandra,” he said. “You can have the Underworld all for yourself. Take good care of it.” He paused for a second to savor the last, sweet moment. “As the new King of Gods, I’ll lead the Olympian charge into the glorious days ahead.” He’d probably take them all to hunt in a new galaxy. “We’re going home, but we’ll return to Earth one day. Until then. Au revoir, daughter.” 

He even said goodbye in French to mock me. 

“Not so fast, Hades,” I said with a sweet smile. 

My dark mass lashed out, bundling him in a cocoon. He threw his death fire at me, but I swallowed it as nutrition. 

“Uh, Father,” I said. “You can’t really kill me. I’m Death. And I hold the door of life and death, which is the one I use to trap you. That is the final trick I learned when you tried to place that nasty curse on me in Hell’s Diamond Room.” 

My tri-fires sealed the eternal prison I’d prepared for the Lord of the Underworld. 

“So, while I trained you and taught you the games, you pretended to surrender to me?” Hades bellowed in rage. “You little brat, you used me. You deceived your father!” 

“I’m sorry, Father,” I said. “You taught me too well. But you should have learned a bit more about me before you took me in as your star pupil. My mates all know that I don’t like a crappy deal. And I’d never allow anyone, any curse, or any force to separate me from my mates. I love them!” 

My mates’ eyes glowed with love and appreciation. 

They were my anchor, the rain to my drought, and the light to my soul. They gave me humanity I wasn’t born with. They set me free from an unbreakable cage and offered me a safe home and loving arms. As long as I had them, I would never be lost. 

Persephone came forward, her blue gaze darting between her husband, wrapped in darkness, and the glistening Olympian city. 

“Come with me, my queen,” Hades pleaded, stretching his hand toward her in his limited prison space. 

“Persephone!” Demeter warned, extending her hand toward her daughter. 

A shadow of sorrow passed over Persephone’s face, and then she grabbed her mother’s hand. 

“Au revoir, father,” I said. “Join your brethren and have a safe journey. You won’t grow bored, though. In the phantom zone, your king Zeus, your former god pals, and you will all be able to enjoy each other’s company. You can still debate. Find a good topic, and you’ll benefit from it, perhaps even learn something.” I raised a finger to emphasize a point. “And I promise you, this banishment isn’t forever. In the end, you’ll have a fighting chance.” 

Just not on my Earth under my watch. 

“No, Cassandra!” Hades yelled. “No, daughter, please, I order you—”

I flicked my wrist and sent him to join the other gods in the vacuum of darkness in deep space. 

The bridge beneath my feet vibrated violently. 

Time was running out. 

“Go, Demeter. Take your people and go home,” I said. “Be a good queen to them.” 

Tears glinted on Demeter’s blond eyelashes. “Thank you, Cass. You take care.” 

She then led her daughter and the rest of the Olympians forward to their brilliant city. 

“Will we meet again, the daughter I should have had?” Persephone turned just as the gate closed behind her, tears dotting her lovely eyes. 

I smiled.

“We have to go!” Alaric shouted.

Pluto had teleported the rest of our team from the bridge to the ground while I sent Hades away, and now just my mates and I stood upon it. 

I shifted into a dragon, my massive blue wings spreading wide, and leapt off the bridge. 

My mates rode on my back, forever guarding me. 

I roared a farewell as the bridge vanished, and then the splendid immortal gods’ city spun and faded into shining mist. 
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Four hunks in identical leather attire, hot as fuck, waded toward me in the water. One wore the mask of a lion, one a dragon, one a wolf, and one a fox. Only the demigod knew which one wore which disguise, because he put the masks on himself and my other mates with his handy magic. 

My breath hitched. My pulse hiked. I licked my lips as burning lust heated my veins, especially when I spotted the giant bulges in the front of my mates’ leather pants. 

Half-leaning on the streambed of a natural spring pool, I spread my legs wider, and my mates groaned, their eyes lighting up with white-hot desire. 

They planned to have kinky fun, and I was so game to play.  

I’d heard that wayward mortals loved torture sex, like whipping, shackling, and more. Were my mates also into bondage sex and eager to push the limits? I was twenty-six in human time, but they were ancient, powerful beings who had experienced everything under the sun. Guess I still had lots to learn about them, even though our relationship had moved on to the next level—we were getting married! 

Insecurity and anxiety knotted in my stomach. We now had eternity together. What were we going to do with it when we didn’t have a formidable enemy to fight? 

So, walking on the wild side might be the answer. Fine, I could be the wildest thing on Earth. I would dance on the edge of the blade for my mates. 

Yet a small part of me quivered. How far would we go? 

“Uh, guys,” I said, staring at my mates’ masks, trying to figure out which was which behind them. All of them exuded hot bad-boy vibes, all leather and masks, and it made my blood race. “Do you mean you want to chain me, hang me in the air, and then fuck me?”

That was uninhibited sex all about, right? 

A velvet blindfold fell over my eyes and was fastened behind my head, blinding me. 

Oh man, the wild ride was going to start. 

My heart pounded so hard in my ribcage. For the first time, I was utterly unsure what my mates would do to me. I wasn’t in control. 

I stared hard through the blindfold, but I couldn’t see a damn thing, even with my glowing eyes. I tried to peek from the sides, then the bottom of the fabric, but I couldn’t catch sight of anything. My demigod mate must have put a magical blindfold on me, as if I had a bad reputation for cheating or something. 

Relationships should be built on trust!

“No, dulcis,” Lorcan’s voice said softly and with desire. I couldn’t see him, but I could feel the heat in his gray eyes, which made my heart flutter like the wings of a butterfly. “We’ll never tie you up, cage you, or hurt you. We only want to cover your eyes while we fuck you.” 

“We want you to focus on us and the sensations while we pleasure you, Cass baby,” Pyrder said. 

“You won’t be able to see who’s fucking you, love,” Reys said. “But you can trust us.” 

I trusted them with my life, but I braced a hand on my hip. “Trust should be mutual!”

“Of course, sweetheart.” Alaric chuckled, yet he couldn’t conceal the pure male lust in his voice. “So we can trust you to refrain from prying off the blindfold in the middle of the action, can’t we?” 

He was all about discipline now, wasn’t he? Well, old boy, I could play discipline better than anyone. I smirked to myself. I might not see them, but I could detect their intoxicating individual scents when they came to fuck me. However, I wouldn’t tell them that.  

All warfare is based on deception, on the battlefield or in the bedroom. 

“Bring it on, bitc—boys.” 

“From now on, you won’t speak until you’re spoken to,” Pyrder said sternly, but he didn’t do well with being stern. 

“Yes, sir.” I saluted him, then realized that I shouldn’t have spoken because I wasn’t spoken to. “Uh, sorry, sirs.” 

The success of the game depended on my cooperation. 

“Touch yourself,” Lorcan commanded. For the first time, he skipped calling me dulcis. 

I thrust my bare breasts forward to invite a male touch before lifting a foot and planting it on the streambed to fully expose my crotch to the spectators.  

Then I heaved a sultry sigh as I slowly traced a finger up my inner thigh. 

The spring pool became so quiet. Mates were holding their breath, but I could hear how hard their strong hearts drummed.  

My hand reached my flimsy panties, but I didn’t take them off. 

I rubbed up and down my panties before I inserted my fingers into them. I threw my head back and moaned in pleasure as I brushed my clit. 

My mates’ heartbeats quickened.  

“Little mate is teasing us,” Pyrder groaned. 

“It’s more than teasing,” Alaric grunted. “It’s taunting.” 

I heard the sounds of zips opening. I bit my inner cheeks as I restrained myself from tearing off the blindfold. 

My mates all had large, silky, and gorgeous cocks, and they were all harder than granite. 

I let out a ragged breath. I was so fucking wet. I needed a cock inside me now. 

The rough sound of hands pumping cocks came my way, and I licked my lips. 

“Need help?” I purred hopefully. 

“Show us your pussy,” Alaric and Reys ordered in sync, their voices laced with loaded lust. But while Alaric commanded, Reys coaxed. 

I gave my plump clit a pinch and moaned louder, just to offer the horny boys something more, before I brushed the string aside, exposing my slick sex. Their breathing turned ragged, and I held back a smile. 

I flicked my pinkish folds like I was stroking a guitar’s strings. It was meant to further drive my mates crazy, but it brought me a shiver of pleasure. I could feel the weight of my mates’ heated gazes, which only added fuel to my leaping fire. 

I inserted a finger into my tight heat, and when I pulled it out, I sucked the moisture from the tip of my finger. 

A mate growled. It sounded like Pyrder, the least disciplined mate. I tried not to chuckle in dark amusement. My own lust beat down on me as heavy as a rainstorm. 

“Little mate tastes like lily and honey,” Reys groaned, sounding as if he regretted not acting fast enough to come suck the juice himself. 

I thrust two fingers into my pussy, in and out and in, picking up the pace. The pressure started building, and I moaned breathlessly, not sure how long I could last before I begged one of them, or all of them, to pound into my hot flesh. 

I remembered the incredible, delicious feel of any of my mates’ big cocks gliding into my pussy and thrusting in a frenzy. I wanted it again, now, and over and over. Every time with them felt like the first time. The first thrust always made me swoon and nearly lose myself in the haze of lust. 

My back arched as I pushed my fingers all the way in and thrust again. My breath hitched. My moans increased. 

“Don’t let mate come without us,” Reys whispered.  

“Dulcis, slow down,” Lorcan commanded on a hoarse whisper. The High Lord of Night could barely control himself. 

But I wasn’t anyone’s bitch, not even my mates’. The naughty part of me decided to go further and push my dominant alpha mates to the edge. 

I hadn’t told any of them that I’d siphoned and kept a part of every god’s power in the depth of my magic well. I was still connected to the exiled Olympians anyway. My dark cocoons that jailed the gods were designed to continue to absorb their powers as they regained their strength, so I could prevent their escape until I decided to release them. 

I extracted the seductive power of the Goddess of Love, Lust, and Fantasy and flung it at my mates casually. I heard surprised gasps as the power hit them. 

My mates stopped pumping their mighty cocks for a second.  

They weren’t exactly unfamiliar with Aphrodite’s power, since she’d used it on all of them to lure them to her bed, except for Reys, who had been in Hades’s dungeon. To my pride, my mates had resisted her like no man ever had, with my assistance, of course. 

Their nostrils flared at my scent. 

“Mate’s pheromones are thick in the air, fuck,” Pyrder said. “Can’t take it anymore. I’ll explode if I don’t get my cock into her tight pussy now.” 

“Mate is targeting us with Aphrodite’s power,” Alaric also groaned. “We turned down the Goddess of Lust just fine, but we won’t be able to resist our true mate.”  

Their raw need for me rammed into me, mirroring my own and drowning me. I’d combust if they didn’t come to me right now and thrust a cock into my aching pussy. 

“I don’t care if dulcis is teasing or taunting us,” Lorcan growled. “Mate needs us. We shouldn’t torture her any longer as we torment ourselves...” 

While he wasted time having a civilized discussion with the other alpha males, a mate had reached me. His hungry mouth crashed into mine, his hand in my lush, curly hair. 

The scent of male musk, forest sun, and autumn rain twirled around me. It was my beloved Reys. Then my other mates got to me, too, growling at the fae heir. 

Pure, intoxicating male scent from my mates enveloped me, making me feel safe and horny at the same time.  

Reys deepened the kiss. His tongue thrust into my open, willing mouth, delving deeper in his harsh male need. I tasted him in return with greed, swaying with him, wanting more of him. 

Wanting all of them. 

A large hand pulled my fingers out of my pussy, replacing them with his. Two large fingers surged into my slick heat. 

It felt so good, but I wanted a large, hard cock to fill me instead. 

Unable to help myself, I wiggled my ass and whimpered. 

Alaric cursed, and Lorcan growled in vampiric hunger. 

My mates felt my heat and inhaled my pheromones. Their hands groped all over me, roaming and caressing. The weight of my breasts settled in a pair of powerful hands, finding a home.  

Reys broke our kiss. Before I could protest, he gripped my hips and lifted me, baring me for all to see. It was a bit unfair that they could see all of me but I could only guess who was doing what. 

Was Pyrder the one who kept thrusting his eager fingers into my pussy and gave me such pleasure? Then the fingers were out, leaving an empty ache in my flesh. They’d better substitute it with a cock soon, or they’d suffer the consequences. 

The heat in my veins had grown unbearable. 

A thumb and a forefinger opened my folds. 

“Look at mate’s perfect, pink pussy,” Pyrder hummed, his velvet voice slurring with lust. 

“Let me fuck her tight little pussy first,” Reys said, his voice velvet, dark, and violent. “I saw her first in my panther form, and I beat all of you to reach her.” 

“You also deflowered her.” Alaric suddenly sounded a bit angry. “You should have waited instead of cheating us out of the right to claim her first or together.” 

“I never broke the pact,” Reys hissed. Lust and male competition thickened the tension in the air. “I didn’t claim Cass but gave her the pleasure she needed. Lorcan broke our mate’s maidenhead, as we all agreed to let him claim her first under the circumstances.” 

The High Lord of Night had been at the brink of losing himself to eternal slumber. 

“Just fuck me already. And talk less,” I hissed with impatience, writhing in their grips. “If not, I—”

The thick head of a large shaft nudged at my entrance. I inhaled sharply, and my fingers clenched on Reys’s broad shoulders. Yes, this was it! I was going to get a dick. The anticipation made me giddy. 

Reys’s cock surged in me. 

My other mate—it might be Alaric—held me tight from my back, his large hands supporting my buttocks, his hot, sensual lips tracing down the side of my arched neck. 

A shiver of pleasure rippled across my skin from Alaric kissing me, Reys moving inside me, and Pyrder or Lorcan fondling my breasts and flicking my clit. 

My fingers traced the metal mask concealing Reys’s face. I craved to see how he fucked me with his mask on, but my mates wouldn’t allow me to take off the blindfold. 

Reys, however, didn’t appreciate his disguise as I did. 

“This fucking mask is getting in the way,” he growled, driving into me harder, hitting my G-spots all over. 

I breathed out a string of sultry moans. 

“Just wear it,” Alaric said from behind me. “It turns mate on.” 

Reys groaned and pounded into me again and again with brutal force, my back slamming into Alaric’s leather, and his shaft pressed hard on the curve of my ass. 

That was part of the game. None of them were naked, except their exposed cocks.  

Alaric leaned into me and whispered in my ear. “Sweetheart, I’m burning for you. I can’t hold back anymore. I have to fuck your ass.” 

I nodded. I was hot and wet all over anyway. 

Alaric spread the muscles on my ass, and two hands—probably Lorcan’s, since Pyrder was less cooperative when it came to Alaric—helped support my thighs. 

An enormous steel rod slid into my back hole. I bit back a cry at the blend of pleasure and pain. 

The demigod halted. “Did I hurt you, love?”

I wiggled my ass to take him in deeper. I wasn’t being brave. I just wanted more. Reys followed my moves and drove into my depths, so fierce and possessive. 

I whimpered his name. 

Pulses of ecstasy filled my every fiber.  

Then Alaric pushed all the way in, stretching me and remolding the walls of my muscles, drawing my attention back to him as well. I had never felt so filled, from both my back and front. Then two large cocks moved inside me in rhythm, then out of rhythm. 

They thrust into my depths repeatedly, in competition and brotherhood. 

The sensation was unmaking me. I breathed hard, pleasure blurring my vision, hidden behind the blindfold. My head dropped back on Alaric’s shoulder, my hand sliding into Reys’s thick mane. I was so filled that I had no room for more, yet I was wrong. A mouth that wasn’t Reys’s claimed mine, then another pair of hands moved in to play with my breasts with erotic hunger. 

They were all with me. Our bond ignited brightly. My mates followed me to the place where my dragon dwelled, where there was only roaring fire, darkness, and a raging storm. They stayed with me, unafraid and unfazed. 

They held me, fucked me, cherished me, lusted me, and loved me. 

Alaric and Reys penetrated me harder and faster, groaning with intense pleasure. My pussy and ass milked them mercilessly, staking my claim on them. 

They were mine. They all were mine.

Their fucking grew so rough and possessive and intense I could barely let out a moan, and their raw emotions poured into me. 

They hadn’t wanted anyone as they wanted me, and they would never want anyone but me. 

“You’re so fucking tight, sweetheart,” Alaric grunted. 

“Your pussy clenches me, begging my cock to fuck you harder and drive deeper, baby,” Reys murmured, and his twin made a guttural sound. 

Pleasure ripped through my nerve endings, erupting from there, echoing in my belly then in my ass. My pussy and asshole tightened their grip as I exploded around two large cocks. 

Alaric roared his release while still thrusting hard in me. 

“I love fucking this pussy,” Reys hissed through his teeth. “This perfect pussy is mine to fuck whenever I want.” With a few more fierce pumps, he emptied himself in me. 

I was shattered to thousands of pieces and slumped in my mates’ arms. Then we were all in the water. My mates washed me tenderly. 

What happened after that is a blur, since I was still riding the dazzling orgasms. 

Then I was on a cushion on the streambed on all fours, my rear in the air. 

A hard cock brushed my moist folds open and surged into my heated depths. I couldn’t tell whose cock it was this time, because whoever fucked me from behind didn’t make a sound, and my mates’ scent had all mixed during our first round of coupling. 

All I knew was that pleasure rained through me all over again, hitting my elbows, my toes, my everywhere. My throat was raw from screaming through the unending waves of pleasure. 

My mates wouldn’t give me a break, would they? Bad mates, yet they were also the best. 

His bulky arm wrapped around my waist from behind to secure me, his other hand pinched my nipple heightening the erotic sensations, and his large shaft thrust into me relentlessly. 

I relished the warm leather biting into my skin as his powerful hips propelled forward, ramming into me again and again. 

All my mates stayed silent except for the sound of us fucking. Flesh slapping flesh, more stimulating than any other sound. My ass hit the tightened balls of my mate. I intended for him to groan so I could tell who was banging me, but he bit his tongue, keeping quiet. 

His next long sequence of thrusts grew even more forceful, sending my shoulders slamming back onto the cushion, as if he wanted to claim my every inch and imprint me forever. 

He heaved my hips higher to gain complete control of me and to penetrate me deeper. And now only my fingertips could touch the ground. 

He drove into me harder than ever. 

Tears burst out of me at his strength and the mind-blowing pleasure. The incredible cock pounded between my thighs and kept stretching my muscles as it grew larger. My partner felt the echoing of my molten pleasure, yet he still didn’t make a sound. 

I was being pushed to the edge. A couple more tidal waves and I’d go supernova. 

Just as I clamped my legs backwards around his thighs, a strong hand cupped my face. I opened my mouth, and a large cock invaded between my lips, fucking my hard palate, pleasuring me to numbness. I bet it was Reys, for he knew that I preferred a cock to fuck my mouth this way than all the way down my throat. 

To reward him, I swirled the tip of my tongue around the slit on his fat crown before sweeping over its thick ring. I also let my dark fire out, the one he also possessed, my flame wrapping around his silken length and licking its every inch.  

I could feel his pleasure rippling through me. 

His cock throbbing on my tongue, Reys hissed out a curse. “You’ll be the death of me, baby.” 

He thrust deeper into my mouth. The fae heir to Sihde was now losing it. 

I held back a smirk. At least I got the confirmation that the mate who was fucking behind me wasn’t Reys. I wrapped a hand around the base of the fae’s cock and pumped it mercilessly hard as my teeth scraped over his silken skin. 

A rough groan tore out of his throat. 

Yeah, baby, it’s time for you to surrender to your little mate. 

Another animalistic growl rumbled from the broad, cut chest behind me. Pyrder had just revealed himself to be the one banging me from behind. His panther had surfaced, because he couldn’t stand my attention shifting to another male, not even to his twin. 

Pyrder always had a soft spot for me, but he was a dominant alpha male in his bones. 

A crocodile couldn’t change his nature. 

But maybe I shouldn’t compare Pyrder to a lizard. He wouldn’t appreciate it. 

If my mates wanted to play a sexy game, then I’d play it like a pro. 

I wanted them to lose themselves in the haze of lust for me. I wanted to strip them of their last fucking threads of control. 

Pyrder thrust harder into my narrow passage, lodging deeper into my heat. With a few more mighty pumps, he bellowed his release. He bent down over my back, his panther’s fangs out, and bit into the base of my neck to imprint me while my pussy still milked his cock hard. 

My back arching, my neck tilting, I roared as pain, pleasure, a rush of contentment, and orgasm blended, even with a cock hard in my mouth. 

I tore the blindfold off my eyes. 

My whole body was radiant. Through the reflection in Reys’s turquoise eyes, I saw that mine glowed, the left violet and the right golden living fire. 

I trained my gaze on my mates. They still had their masks in place and their bodies clad in leather, except for their long, large, hard cocks that were all out. Though they looked sinfully hot in leather, I wanted to see their powerful, perfect male bodies. 

I flicked a wrist and stripped them bare, save their masks. 

Their erect, mighty cocks made my blood roar in my veins. 

Pyrder swept his mask off and stared at the fox masquerade incredulously. Alaric made himself a dragon mask because he had the dragon fire. Lorcan was granted a lion mask, and Reys a wolf one. 

“What the fuck?” Pyrder hissed. “Why did I get a fox mask? I don’t even like the stinky animal. It was a miracle mate even let me fuck her!” 

Alaric chuckled. “Be grateful, panther; at least I didn’t give you the mask of a mouse.” 

My heated eyes fell upon the High Lord of Night in a lion mask, who lounged on a comfortable chair, stroking his cock. The intense lust in his gray-silver eyes set every inch of my body on fire. 

I stalked toward him like a predator, and he heaved a deep breath. 

He knew what was coming to him. 

It was my turn to be brutal. It wasn’t in me to show mercy at the moment. 

I had let the three of them fuck me. I wanted to fuck damn hard as well. Wanted stake my claim and leave my imprint on my males.  

Without a word, I climbed onto the vampire lord’s lap, straddling him. His hands came around and gripped my ass. I gave his unbelievably gorgeous torso a quick, appreciative look before I notched his cock at my slick entrance. 

I sank down, inch by inch, then slammed to the base of his enormous, hard shaft. My ass pressed tightly on his balls for friction, and Lorcan hissed in response. 

“It’s going to be a rough ride, baby,” I purred. 

“I can take whatever you throw at me, dulcis,” said the high lord, so eager to be fucked. 

Without missing a beat, I heaved up and down the incredible length of his cock, harder and faster. As my speed blurred, Lorcan’s eyes rolled back. 

Yet he grabbed my hips, helping me hump him harder than any other mortal or immortal man could take, except my other mates. Lorcan panted, and the rest of my mates burned with need as they watched us. 

“Dulcis, your pussy is so tight,” Lorcan groaned. “So perfect! I can never get enough of you.” 

I moved on top of my vampire, feeling his every glorious inch filling me, stretching me, and cherishing me. I fucked him like the wildest thing on Earth. 

Pleasure stormed through me, wave after wave. 

“You’re mine, dulcis,” Lorcan growled, bucking up his hips to thrust deeper into my molten core, to claim my every inch. “Your pussy is mine.” 

“Ours!” my other mates growled. 

“I now have eternity to fuck all of you, boys,” I said. 

Our mating bond—my bond to all my mates—burned brighter than starlight, and flames swirled around us like a beautiful whirlwind of colors. 

I came so hard around Lorcan’s cock I forgot my own name for a second. 
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CHAPTER 23
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Family and friends gathered in our new home at the fringe of the fae realm and a mortal city. If we stepped out of the main entrance of the splendor manor, we’d overlook busy downtown Sydney. But if we headed toward the garden in our backyard that merged into the fairy forest, we strayed into Sihde, the Spring Isles. 

On this day, we toasted in victory. 

Our warriors all drank the vodka named the Devil Springs, which could shred weak males’ throats. The label on the bottles clearly stated “Abusing this drink can literally make you meet God!” But hey, we’d already met the gods and beaten their asses. 

Amber and I sipped our pink wine like ladies on the spacious balcony, eying the bustling city beneath us. The night-time city was a sea of lights, flowing cars, and strolling lovers.  

I wore a sky-blue one-shoulder gown for the occasion. Pyrder said that I brought the look to the next level, but I didn’t even know what this level was.  

Amber fussed over her ruffled, cascading blush-colored gown. She looked so pretty. These days, she always had pinky hues in her cheeks. I believed that it had something to do with the God of Blacksmiths and Fire. 

“Will the gods ever come back, Cass?” she asked. 

I raised an eyebrow. “Aren’t you the seer? You tell me.”

She looked forlorn. “You know I’ve served my purpose. I no longer have visions.” 

“You don’t need any visions, pip,” I said. “You’re smart enough to toss me bright ideas. Just don’t ask me to write another book summary.”

She giggled. 

“What book summary?” Hephaestus asked, strolling onto the balcony. “Anyway, I doubt they’ll ever want to come back as long as Dragon Cass is in her lair on Earth.”  

He laid his large hands on the back of the chair where Amber perched.

The smith god had chosen to stay on Earth. He said it was because he wanted to be the great nurse to my future children. I wasn’t exactly sure about that. But he was the only god I’d allowed to stay on this planet, partly for Amber’s sake, partly because somehow he had grown on me. 

But I knew the God of Blacksmiths had stayed for Amber. 

It shocked the hell out of me that my best friend was secretly into monsters. I didn’t mean Hephaestus was a monster, or even close, but he looked like one. It worried me for Amber. Hephaestus was like a giant beast, though he appeared to have a heart of sparkling gold now and then, but my former sheep seer was tiny, though she had been known to show a wolf’s fangs. 

My mates strode onto the balcony, saying that they just wanted to refill our pink wine, but I knew I was the magnet for them, and the four of them couldn’t stay away from me for long.

I grinned as I graciously accepted a tall glass of wine from Lorcan. My vampire mate would need me to feed him tonight, so he acted extremely courteous right now. 

“I wonder for how long this peace in the post-gods era will keep up,” Hephaestus said. 

“It won’t last long,” Alaric said. “Mortals have a short lifespan, so they’ll stir up trouble and fight for power and territories soon, as they usually do. Humans and supernaturals will get into armed conflicts in less than a year, utterly forgetting that they united to fight the alien gods not long ago, just like their ancestors forgot how we battled the dragons an eon ago. Humans are humans. Nothing will change.”  

I made a mental note to ask my mates more about the great dragon war. 

“Let them fight,” Reys said. “But we’ll watch, as we did before, and keep them in line.”

No race would go extinct, not under the watch of my mates and me. I wouldn’t slumber, unlike the primal Earth Goddess, for I was one lucky woman, who had four hot mates spoiling her and satisfying her every whim. 

At the thought, I felt mist falling on my lush eyelashes. 

I still couldn’t believe I won my fairytale ending. 

My mates noticed the shift in my mood, and Reys moved to my side, lifted me, and sat me on his lap. I clasped my hands behind his neck and kissed him. 

Amber didn’t blush. She shrugged and gazed into the horizon beyond the skyline, as if searching for a new chapter. 

Hephaestus, however, coughed to remind us to get a room, until Amber linked her fingers with his. Then he just stared at their interlaced hands with a shit-eating grin on his face. 

The stars in the dark sky stretched high and far and forever. 

The air suddenly vibrated, then a shimmer formed, and from it stepped the primal Earth Goddess. 

Amber and Hephaestus dropped their jaws, their eyes going ridiculously round at the sight of Goddess Gaea radiant in her glorious beauty. It was the first time they’d ever seen her in the flesh.  

It was about time she showed up. I’d been waiting. 

But fuck, she’d copied my badass style without asking, wearing all leather and boots instead of her traditional goddess gown. Something instantly clicked in me. She was leaving.  

Lorcan, Pyrder, and Alaric surrounded me at once in a protective formation, their powers ready to defend me and attack her. Reys held me in a shielding way. 

Easy, tigers, I said in their heads. She won’t try anything. And I got this. Don’t let her see we’re guarded or worried about her. 

I rose from Reys’s lap and smiled sweetly at Gaea. “Hello, grandmother. Nice of you to come celebrate with us.” 

She leaned against the rail of the balcony. 

“You made quite a name for yourself, daughter,” she said. “With earthlings worshiping you as the heroic Earth Goddess, you can drink their energy and become even more powerful.” 

I detected a tinge of jealousy in her voice. For millennia, she’d been forgotten. But whose fault was that? 

That reminded me what I needed to do next—I’d need to shatter the earthlings’ illusion of me. 

“The thing is, I don’t want anyone to worship me,” I said. “Who wants that burden?”

“Humans always need religion,” Amber said quietly. “If you don’t give them one, they’ll create a cult.”  

“Well, if they have to find a god or a goddess to worship, maybe they can—” My glance shifted to Hephaestus, and he stared back at me, eager delight glinting in his dirty-green eyes.

I sighed inwardly. 

“When is the wedding, daughter?” Gaea asked. 

Right, the wedding. I couldn’t hide a grin. 

Earthlings’ media had reported that my ceremony to my four mates would be the wedding of the century. Everyone was fighting to get an invitation. However, we weren’t some monkey show! I usually loved grandeur, but this time I opted to have a small, private wedding with only family and friends around. My mates fully supported my proposal, which I told them wasn’t set in stone yet. 

It was hard to give up my extravagant style.  

“You know when,” I said. 

“I can’t make it.” She sighed with regret. “I’ll have to leave soon.”

That was what I’d expected. 

I widened my eyes, feigning surprise. “When? And where are you going? The whole Earth is yours just as it’s mine, granny!”

She licked her lips, a sign of her nervousness and excitement. 

“I’m going to seek out the Dragon God, my mate, in the Draconis Galaxy,” she said. “You have his middle name, Saélihn, as your last name.” She smiled in sadness and longing. “My mate is the most magnificent male ever to exist. I hoped I could show you his image. It was long before you were born that we were last together. At one time on Earth, the dragons roamed the land, and Saélihn ruled the realm with me. Then the Olympians came, and Earth became violent. We lost the war, and my mate had to migrate to another galaxy with his dragon clan.” 

Reys had once told me a small part of the dragon war, but it was a different version than Gaea’s. Dragons, the extremely violent, bloodthirsty species, had gone on a killing rampage and burned half of Earth, and my mates had risen and worked with the Olympians to go against the dragons. Enemies had once been allies, and allies finally betrayed each other. 

“My heart was broken,” Gaea continued. “For eons, there was only loneliness and bleakness for me. After being alone for so long, I gradually sank into slumber. And when I awoke, the world had changed and passed me by.” 

“But wasn’t Jezebel, your daughter, with you?” I asked. “The daughter left by your mate, the Dragon God.”

Gaea blinked as if she had a hard time remembering Jezebel, and bile rose to the back of my throat. My mother was so easily forgotten by her own mother. 

“Jezebel, yes,” the primal Earth Goddess said absentmindedly. “Jezebel was spoiled and weak, unlike you. I let her roam Earth on her own until I had a use for her. Despite my efforts to get her anchored to Earth, the land rejected her. So, I still couldn’t leave the realm, as Earth’s gravity wouldn’t let me go, not until you came. Earth chose you right away as its new goddess. I can finally be free and go find my mate. I finally have a chance to pursue my own happiness, thanks to you.” She gave my four mates a quick glance, a longing for her own etched all over her face. 

My mates’ faces remained stony and unreadable. Those were their usual faces when they weren’t trained on me. 

I’d just gotten to the bottom of the true reason why Gaea had me bred. She wanted to use me as a replacement so she could gain freedom. In the meanwhile, all the better if I eliminated the immortal enemies for her and her mate. After an eon of careful scheming and conspiring, she’d finally gotten what she desperately wanted, what her heart desired, at the expense of my mother and me, especially my poor mother. As for me, I’d only lost my brief childhood. 

A cold shiver climbed up my spine. I’d have suffered the same fate as Jezebel if not for my loyal, loving mates anchoring me to this world.  

Sure, I felt sorry for her eons of loneliness and heartbreak, but that didn’t make it acceptable for her to use and sacrifice us just so she could be with her dragon mate again. 

“I’m sorry, Gaea,” I said, my eyes glinting with tears, but they didn’t fall for her in spirit. My mother was gone forever, and she wanted me to punish this woman in front of me. “I wish you a safe, fun journey.” 

She beamed happily as she moved toward me, and my mates didn’t stop her. 

Gaea gently brushed away the droplet on my cheek with her fingers, just as I’d hoped she would. My liquid sank into her skin, unbeknownst to her. 

She didn’t know that the tear wasn’t a blessing but a curse.  

My demigod mate had worked with Hephaestus to design this perfect, most potent spell in the form of my tear. If Gaea hadn’t carried out this last tender act toward me, I’d have jumped her and smeared my tear on her cheek, which of course would be messy and ruin the perfect, beautiful farewell moment. 

The curse bound her to the Olympian gods. 

As soon as she reached her destination—the Draconis Galaxy—I’d release the Olympians from their cocoons of darkness in the phantom zone. They’d follow her and plunge into the most brutal planet where the Dragon God, Gaea’s mate, ruled. 

Then once again, the old enemies, who had tried to avoid each other like a plague, would meet and lock into another eon of war. The gods would have to fight for survival and dominance on the dragon planet. 

They brought war to Earth and destroyed lives, and I was returning the favor by bringing war right back to them. That was my version of a happy ending for all the villains in the worlds—rounding up the bad guys in inferno and letting them destroy each other.  

That was my great gift to my grandmother for her honeymoon. 

“Farewell, daughter,” Gaea said, joy brimming in her silver eyes at the prospect of seeing her mate soon. “You made me so proud.” 

“I’m glad,” I said sweetly. “Have a nice life, granny.” 

Let’s see if your love survives the alien gods. Mine has, but good luck to you. 

Gaea vanished in a shimmer. 

I threw my head back and giggled as pure tears that didn’t contain the curse formed at the corners of my two-toned eyes. 

Punish them all, Jezebel had said, and I’d kept my promise. 

Then I felt her essence leaving Earth, faster than the speed of light. At a certain point, she stepped through an interspace portal. Then she was no longer in the Milky Way Galaxy. 

Gravity crushed me, and Earth’s power brimmed in me—it was storm, volcano, earthquake, and thunder. It was also summer, spring, winter, and autumn. My mates held me, and our mating bond anchored me, keeping the power merge in check, keeping me sane and passionate. 

Stars wheeled and realigned in deep space. The universe extended beyond eternity. 

My mates watched in wonder, and I shared it all with them.  

Then everything settled into place. 

I was now the Earth Goddess. Earth’s essence flowed in me. Its core five elements—fire, water, plant, metal, and aether—weaved like a forever song and infinite dream in my veins.  

Alaric tightened a strong arm around my waist. 

“Now, love,” he whispered in my ear. 

I unleashed my light and darkness and tore the floodgate to the phantom zone open. The cocoons no longer floated in the endless dark sea of space, the gods no longer caged by my dark mass. 

Just as I’d promised Hades, his kind would have a fighting chance, soon. 

The brutal gods would soon engage in an eternal battle with the vicious dragon race. 

“It’s done,” I said with a grin, feeling the burden lift from my shoulders. Keeping the gods under control wasn’t exactly an easy task, man. It stressed me out more than I let on. 

Lorcan pulled me into his arms, demanding a kiss, but I phased out, leaving him with empty air. My mates’ panicked shouting lingered in my ears. 

When the glimmering mist faded, I found myself crouching on the bank of the lake of lava in the Underworld. Heavy dizziness washed over me. 

What the fuck? 

Some unscheduled teleportation and the sight of boiling lava shouldn’t make me experience vertigo. 

“Happened again?” a rich, deep voice inquired beside me. 

I raised my head and gave Pluto, the Lord of the Underworld, a rueful look. 

I forgot to mention the side effect of having walked between life and death. Sometimes I just shimmered out from Earth and popped up in Hell, though I always returned to my mates. And every time, they panicked like four ants on the belly of a hot pan. 

“Well, that’s the price to pay for resurrection, right?” I surmised.  

Pluto shook his head. “I have a theory.” 

I spread my arms. “Be my guest, but I need to return to my mates soon. You know how they get.”

Pluto smiled in amusement. “Do you know you’re expecting, Cass?”

“Expecting? Expecting what?”

He sighed as if I were the most obtuse person in Hell. 

“I sense live forms pulsing inside you—quadruplets, to be precise.”

“What the actual fu—?”

Shock hammered into my chest like high-voltage lightning.  

Then, suddenly, I felt them, too, now that Pluto had mentioned it. 

“How am I going to handle this? Fuc—”

I immediately clamped my mouth shut. Maybe I should quit cursing from now on. I didn’t want my kids running around as foul-mouthed as me.  

“But why do I keep coming back to the Underworld?” I demanded. 

“Both Earth and the Underworld are yours, Cass. Plus, I think your babies are curious about Hell.”

“Of all the places, they have to be curious about Hell?”

Pluto’s smile broadened. “When are you going to tell your mates?”

I opened my mouth, and before I could answer him, I shimmered out of Hell and reappeared in the vast bedroom I shared with my mates. Once again, our unbreakable, radiating mating bond yanked me back to them. 

My mates instantly charged in, all yelling at once, on high alert. 

“Need to fix this! Can’t let mate disappear again.” 

“I’m fine, guys,” I said, still shell-shocked from the news of “expecting.” 

I sank onto the edge of the bed, since I thought I really needed to sit down. 

“Dulcis, you look pale,” Lorcan said, squatting in front of me, his thumb tracing my cheekbone in concern. 

Alaric had started inspecting me to make sure I didn’t have any cuts or bruises. 

I waved at hand at them. “You guys might want to sit down as well.” 

“What’s the matter, Cass baby?” Reys asked, and Pyrder held me as well. 

“I’m expecting!” I blurted out. 

“Expecting?” My mates blinked in confusion. 

I opened my mating bond to them and placed their hands—one, two, three, and four—over my belly. And then as one they felt the four pulsing lives in my womb. 

Their sensual lips parted, and more confusion coated their eyes of different shades and colors. 

My heart lurched. What if they didn’t want the children—

I started shaking. I was going to faint, I believed. 

My mates just froze there, like time had stopped. Then they started trembling, too, and tears began to flow from their gorgeous eyes that brimmed with great joy.  

I let out a pent-up breath as relief washed over me. 

“Yeah, you all are going to be dads,” I grunted. 

They laughed with such happiness that my heart ached and rejoiced at once. I’d never seen them like this. Never seen them swept away by such wonderful contentment and bliss. For the first time, they were going to be fathers. They’d waited for this, waited for me—their mate—for an eon. 

Then four pairs of lips attacked me, landing on me everywhere, kissing and tracing up and down, while Lorcan, the calmer one, warned the others to be extremely careful and gentle with me, as if he was afraid that even a kiss might hurt me. 

All the kisses were pleasurable, so I enjoyed them for a few more seconds before I shouted, “Wait a second. Wait a fucking second!” 

My mates only backed away from me about an inch. 

“Cass baby, that is the greatest news ever!” Pyrder exclaimed.  

“I didn’t plan for this,” I cried out. “I’m only twenty-six in human time. I’m too fucking young to have babies and raise kids. I should have waited until my late forties, after I’d had all the fun in the world!” 

“You can still have fun, love, every day,” Reys coaxed. He excelled at coaxing. 

“We’ll make sure you’re cherished every second, sweetheart,” Alaric said. 

“Your happiness means everything to us, dulcis,” said Lorcan, trying to assure me. 

“Nothing we can’t handle.” Pyrder smiled broadly.  

I eyed them with suspicion. “Who’s going to change diapers?” 

“Alaric,” the twin fae said at the same time. 

The demigod only grinned, as if he’d just received a promotion and got the best job.  

“We’ll all help, beloved,” Lorcan said. “There’ll be four babies, one for each one of us.” 

My mates moved in again, crowding me and competing to press their hands against my belly. 

“I think the babies just kicked me,” Pyrder said in awe. “They’ve got some strength.” 

I rolled my eyes. “They’re less than two weeks old. They don’t have legs yet.” 

“They will soon,” Alaric said in confidence. 

Fucking goddess, that was how men behaved when they realized they were going to be fathers? 

I suddenly wanted to sob, so I wiped away a small tear that just came out. “I’ll be hormonal. I’ll cry for no reason. I’ll have a short temper!”

“We’ll take it,” Alaric assured me, and my other mates nodded in vehement agreement. 

“Will I still get to dance in the popular clubs?” I asked.  

“We’ll throw everyone out, so the whole dancing floor will be yours,” Reys said. 

I looked at him in horror. 

That was exactly what I was afraid of. What fun would it be to dance alone in an empty club? The whole idea of going to the club was to get drunk and stir shit. 

“No alcohol for dulcis from now on,” Lorcan said authoritatively. “We’ll monitor mate’s diet meticulous and scientifically. And we must cut back her consumption of cakes.” He gazed at my crazed look and hesitated. “Well—” He leaned in to kiss me. 

I wiggled free. 

“Wait a fucking second—” I started. I wasn’t going to roll over and show my soft belly just because I was going to be a goddess mom. 

Without warning, I found myself stripped bare, surrounded by four incredibly sexy hunks. When a hot mouth pulled my taut nipple inside it and suckled, pleasure lit my every fiber. All coherent thoughts left my mind. 

When I finally collected myself and had a moment of clarity, I ground out a whimper. “I’ll be big!” As if that was all my mates’ fault. 

“You were enormous in your dragon form, with huge fangs,” Alaric said, lifting his head from between my thighs, and added gently over my glare, “Yet you’re still the most beautiful and fiercest thing in the universe.” 

“You’re the only woman for us in the past, present, and future, dulcis,” Lorcan said. 

“No matter what form and shape you take, Cass baby, and no matter your size,” Pyrder said, “nothing will ever change how we feel about you. And we’re crazy about you.” 

I should bargain for more, but I lost all the chips when the demigod’s wicked tongue thrust into my moist heat. 

“Fine.” I managed to find a word and braced a hand on my hip. “Let’s have kids then. What could fucking go wrong?” 

And my beloved Reys’s hot mouth seared my lips.

––––––––
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- The End -
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Dear reader, 

Thank you for staying with Cass and her mates till the end. Next, would you venture into the Underworld for a lost princess, the heir to the greatest kingdom on Earth? Calamity is Ares and Freyja’s missing daughter.  If you’ve read The Dragonian’s Witch, one of my favorite series, you’ll know what I’m talking about.  A lot of you are so awesome and write to me, wanting more in the First Witch universe. So let’s go to Hell and poke around.  

For those who haven’t had a chance to read the steamy, funny series, don’t you worry! You don’t need to read the witch Freyja’s story to enjoy The Fall of the Underworld. 

Calamity won’t be as “obnoxious” as our Cass, but she’s no less cunning and brave. Smuggled into the Underworld and raised as a slave, she thought she had no future until three formidable, smoking-hot warriors—a vampire king, a fae prince, and a fallen angel from other galaxy—come to her wrecked world and claim she’s their destined mate. Calamity’s War book 1 is coming in May 2019. 

In the meanwhile, I’d love for you to join my group, Meg’s Legion of Hellions, to hear about my new releases, giveaways, and other fun stuff. Or sign up to my mailing list because I’ll have a free bonus book (Cass’s Quadruplets and Her New Enemy) for my wonderful readers soon. 

Meg






P.S.  If you enjoy this series, would you consider saying a few words about this book on Amazon? Thank you! <3 

REVIEW A COURT OF BLOOD AND VOID HERE. 




The Dragon Queen and Her Mates Complete Series

One cursed queen. Three dragons. A reverse harem with a dark fairy tale twist and an epic flair!
My name is Daisy. I've been cursed to serve a bad-tempered elemental in my beastly form for centuries.
There's only one way to lift the curse: a kiss from three true loves. To garner even one is nearly impossible. How am I going to get three?
Then three gorgeous-as-sin, yet clueless dragon princes stumble into my lair. Only they do not come to kiss me. They come to slay me without knowing who I really am. Unless they cut the three heads of the Furies—my heads—or make the Fury Queen fall in love with them, they'll never shift back to dragons.
Not surprisingly, the princes all choose what they think is the easiest—to behead the beasts.
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“You claimed me in your court,” he said, heat and tenderness in his blue eyes that were full of the mystery of the stars. I was falling into them. 

I’d fallen into them a long time ago. 

My heart fluttered, and I was afraid the tiny wings inside would carry it out of my body. 

I raised an eyebrow, trying to maintain a cool manner. “You didn’t object,” I said. “You want to object now?”

A slow, sexy smile spread across his masculine beautiful face. 

“You’d better make it in truth then,” he said, his voice rough with desire. 

Fire sparked in my belly, spreading lower until it licked between my thighs. 

Being with Elvey had a cost. He was a complicated man loaded with complications. But he saw me when no one else did. He’d seen me when I’d been the Fury beasts, when I was a dragon, and when I was Fae. 

He’d been looking for me before I was even born. 

I’d wanted him from the moment I’d set my sight on him. Now I would have him, but at a steely price—my other three mates. 

No, it wasn’t because of Elvey that they’d chosen to leave me. 

I shook my head. My heart was still broken, but—

Before I blinked, Elvey was on me in a flash. He pulled me up, crushing me against his hard chest, and his lips slanted onto mine. 

He was gentle, and then he wasn’t. He’d been hungry for me for a millennium but had been denied every chance to be with me. And now his passion unleashed with a vengeance. 

Its force was staggering. The demigod’s immense power infused into me. Powerful hybrid dragon and Fae or not, I wouldn’t have been able to take it if I weren’t his mate. 

Already, my lips felt swollen, but I wouldn’t let him go. 

My lips parted for him, and his tongue thrust in with pure male dominance and demand. Oh, Elvey knew how to demand and dominate. 

But he didn’t just take as he ravished me; he let me taste a dream, burning stars and beyond. His scent of forest sunlight and faint pine covered me, trapping me in his blend of splendid illusion and harsh reality forever. 

A mere kiss from him could undo me. 

As I moaned, craving more, wanting more of him, all of him, he broke the kiss. 

We panted hard with burning lust.  

I stared at him, his eyes bright. 

“Undress for me, woman,” he ordered. 

He wanted to play slow and sensual when he’d kissed me like that? 

I smirked, but I found that I wanted to undress for him. If he wanted slow burn, I would give him that, and we’d see who would burn up first.  

I took time to remove my cape, tossing it to the floor. Then I bent forward to remove my boots, very slowly, wiggling my ass at Elvey. At some point, I believed that I swayed my hips like a horny maiden. 

Cold air touched my bare skin before I reached for my other boot. 

Every piece of my armor was gone—he’d used magic to strip me off in a blink of an eye— while I was still bent, my rear toward him.  

I straightened and wheeled toward him, my face flaming. 

Dark lust and amusement sparkled in his eyes. He trailed his intense gaze all over me, caressing every inch of my body without touching. 

“It’s unfair,” I said. “You asked me to take off my clothes, and you just stripped me without warning. And you’re still fully dressed.” 

“What about I let you strip me?” he said with a corporeal smile. “Will you still complain?”

I pouted. “I don’t know how to use magic to undress.” 

“I’ll teach you. For now, you can probably help me with your hands. I like your hands.” 

I stalked toward him, until we were mere inches apart. I pressed a hand on his chest through the fabric, his powerful heart beating rhythmically under my palm. 

And my heart beat equally loud. 

I started unbuttoning his shirt as I controlled my urge to rip it apart, so we could be skin to skin. I pulled it off his broad shoulders and pressed my palms against his hot, bare torso. 

He sucked in a sharp breath, and I could feel his pleasure. 

My fingers traced his muscled chest down to the hard plane of his stomach, and all the way down to his waist. 

He watched my every move, the heat in his eyes fueling my fire and my desire. 

Swiftly, I unbuckled his belt and yanked open his fly. 

I stretched myself against him, my mouth finding his as my hand slipped into his trousers and half wrapped around his hard cock. 

Gods, it was so big that I might need two hands. 

I had always thought Elvey was the patient one, for he’d waited for me for a millennium and endured things no one else could. But at this moment, he wasn’t patient. He didn’t wait for me to completely undress him. 

A breeze passed by us, and then his clothes were all gone. 

Our bare skin pressed against each other, mine soft and supple, his hard and muscled. 

I moved my naked body against him, and my nipples hardened at the contact, shivering in want. 

Elvey pulled away from my lips, lowering his mouth to my breast and capturing my nipple between his teeth. He started to suckle me greedily. A low moan escaped my throat, and I threw my head back as pleasure rippled through me. He sucked my tit so hard—almost brutally—I had to lace my hand in his hair to ground myself. 

“My rosebuds. Mine,” he murmured as he suckled my other tit before tracing his lips down my body until they found my heated core. 

He kissed it deeply, his tongue lapping and flicking my clit.  

A hiss escaped me at the sensation. I jerked and moaned, my knees buckling as my fingers twisted his hair.  

I begged for mercy. “Elvey!” 

Here I was, bared before him, with not just my body, but my soul and my heart. 

Take me, I said. I wasn’t patient anymore. I didn’t want slow burn or low burn. I wanted him to get his big cock inside me, penetrating me and filling me. 

I wanted him to fuck me senseless. 

But he pulled away again. 

What was he waiting for? After all these centuries, he should no longer want to wait. 

He gazed up at me, and I saw tears in his eyes. 

“I never imagined I would have you and could be with you,” he said. “But you came for me and gave me back my freedom, my beloved.” 

Emotion choked in my throat, and I couldn’t even utter a word. If only I could have come to him earlier. 

Elvey’s mouth enveloped my pussy again, lapping at me like a starving man. 

I shivered in pleasure and with burning need for him. 

Elvey rose, swept me into his arms as if I were feather light, and carried me to the bed. 

He laid me on the center of the sheet, and I watched him, waiting for his next move. 

His gaze was full of desire and dark promise as it roved from my face all the way down, lingering on my breasts and my pussy the longest, then to my toes, inch by inch, before tracing back and staying at my pussy. I could feel it was slick and swollen with urgent want.  

He placed his hands on my knees and parted my legs wide before he settled between my thighs. 

“I won’t be gentle,” he warned. “I won’t stop. I have to fuck you hard. I’ve wanted to fuck you for ages. I’ve pictured this thousands of times. I’ve been desperately searching for you for centuries. Now you’ve finally returned to me. And you’re in my bed.”

He was my first destined mate. 

He should have been mine centuries ago. We’d been robbed of our union for nearly a millennium because my evil aunt had done this to us. I wouldn’t allow her to take anything from us again. 

“Take me. Fuck me hard,” I said. “Make up for the time we lost.”

“I’ll fuck you until you’re sore. Until you bear my mark.”

He intended to claim me. 

I held my breath in anticipation, wondering how he would fuck me and how his first stoke would make me feel.  

I brought my knees up, flaunting my bare pussy before him. 

He could no longer hold it back, his gaze on me so intense as if he wanted to devour me. 

His nostrils flared as the scent of my arousal hit his senses. His thumb swept my sensitive nub before it brushed open my folds. His fingers dipped at my slick entrance, and then plunged into me, stroking swiftly once, twice, before he pulled his hand away. 

I gasped at the loss, but before the protest had completely left my mouth, he plunged his cock into me with a single powerful thrust. He didn’t pause for a second but increased his pace, slamming into me quicker and harder.  

He drove into me, pulled out to the tip, then plunged in even deeper.

I propelled my hips up to meet his every thrust, my breasts bouncing from the movement. I brought one of my hands up to tweak my nipple, the other gripping onto his well-muscled butt cheek, my nails digging into him.  

He growled in approval, his passion burning brighter. 

For a while, we fucked silently, our needs—raw, intense, brutal—overpowering everything and driving our thoughts out of our minds. His massive hard cock slid in and out of my slick and silky pussy, my walls clenching him with every thrust. He leaned his weight on his elbows, raised his torso, and watched himself fuck me. 

I also watched his cock thrust in and out of me with such mighty force. My greedy, possessive pussy kept pulling him in. It never wanted to let him go. It would never let him escape. The visual added more excitement, and the sound of flesh slapping flesh mercilessly only stoked our fire to sky high. 

Intense pleasure ignited my every cell. I’d never felt so alive. 

He quickened pace, his thrusting speed blinding. He was claiming me.

Male carnal need twisted his handsome features. 

Pure ecstasy swept over me. 

I longed for him to claim me. I was his from the beginning. 

I wrapped my legs tightly around his waist. If I could trap him, I would trap him forever, so he would never leave. 

“You never need to worry about that,” he said. “I’ll never leave. Even if I have to for some reasons, I’ll always come back to you. I’ll come back and fuck this tight, hot pussy until it’s a hot mess. I want no other, only you.” 

I bucked up my hips to answer him, my brutal strength matching his. 

A beastly sound rumbled through his chest. I’d thought between us only I had a dragon beast inside me. It turned out he had his own wild beast lurking in him. It was primordial and beyond powerful, and it approved of our mating. 

For a second, I wondered which beast would be more formidable, his or my dragon, if they ever encountered each other on the battlefield. 

Elvey chuckled. “Mine is not as aggressive as your dragon. It doesn’t want to fight you. It only wants to fuck you into oblivion.”

And they say war doesn’t come to the bedroom? 

It seemed our beasts also joined the fucking. Elvey’s thrust became more feverish, and I rolled my eyes back as pleasure rained down in me like fire from the sky. Mating frenzy burned through my veins. Only Elvey’s thrusting could relinquish the fever, but then it stoked the fire only higher and hotter. 

His demigod magic came to play. It was rough and gentle at once as it slithered up my naked flesh. It licked and kissed me everywhere before focusing on brushing my plump clit.  

I was in hell and heaven, and his magical fire engulfed me. I was ash and snowflake and star. I was free falling, drawn in by its gravity. 

He continued pounding into me and I became weightless. 

Raw, beautiful truth that had once hidden in his eyes opened up to me, and I read the wonder he would show me and me alone. 

Even when the galaxies turned to dust, he would still be mine, and I his. 

We’d be like this forever, with him claiming me, with his enormous hard cock thrusting into me in this glorious pace. 

My pussy clenched his shaft in great need, relishing the feel of him filling and stretching me. 

My orgasm was within reach, but Elvey used his magic to keep my climax at bay. Damn the demigod for taunting me like this. 

He was set to torment me and to make me peak at the iceberg of what he’d endured for all centuries. 

I didn’t exactly enjoy myself as Furies—a creature of nightmares. 

“Please, Elvey,” I begged, breathless with my pending orgasm. It nearly reached its peak, but Elvey crushed the waves and made it tumble down, because he desired to prolong it. I let out a sequence of unintelligible words to show him how badly I need a release. 

“End the torture,” I demanded.  

“I endured a millennium of this torture,” he said, thrusting into my molten core and unleashing everything. 

My heat and wetness exploded around his cock, and I arched my back off the bed as the waves of my orgasm tore through me. My body vibrated with the release, my skin heating, scorching under Elvey’s touch.  

Elvey pumped his bountiful seed into my womb and roared in joy. 

Our mating bond snapped in place, a thread linking us, glowing as brilliantly as starlight. Our eyes widened as we saw it. Elvey lowered his lips to mine, our kiss gentle and burning with awe. “We’re bonded for eternity, beloved.” 

I threaded my fingers with his as he settled next to me, our bodies slick with sweat as I turned to rest my head on his broad chest. 

The world’s troubles and burdens and war were no longer in my head. How light I felt! Elvey held me tightly to him, a silence promise that he would never let me go. I shut my eyes, a stupid, satisfied grin spreading on my lips. 

Just then I felt a sharp tug. 

It was the mating bond that tied me to my three other mates.
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